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THE ROTATING DRUM of the longwall shearer cleaved at the black rock. Coal fissured, broke apart and tumbled onto the conveyor belt. With an increasing level of ambivalence directed at the new machine, Andy watched it claw through impenetrable rock at an unrelenting pace. 

Bill smiled and set down the remote. “Is this thing awesome or what? We barely have to lift a finger.”

Andy spat out his dip, trying to whack the stupid machine with his snuff. “Yeah, Bill. It’s great. Just look at how effective it is and easy to operate. Heck, you might even say it doesn’t need two men to operate.”

“Oh, don’t be a Luddite, Andy.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Andy took off his hard hat and started toward the elevator.

“Hey, where you going, Andy?”

“Lunch. It’s already past one. I’m starving.”

“Wait up. I’ll join you.”

Andy sighed. He didn’t want company. Too much was on his mind. It was the kind of stuff best mused over alone.

Bill killed the machine and hurried down the stairs. Lighting a smoke, Andy held the door for him. 

“Better not let Mr. Carmine see you doing that.”

Andy took another drag and smiled. “Doing what?”

They rode to the top of the shaft mine and walked to Andy’s truck. Sitting on the tailgate, Andy and Bill ate.

“Claire make you that?” Bill asked, motioning to Andy’s bacon, egg and cheese sandwich.

“Yeah, she’s good about making sure I don’t starve.”

“Fancy. Missy won’t make me nothing no more. Guess that’s life after you’ve been married a while. Enjoy the honeymoon while it lasts.” Bill quickly reached into his pocket. “Forgot to show you. Got this in yesterday.”

Andy stared at the ultrasound photo on Bill’s phone. His heart sank. Forcing a smile, he said, “Congratulations. Big number four.”

“Thanks. Missy and I weren’t planning to have another, but we’re definitely blessed. The doc says it’s a boy.”

“That’s great to hear, Bill. I’m really happy for you.” Andy put his head down and returned to his sandwich, hoping Bill would change topics.

“So, when are you and Claire going to start making some little ones? You two been married almost a year now. Must be getting lonely with just the two of you in that house.”

Andy stared ahead, gazing at the surrounding peaks. He hadn’t told anyone. They’d been trying to have a baby since day one of their marriage. After seeing every fancy doctor in the city, all they had gotten were a bunch of bills not covered by insurance and a bleak prognosis: Claire was sterile. He’d never be a father. “Maybe next year. We’re enjoying the simple life right now.”

With perfect midwestern cordialness, Bill nodded. “Don’t I envy you sometimes. The little rascals drive me up a wall, but they’re God’s greatest blessings. That’s for sure.”

Andy forced the rest of the sandwich into his mouth and sat up, dusting the breadcrumbs from his blue jeans. He squinted at a dust cloud stirring along the switchbacks. “We supposed to have visitors today?”

“Nah. The inspection’s next week. Maybe someone is coming out to see how the new shearer is working out.”

Andy cupped his hands over his eyes. It was too far to make out the vehicle. “We got a pair of binoculars?”

“Yeah, they’re somewhere in the truck.”

In the glovebox, Andy found them. He raised the binoculars to his eyes. There was no mistaking the silver Toyota Tundra headed their way. “Shit. That’s Mr. Carmine.”




Inside the mobile office trailer, Mr. Carmine kicked on the AC and told Andy to sit. Andy pulled out the plastic chair in front of the desk. He wasn’t sure what to make of Mr. Carmine’s unexpected visit. The man almost never came out to the mines.

Mr. Carmine hiked up his pants and sat in front of Andy. “How’s the shearer performing?”

He asked it with that caring tone bosses only exhibit when they need a favor, or when they’re about to deliver sour news. Andy tried to figure out which instance this was while he shot off an answer as superficial as Mr. Carmine’s concern. “Great. It’s been working very smoothly. No problems at all. I think we’re at around five thousand tons an hour.”

Mr. Carmine whistled his approval. “Yes, she’s a real workhorse. A game changer for sure.” Mr. Carmine smiled and frowned and then sighed all in one capricious expression. “Listen, Andy, we’ve enjoyed having you a part of the team.”

Oh, fuck.

Like the blue-collar worker bee Andy detested, he flashed a pleasant grin. “Yes, sir. Me too.”

“But . . .” Mr. Carmine paused, letting the significance of that conjunction hang in the air. “I’m just going to level with you, son. One of you two has to go. I can’t justify to the higher-ups having two men working on a job that now only needs one. Both you and Bill are fine employees, but Bill has kids. I know that ain’t fair, but I can’t in good conscious lay off someone with three kids and another one on the way. I hope you understand.”

Andy had known it was going to come to this as soon as that blasted machine had been installed. Ever since, he’d been rehearsing what he would say. His little speech had been crafted during commutes and lunch breaks. He’d even gotten the delivery perfected during his evening showers. It was so moving and heartwarming that after Mr. Carmine had heard it, he’d have to give Andy his job back. Maybe even a promotion.

But in front of Mr. Carmine’s feigned concern and the din of the AC and him feeling like the world’s biggest schmuck sitting in that plastic seat like he’d been called to the principal’s office, Andy gave his boss an understanding nod, the grand speech forgotten. 

Everything moved quickly. Mr. Carmine stood, rattling off a bunch of agreeable words about how Andy would always have a family at American Coal. An arm went around him. Squeeze of the hand. The stock phrase, “If there’s anything I can do for you . . .” was uttered with such ease that Andy wondered if it was something taught in business school. His boss reminisced on the sad state of the economy as if none of this were really his fault. Market forces. Marco economics. Tech leaps and the inevitable job losses. All of it certainly to be laid squarely on that goddamn Muslim in the White House. “This is what happens when God is taken out of the classroom.”

Like a good student talking to his professor after class, Andy listened to his boss’ unfiltered bigotry until they were standing by his truck. When Mr. Carmine stuck out his hand, Andy shook it.

“Now you take care of that pretty lady of yours,” Mr. Carmine said.

Prick.

“Yes, sir.”

Andy hated himself for not putting up more of a fight. Or any. His head was spinning, his pulse rising, but standing in front of Mr. Carmine, humiliated and jobless, he couldn’t find the strength to open his mouth.

A final pat was offered to Andy’s shoulder along with a few more hollow words of encouragement. Andy assured him he would be fine. It wasn’t like Andy only had a high school degree or that this was the only coal company within sixty miles and the sole place a guy like him could earn a decent living. And he certainly didn’t have a new mortgage or expenses to cover basic necessities.

Driving along the lonely switchbacks, Andy wanted to rev the engine and take out his frustration on the road. But he couldn’t risk wrecking the truck. The last things he needed now were medical bills or auto repairs.

He knew he’d replay the last encounter with Mr. Carmine in his mind a thousand times. His own private reel of torture. It would be one of those memories that would haunt him on tough days or when the bills were overdue, the kind that would pop up while he was in the shower or having sex. He’d edited the moment until he had it down to a climatic movie scene, and then he’d spend the next decade wondering why he hadn’t possessed the courage to follow the script accordingly.

Killing the sad country song screeching through the truck’s sole functioning speaker, Andy drove in silence, chain-smoking Marlboro Reds. His stomach twisted as he turned onto his street. It was the kind of neighborhood that wasn’t really a neighborhood. There was no HOA telling you what color you could paint your sidewalls. Nor did any fancy brick signage exist to welcome visitors. Without tangible boundaries, it was an anachronistic collection of farms and ranches where everyone still knew everyone. Satellite dishes and septic tanks dotted a world populated with God-fearing people who asked strangers what church they went to rather than if they went.

When the Victorian home loomed in the distance, Andy brought the truck to a trundle. There was a far more important speech to deliver, and it was one he hadn’t given a single thought toward. He knew Claire would stand by him. She wasn’t the kind of girl to skip town when the going got tough. She took the, “For richer, for poorer,” line of their vows as seriously as Andy had meant the part about monogamy, even when that meant he wouldn’t be a father. She was a good wife, and if he were ever in doubt, a few minutes of reality television would remind him of just how lucky he was. 

But that didn’t make telling her any easier. Claire didn’t work. Deep in the political red of puritanical, pro-life, Bible-thumping USA, it was his responsibility to be the provider. He wasn’t going to allow Claire to crawl into a shaft mine or work twelve-hour shifts at a diner. 

She deserved better.

Nearing their home, he saw Claire out front, pruning her pink tulips. She turned, shielding her eyes from the sun, and waved, flashing the same smile that had crippled him outside a football game during the tenth grade. 

Andy lifted a hand and pulled into the driveway. His wife’s blonde hair fluttered in the wind as she stood. He loved the way she appeared wearing her yellow gardening apron, standing like a sunflower among the tulips. Claire didn’t need a bunch of fancy designer brands or makeup at the city mall. He thought she never looked sexier than when she came in from the garden with dirt under her nails and scratches on her knees. He liked a woman who wasn’t afraid to get dirty, but one who could still come inside and cook him a hearty meal while he kicked up his feet and enjoyed a beer.

Coming to the window, Claire rested her dirt-caked hands on the door trim. “Hey, honey, what are you doing home so early?”

Her voice was so sweet that it killed him. Failing to answer her, Andy popped open the door and stepped out. “We should probably go inside and talk.”
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“Don’t worry,” she said for about the tenth time. “We’ll be fine. You never liked working in that mine anyway.”

Andy drank the last inch of his beer and sat it down on the kitchen table. “Claire, there aren’t any other jobs out here that pay anywhere close to what I was making.” He watched her clean the counter tops that were already buffed to a mirror shine. 

“There’s the automotive plant,” she suggested, her hand busy scrubbing away an imaginary stain. “It’s a bit of a hike into the city, but we could make it work.” 

“Claire, I know nothing about that stuff. I’ve never worked a day in my life in an automotive plant.”

“So? A year ago you had never worked in a coal mine.” Returning to the kitchen table, she reached out and grabbed his hands. “Hey, we’ll make this work. Whatever happens, you and I will get through this. Even if it means moving to another town. I just want to be with you.”

There was no way Andy was going to put the house up for sale. Moving into a Victorian home had been Claire’s dream. She’d been talking about it since they had first started dating. The mortgage was obscene, but Andy didn’t care. His wife deserved the best, and he’d do whatever it took to make her happy.

He kissed her on the cheek. “Me too.”

“I mean it,” she said. “Hey, look at me.” 

Andy’s gaze moved away from the beer logo on the aluminum can and met her soft blue eyes. 

“All this stuff is just that. Stuff.”




Upstairs, Andy removed his work boots and sat them in the closet. His clothes were covered in a thick coat of dust from the coal. He tossed them into the hamper.

“You want me to run you a bath?” Claire asked.

“Nah. I’m just going to hop in the shower.”

Andy turned on the water and closed the shower door. The bottom of the shower stall filled with black water as the coal washed off his skin. The stuff got everywhere. There was a perpetual black film under his nails and a scent in his hair that no shampoo could remove. 

When the water running down the drain turned clear, Andy shut off the shower and grabbed the towel Claire had left for him. He wrapped it around his waist and headed for bed. His body was exhausted. Every joint ached, and there was a hammering in his head that aspirin wouldn’t fix. Andy doubted he would sleep much. His mind was still racing, thinking about Mr. Carmine, and how the man was probably at home telling his wife and kids about his “tough” day at the office. It made Andy sick to think about. He didn’t even get a chance to say goodbye to Bill.

Leaving the bathroom, Andy saw his wife sitting in their bed wearing the black silk robe he’d gotten her last Christmas after the wedding. It had been more of a gift for him than it had been for her. He had figured it would be something sexy Claire could wear to get them in the mood. She was never much into lingerie, arguing that it didn’t look good on her. Andy couldn’t make sense of her reasoning. He thought his wife put those models on TV and in magazines to shame whether she was wearing garters or an oversized sports jersey. 

The only time she’d worn the robe was once right before they’d found out Claire couldn’t have children. That had been three months ago. The last time they’d had sex.

“Come here,” she said, patting the duvet.

Andy dropped the towel and slid in the bed beside her. Claire rolled onto his thighs and cut out the bedside lamp. The glow of the moon entered the bedroom, lighting Claire’s pale skin.

“I don’t want you to worry about a thing,” she said. “You and I are a team, and we’re going to get through this together.”

She kissed him, her hands running along his chest and abdomen. Andy closed his eyes, feeling his wife move down to his neck. When her hands slipped between his legs, he felt himself harden. Her lips passed his sternum, kissing each of his abs as she moved farther down his body. 

Andy gasped as she took him inside her warm mouth. Her tongue swirled around his head while her hand pumped his shaft. He loved that his wife had only been with him. They’d taken one another’s virginity toward the end of their senior year, a few months before Andy had called up Claire’s father and asked permission to marry his daughter. Life had seemed perfect then, a promising job for Andy and a bunch of little ones surely on the way. Maybe it was thinking about not being a father that killed his mood. 

She moved her tongue faster, but there was no saving him. Claire stopped and looked up. “Relax, honey.”

Andy sat up, moving his groin away from her. “It’s okay. I’ve just got too much on my mind.”

Claire didn’t argue. Like a wounded animal, she moved back to her side of the bed and pulled the covers up to her chin, covering every square inch of the robe. 

He wanted to tell her that it wasn’t her fault, but he knew it would start a conversation that wouldn’t end until the middle of the night. Their lack of sex was the proverbial elephant in the room that neither of them talked about. Maybe if they were both sixty and had enjoyed a good thirty years of rolling around in every naughty, unapproved Christian position, it wouldn’t have been such a big deal. But they were newlyweds. Sex should have been the least of their concerns.

Turning away from her, Andy closed his eyes and allowed his mind do its nightly wandering. He thought of Bill and Mr. Carmine and Claire and tulips and kids they’d never have as he waited for sleep to come to him.
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Claire waited three weeks without saying a word. She knew money was getting tight, and she had already called her father for a small loan so they could pay the mortgage next month. When Andy asked her where the money had come from, she told him someone had given it to her during the wedding and that she had been saving it for when times were tough.

“Have you had any luck?” she finally asked.

“Not in the city. There are a few auto plants in Bakersville. I can call and see if they’re looking for anyone at an entry-level position. At this point, I’ll sweep the floors if I have to. I just need to get a foot in the door.”

“Bakersville? That’s an hour and a half away. Have you looked for any homes there?”

“Of course not. I’ll drive.”

“Andy, you’re not driving three hours each day. That’s insane.”

“Well, what do you want me to do? I’ve sent out more resumes than I can keep track of. I’m doing everything I can.”

“I didn’t say you weren’t, but we have to be realistic. If there isn’t work here, then we have to move to where there is.”

“It’s not that simple, Claire. If we sell this house, we’ll take a huge hit. We put almost nothing down and prices have fallen. After closing costs, we’d be so underwater on the loan that we’d be paying it off for the next ten years.”

“Then I’ll get a job. I can work until you find something.” 

Claire watched his face tighten. She knew the suggestion hurt him. Andy had always wanted to give her the world and to make her his princess. Having his wife go out to look for work must have made him feel like a total failure.

“Without experience, the only place you could work would be some diner for tips.”

“So? It’s better than nothing. What? You don’t think I’m woman enough to handle it?”

He reached out and grabbed her hand. “Of course not. I know you’re tough. I just want to keep looking for a little while longer.”

“You have one week more. Then I start looking.”

Claire didn’t wait a week. She knew it would take that long just to get acquainted with how a job search even worked. She found a few opportunities on the net that seemed promising. Afterwards, she made sure to clear out the browser’s history. She didn’t like going behind her husband’s back, but she didn’t need him thinking about her searching for a job, either.




After the week was over, Andy threw up his hands. “I don’t get it. I know I only have a year’s worth of experience, but damn. It’s like this whole state is jobless.”

“It’s okay, honey. Just keep looking and try not to get frustrated. I’ll see what I can find, too.”

“As soon as I land something, I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”

She kissed him on the cheek. “You have nothing to make up to me.”

Claire had to fight back a lump in her throat. If there was anyone who should have felt guilty, Claire knew it was her. As a wife, her job was simple. Make babies, stay pretty, and keep the house clean. Outside the sticks, she knew women would have lamented over her being hostage to the great patriarchal system of female slavery. But she liked being a housewife. It made her feel sexy, and she enjoyed knowing that Andy saw himself as the sole provider for his wife. There was nothing wrong with traditions.

She only wished that she could have been a better wife. Ever since Claire had found out she was sterile, she had shut down sexually. What had once been a beautiful act between them had become an incessant reminder of her brokenness as a woman. 

Sterile. Claire knew a man had to have come up with that terminology. There was no way a woman would ever label another woman as sterile. The word made her feel cold and barren—the antithesis of feminine.

She hated that such a special part of their relationship had been tainted. And she knew Andy felt the same way. He didn’t look at her like he used to. It was as if she now repulsed him. Last night had been the first time in a month that she’d worked up the courage to make a move. Getting rejected by her own husband made her feel so ugly and stupid that she had almost slept alone on the sofa. If things didn’t change soon, she didn’t think their marriage would survive. Sex wasn’t everything, but not having sex was something, and Claire thought that something was driving them apart.

In the den, Claire went to the computer and resumed her job hunt. She checked her email to see if anyone had responded to the slew of applications she’d sent off during the week. Three replies sat in her inbox. The first two were stock rejections telling her they were looking for candidates with more experience, or in her case, any experience. Claire wasn’t surprised. The job postings were for a bank teller and a server position at the town’s ritziest restaurant. She knew those two had been a stretch. Taking a breath and saying a quick prayer, she opened the last response.




Claire,




I’d be happy to discuss the position further. To facilitate this, please send me a recent photo of yourself. There’s no need for a professional one. I’d prefer a selfie taken as you are now.




Sincerely,




M. Rose.




A photo? What kind of job was this? Claire didn’t even remember responding to the job posting. She followed a link at the bottom of the email to jog her memory. The brief cryptic ad stated they were looking for a woman with an open mind, a positive attitude, and the ability to act with discretion. Claire remembered that she had almost skipped over the job posting. She had only replied in case none of the other jobs worked out. As it stood, this was the only one to have shown any interest. Most of them hadn’t even bothered to send her a rejection. She considered her limited options and their even more limited savings—savings that would soon run dry. Claire glanced over her shoulder to make sure Andy wasn’t around before snapping a headshot with her phone. Staring at the photo, she was mortified to have to send it. She looked unkempt. Her hair was a mess, and she hadn’t put on any makeup.

Claire had little hope the job was legit or that she would get it if they were screening by looks. Still, checking out the job couldn’t hurt. If it was something she wasn’t comfortable with, she could always pass on it.




***




The next morning, Claire saw that she had a response from M. Rose. She didn’t know what the M stood for. Maybe it was supposed to be the person’s first name. The email told her a meeting could be arranged for later in the day and asked her to call the number provided. There was no mention of the picture Claire had sent.

She dialed the number and listened as it rang.

“This is Rose.”

The sultry voice on the other end of the line startled Claire. She really hoped this wasn’t a phone sex company.

“Hi, this is Claire. I had replied to the online job ad, and I just saw your email asking me to call.”

“Oh, yes. I’m glad you reached out, Claire. My schedule opened up this afternoon, so I wanted to see if we could meet later. Say, two o’clock?”

“Um, sure. I’m free all day. Where are you located?”

“I’m in the commercial district of the city. However, as you probably saw from the job posting, discretion among our clients is very important, so I’d like for us to meet at a neutral location. There’s a Starbucks close by. Can I text you the address on this number?”

“Sure. It’s a cell phone.” She was tempted to ask if this was an escort agency, but if it wasn’t, she figured asking would pretty much guarantee that she wouldn’t get the job. Still, she hated driving all the way into the city without knowing what she was applying for. “Could you tell me more about the position? The ad was sort of vague.”

“I’d rather not discuss it over the phone. When we meet, I can answer all your questions.”

Claire bit the edge of her nail. “It’s just that money is kind of tight around here. Before I make a thirty-minute drive into the city, I’d like to know what I’m applying for.”

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t realize you were coming that far. Most of my girls live in the city. If gas money is holding you back, I can compensate you whether the job works out or not. Would forty dollars cover your travel expenses?”

Forty bucks would more than cover the cost. If Rose was throwing money at her this quickly, it sounded like a fairly lucrative establishment. Her only concern was the way Rose had referred to her employees as, “my girls.” Even if it did turn out to be an escort agency, or something similar, Claire would have made about twenty bucks after gas for only a few hours of her time. That was a better pay rate than she’d get at most diners.

“Yes, that’s certainly enough. Thank you for offering. I hated even bringing it up.”

“No need to apologize. I always take care of my girls. We’re like family here.”

Claire laughed nervously. Rose sounded more and more like a madam. “Oh, that’s nice. So I’ll see you at two o’clock?”

“Yes, I’ll text you the address right now. One other question. How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

“Perfect. Okay, Claire. See you later.”

Claire wondered if it had been wise to reveal her financial concerns. Rose might try to lowball her on the wage.

“Who was that?”

Claire spun around in the chair. Andy was standing in the doorway, his arms folded. 

“It was a callback from one of the jobs I applied to.”

Andy’s eyebrows lifted. “Already?”

“Yeah, they just want an interview. I doubt I’ll get it.”

“Hey, that’s still impressive. I’ve been looking for a month, and I haven’t gotten diddly-squat.”

“Yeah, but I’m looking for crappy jobs.” 

“Whatever it is, I’m sure you’ll be running the place by the end of the year. Which one is this?”

Claire thought quickly. She couldn’t say, “I’m not sure, honey, but they requested a picture of me as they do of all of their girls.” Instead, Claire offered a nonthreatening response. “Some clothing store with a bunch of French sounds in the title.”

“Fancy. I take it this store is in the city.”

“Yeah, but they told me they would cover my gas for the interview.”

“How did you manage that?”

“I have my ways, honey. I can be very persuasive when I want to be.”

Andy smiled. For moment, it felt like they were a normal couple discussing serious matters with a little flirtation thrown in as levity. She imagined Andy saying, “Yes, you can be very persuasive,” while he came to her, his hands sliding around her waist as they embraced for a kiss. He’d push the chair out of the way and take her right there on the computer desk. Or maybe he’d sit in the chair while she rode him. That had been one of Andy’s favorite positions even though Claire didn’t always feel comfortable being on top and in control.

Yet, neither of those erotic outcomes unfolded. As if he were still the boy in tenth grade too shy to talk to her, Andy rasped his knuckles against the doorjamb and said, “Well, I better get to bed. See you in the morning.”

She forced a smile. 

God, we’re like roommates. Is this what marriage is supposed to be like? Maybe all newlyweds go through this.

Of course, Claire knew better. If it were still the 1950s, maybe she could have believed those lies and told herself that husbands and wives only have sex to procreate. With the Internet, she was able to read the accounts of newlyweds who were candid regarding their sex lives. The most common problem she read from women was complaints that their husbands wanted sex too often. Claire would have loved to have had that issue. At least then she’d feel wanted and attractive.

She put the computer to sleep and got up. Maybe working would be good for her. She needed to get out of the home, and it would be refreshing to be around other women. While the neighbors were friendly, most of them were twenty years her senior. And it might help Andy’s libido for him to come home and to not see her. Perhaps then he’d appreciate her more. Otherwise, Claire wasn’t sure what to do. She wasn’t the kind of woman who believed in divorce, and she still loved Andy, but this marriage was starting to enter a sexual ice age with no thaw in sight.
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Just getting out of the house made her feel better. Claire rode into the city with the windows down, feeling the warm air tousle her hair. She cranked up the speakers and played her chick songs until her ears winced. For a moment, it was like she was still in high school. The last time she’d made a trip into the city had been to buy a few things for the wedding and that had been with Andy. About the only place she ever went by herself was to the supermarket or Johnson’s Hardware to grab something for Andy while he was at work.

Seeing the high-rises lift over the horizon filled her with a keen sense of independence. She didn’t think she could ever live in a metropolis setting. It was too noisy, and she didn’t like the idea of having a thousand neighbors in the same building and not knowing any of them. Besides, there were too many temptations. A big city changed you whether you wanted it to or not. But it was nice to visit for an afternoon.

Claire didn’t see herself as backwards. She was for equal rights, and had even left the church after the local preacher proclaimed homosexuality a sin. While she didn’t go to church any longer, she still occasionally prayed and kept to her values. Some of her friends from high school had moved to the city after graduation. She kept in touch with a few of them, though that was happening less frequently. They were always stressed, running to commitments and complaining about rude neighbors and traffic and crime. She even had a friend who told her that she was forced to pay a monthly fee for a parking spot. When her friend told her the price, Claire wasn’t sure if she were joking or not.

The traffic got worse and car horns rang out incessantly. Back home, people only honked their horns if someone’s life was in danger. Here in the city, they just seemed to honk at people they didn’t like, and Claire got the impression that not many people here liked each other.

Her car was a decade past its prime, making her feel out of place as she rolled through the commercial district. Sports cars and luxury sedans whipped passed her. She was so busy taking in the sights that it was difficult to keep her eyes on the road. Businessmen walked up and down the sidewalks in tailored suits, talking on cell phones. Businesswomen wore smart dresses and big sunglasses, looking like they had just stepped off the cover of a magazine. Claire was glad she had decided to wear a dress with heels. The women out here were competing on an entirely different level than what she was used to back home.

It was a sobering thought. Maybe the reason Andy’s interest in her had faded was due to him getting out each day and seeing what all the other women could offer him. She rarely wore makeup. Did Andy want a runway model who could cook and clean? She told herself to stop thinking like that. Andy was a good man. They were just going through a rough patch. 

Only a few minutes remained until the interview. The important thing now was to get a job so they could pay the bills and keep the house. Claire figured it was better to have a sexless marriage in a Victorian home than to have a sexless marriage in a cardboard box.

Down the street, she heard a distant jackhammer. A whistle blew ahead—an officer directing traffic through an intersection. She smelled diesel oil and grilled hotdogs. From the steering wheel, she could feel the electric pulse of the city beating in her palms.

Claire found the Starbucks on a corner. She pulled into a public parking garage down the street. The parking fee would eat into her profits, but she’d still be ahead, and just getting out of the house had been worth the trip.

Coming down the elevator and into an alleyway, she hobbled in the heels until she came to the main sidewalk. Continuing her wobble to the Starbucks, Claire realized that she had no idea where Rose would be sitting. She pulled out her cell phone and started to text Rose.

A voice called out beside her. “Claire?”

She turned and saw a woman sitting at one of the outside tables under a green awning. Claire guessed she was in her early thirties. She had straight black hair and eyes so green they looked radioactive. “Oh, hi. Are you Rose?”

The woman smiled and stood. She seemed casual enough in the black tank and blue jeans, but Claire was taken aback by the knee-high leather boots with steel heels. Those weren’t something she could find back home. 

Rose stuck out her hand. “Yes, it’s great to meet you. Thanks for coming out all this way. Can I get you something to drink?”

“No, I’m fine. If I have more than one cup of coffee, I start to get jittery.”

Claire took a seat across from Rose. She noticed the woman staring at her hand.

Motioning to Claire’s wedding ring, Rose said, “I see you’re married.”

Claire twirled the ring and smiled. “Oh, yeah. I just got married to my high school sweetheart this past year.”

To Claire’s surprise, Rose frowned. That wasn’t a reaction she was accustomed to. Usually girls squealed and compared rings, or if they didn’t have one, complained about their boyfriends not being ready. 

“And what does he do?”

“Um, he used to work in the coal mine until he got laid off about a month ago. He’s been struggling to find work ever since. That’s why I’m here.”

“I see. Well, I don’t know if this will work out for you then. I like your look. You have a very innocent, sweet face. Most of my other girls have an edgy demeanor. Maybe the city toughens them up too much. I do need a country gal, but I have two concerns. The first is that I’m not sure the job would work out since you’re married. I’ve had a few girls in your situation. Often, it causes problems. However, my bigger concern is that you might be looking for temporary employment until your husband lands a job. I put a lot of time and energy into training my girls. If you’re only in this for six months, it’s not worth my effort.”

Claire was certain of it now. Rose was definitely a madam. Why else would she be concerned that Claire was married? 

“What does my being married have to do with anything?” She glanced around to make sure no one was in earshot and lowered her voice. “Is this an escort agency?”

“No.”

“So what is it?”

Rose pulled out a pack of smokes from her purse. She plucked a cigarette and offered one to Claire. Claire had only smoke once in high school and had nearly thrown up. She didn’t know how Andy enjoyed them. 

“No, thanks.”

Shrugging, Rose lit the cigarette and took a drag. “The business only employs women. Mostly young like yourself. Our clients are predominantly men. We occasionally get a couple, and on rare occasions, a woman. We cater to a particular type of fetish. Are you familiar with BDSM?”

No, no, and hell no. There was no way she was getting involved with any of that stuff. She started to stand. “I don’t think—”

“Claire, sit. Hear me out.”

The tone of Rose’s voice had shifted so fast Claire couldn’t move. 

“I don’t need to hear this out. Trust me when I say this is not for me.”

“Fine. Leave now. But if you want the forty dollars I promised you, it’s conditional on you finishing the interview.”

Claire sat back down. She needed every dollar she could get. If listening to this sick woman talk for ten more minutes would earn her forty bucks, then so be it. She’d listen, grab her money, and get the heck out of there.

“Good girl. Now again, are you familiar with BDSM?”

Claire blushed. “I wouldn’t say I’m familiar with it, but yeah, I’ve heard of it. That’s when people enjoy dressing up in leather and torturing each other.”

Rose laughed. “That’s the stereotypical opinion. The other popular descriptions I hear are abusive, aberrant, and immoral. Antithetical to love, right?”

“Yup, pretty much.”

“We don’t like the BDSM acronym specifically because of those negative connotations ascribed to it. Instead, we prefer to call it power exchange. That’s the best description for what’s really occurring. The fetish community prefers DS for domination and submission. Sadomasochism has too much baggage, and it has gotten entangled with clinical terms that have nothing to do with power exchange in the context I’m talking about.”

“Call it whatever you want. I’m not into it. Anyone who wants to be tied up and beaten has problems in the head.”

Rose took a drag of her cigarette and sighed. “Do you have any sexual interests beyond your husband licking whip cream off your tits, or do you and your husband fuck in the missionary position every night?”

Agh! The audacity of this woman. And a filthy mouth to boot. Who the hell did this woman think she was asking about Claire’s sex life? It was none of her business. 

Claire slammed her purse on the table and stood. “Lady, you need help.”

“So you’ve never wanted your husband to play doctor? And I suppose he’s never wanted you to dress up as a schoolgirl or a cheerleader.”

Claire was so heated that she didn’t even think about the people around her. “That’s different, and you know it.”

“Only in its frequency. Although, the schoolgirl fantasy is a fetish flirting awfully close to pedophilia, so I’m not sure which is more abhorrent.”

Claire didn’t need this twisted woman putting twisted thoughts in her head. She was a good girl who was raised right. She and Andy might have had some sex problems, but at least he wasn’t asking her to whip him. 

“Rose, thank you for the offer. I’m afraid I must decline. If you don’t want to give me the forty dollars you promised me, then I will cut my losses now and leave.”

Rose lifted her hands. “I’m sorry. Please sit. I get very defensive when people speak out against power exchange. When you talk like that about my clients, my fangs come out. I know what wonderful men they are. I shouldn’t have snapped at you. I’ll only take up five more minutes of your time. Then I’ll pay you.”

Despite her better judgment, Claire found herself sitting back down. “Five minutes, and then I’m leaving.”

“Deal. But first let me clear up some misconceptions you seem to have. The men who come to us are very successful. The rates we charge pretty much demand it. We try to keep out the trust fund babies. They’re usually too demanding, anyway. Most of our clients are regulars. We run background checks on the new ones. A good number are married with children. We don’t judge them for their sexual proclivities. We fulfill them so they can be better individuals at home and at work.”

“And how does catering to their weird fetishes help them? I think you’re just trying to justify your business.”

“Imagine if you went a long time without sex.” 

Claire didn’t have to imagine. Her life was as sex-free as a nun’s. 

“My guess, Claire, is that you’d start to get very testy and frustrated by everything. Well, the same thing happens to the men who see us, although my experience has shown me that it’s a lot worse. A true submissive who doesn’t submit would be like you denying the essence of who you are. We give them the opportunity to embrace their true identities for a couple of hours. I see our work as soul nurturing.”

“You have to be joking.”

“Just think about it, Claire. Society demands men to always be masculine. Boys don’t cry. They aren’t allowed to show fear or pain. Their whole lives they’re taught emotional stoicism, and then we women wonder why they’re emotionally numb. For the average man, maybe that’s not such a big deal, but for a man who wants to worship a woman and have her make the decisions and to instill loving female authority, it’s crippling. They can fake it in their professional lives. Some continue the act at home, but without a reprieve, I think it can be quite damaging. Life can start to feel like an endless, pointless grind of nonstop bullshit.”

Worship? Loving female authority? Those weren’t the first terms Claire thought of when BDSM was mentioned—or power exchange as Rose had put it. 

“What the heck is loving female authority?”

“Loving female authority is . . . Well, it’s hard to explain. I think it’s more of something you have to see and experience. I could tell you it involves punishments for indiscretions or sacrifices for the woman or a general focus on a woman’s happiness. However, those are mere examples; they don’t really get to the heart of it. My personal take is that submissive men view my girls as the primordial mother. They want to worship a forbidden goddess that can take them back to a simpler time when they were nurtured and loved unconditionally and kept safe without having to make any of life’s difficult decisions. It’s like returning to the womb for them. A place without judgment. In order to take them there, we have to strip away their egos and sense of self.

“But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. The important thing for you to know right now is that you won’t be having sex with any of these men, nor will you have to get naked in front of them. You won’t be kissing them, either. Probably the most intimate thing you’ll have to do is grant them the privilege of kissing your feet. Not bad considering most of my girls make three grand a week. Some more.”

Claire’s mouth dropped open. She would have been thrilled to make that in a month. 

“Is this legal?”

“That’s hard to say. It varies state-by-state and county-by-county. The laws aren’t very clear on it. Here the laws seem to indicate that what we are doing is legal. What’s legal depends on how the laws are interpreted. If a judge decided to construe prostitution laws with a very loose application, then, yes, we could be in trouble. Though, I wouldn’t worry about that. Some of my best clients are judges in this city.”

Claire shook her head. This was definitely something she didn’t want to get involved with. The love of money really is the root of all evil, she thought, and this was a perfect example. She wasn’t going to be tempted into this racket just because money at home was tight. She had her integrity to protect, and that wasn’t for sell.

“While I appreciate the offer, I’m going to have to decline, Rose.”

Sighing, Rose reached into her Coach purse and took out a matching zip wallet. Claire told herself not to be impressed by how cute and chic it looked. Rose reached in and plucked through a stack of bills thicker than anything Claire had ever seen in person. 

“I only have hundreds right now. Oh, well. Since you were such a good sport, you can keep the change. Here you go, Claire.”

Claire took the Benjamin and pulled out her own billfold. It didn’t have a name on the front and the zipper was so banged up it only drew halfway open before getting stuck.

“If you change your mind, give me a call, Claire. I really think you would be perfect for the job. I have an eye for talent, and I’m very picky. I only offer a spot to about every hundredth girl I meet with.”

Claire pushed back her chair. “Thanks for the compliment. Maybe in a different life.”

Rose stood as well. “I make my own life, but I understand. Take care of yourself, Claire.”

“You too.”




***




By the time Claire got back to the car, she was so flushed that she barely recognized her face in the mirror. What a weirdo that Rose woman had been. This was why she avoided the city. There was always someone wanting to destroy your marriage and bargain for your soul. And for what? A fancy purse and some cash? Claire didn’t need any of that material crap. She’d look for another job. One outside the sex industry. She should have known not to look online for a job. Maybe a neighbor would have a suggestion. If she kept to her principles and put one foot in front of another, everything would work out.




When she returned home, Andy was fishing through the refrigerator.

“Hey, I’m back.”

“How did it go?”

“I didn’t get the job.”

“Ah, I’m sorry, honey. Don’t worry. I’m sure something better will come along.”

Better than three grand a month? Claire doubted it. “I still earned gas money so that was a plus. Did you hear from anyone?”

Andy took out a slice of her key lime pie from a few days ago. “Yeah, the automotive plant in Bakersville has stopped hiring. Turns out management has decided to move operations to Mexico.”

“You’re kidding! That plant has been there since I was born.”

“I wish I was. The worst part is that now I’ll be competing with all those employees for any automotive job. I think I can scratch them off the list. No one is going to hire me when there are a few thousand people with experience.”

Claire sat at the table and ran her hands through her hair. “How much time do we have left? Honestly, Andy. Don’t try to make it seem better than it is. I want to know what we’re up against.”

Andy sat down with the slice of key lime pie. Claire saw that it wasn’t even enough to count as a decent snack. 

“We can cover next month. Nothing more. I also got this in.” 

Andy lifted an envelope from a stack on the table.

“What’s that?”

“Medical insurance expired. I went on the federal marketplace, but it’s too expensive.”

“Andy, we have to have insurance or we’ll get penalized when we file our taxes.”

Andy shrugged. “There’s the mortgage, necessities like food, and health care insurance. We can afford two out of the three.” 

She saw his point. 

“Don’t worry, though. I think we can go a few months without insurance and avoid any penalties. I just hope a miracle comes soon. We still haven’t fixed the roof and guess what we’re due for tonight? Thunderstorms.”

Claire sighed. “I’ll put out some buckets in the bedroom. I think we know where the leaks are by now.”

While moving into a Victorian home had been nice, no one had told Claire there would be repair after repair. It never ended. First, they had to replace the AC unit that was practically ancient. Then they discovered the pipes were leaking and causing damage to the dry wall. Termites had also done a number on the foundation. And the inspector had caught nada of any of it. Thankfully, Andy was good with his hands and could repair most of the small stuff. The roof was going to be a huge project, though, and Claire didn’t want to imagine the cost.

She rounded up a couple of plastic buckets and several empty tin coffee cans. Placing them around the bedroom, she angled them under the brown spots on the ceiling. Luckily there were no leaks over the bed. At least, not yet.




The low rumble of thunder started after dinner. Claire stepped onto the back porch and watched the storm clouds claim the sunset, rolling over the fields like something out of Revelation. The trees swayed and moaned as a strong gust swept across the land, carrying an electric smell of grass and fertilizer.

Andy stepped out onto the porch to join her. “Better move these chairs inside. The weather reports say this storm is going to be a monster.”

Claire helped Andy carry the wooden rocking chairs and wicker furniture inside. By the time they were done, the wind was slamming the shutters against the windows. The patter of rainfall drummed against the gable roof.

After securing the shutters and powering down the computer, they climbed into bed. The water was already dripping from the ceiling, creating a symphony of annoying plips and plops.

Lying in bed, a flash of lightening lit up the room. The bellow of thunder came soon after, shaking the bed and sending an angry clap through the house.

“I didn’t even get one Mississippi out,” Andy said.

Claire moved closer to him. The walls were so thin in the old home that it felt like she was standing outside. The vinyl siding moaned as the heavy gale tested the wooden boards. The bedroom lit up so bright that for a half-second it looked as though the lights were on. The ear-splitting rip of thunder immediately followed. Claire covered her ears. She turned and stared at the alarm clock. It was dead.

Andy pushed away the covers and rolled out of bed. “That sounded like it hit the backyard.”

“Where are you going, Andy?”

“To see where the lighting struck.” He went to the window. “Come here! Look at this, Claire!”

Andy was always chasing down danger and wanting to share it with her. He should have been in bed holding her close to him. Did it even occur to him that she might be frightened?

Her foot almost knocked over a bucket as she tiptoed through the darkness. “What is it Andy? I was warm in bed.”

Andy pointed.

“Oh my God!”

The big oak tree out back was split in two, half of it still standing and the other half splayed across the backyard. 

“Did it take down the electrical wires?” Claire asked.

“I think so. Must have been quite a blast to take out the oak tree.”

Claire was mortified. The tree had been her favorite attribute of the house. When they first toured the home, Andy and she had said that it would be perfect for a tree house. Of course, Claire knew that didn’t matter now. There was no point in building a tree house without kids to occupy it.

She turned away from the window and went back to bed. “I hope nothing else happens.”

“Don’t worry. I can use the chainsaw and break up the felled portion of the tree. It will give me something to do while I’m waiting for callbacks.”

When Claire got into bed something wet struck the side of her face. She wiped away the water and looked up. Another drop fell in her eye. She kicked the covers away. “That’s it. I’m going downstairs to sleep on the sofa. It’s now leaking on the bed.”

“Sleep on my side. I’ll grab another bucket.”
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When Claire awoke in the morning, the rain had stopped. She stretched and yawned. Something fowl was in the air. She sniffed. Fowl didn’t even begin to describe it. Opening the sheets, Claire looked to see if something dead was in bed with her.

“Andy! What’s that smell?”

No answer. Claire crawled out of bed and found her slippers. She fanned the air. There was no escaping the miasma. It was a million times worse than driving by a landfill. The buckets dotting the room were full of water with towels wrapped around them to catch the overflow. Staring up at the ceiling, she saw that the amorphous brown stains had augmented during the night. If they didn’t repair the roof soon, the ceiling was going to cave in on top of them.

She went to the window to survey the damage of the fallen oak tree. Claire couldn’t believe what she saw. It was all over the yard. Probably an inch thick. She wanted to deny it, to think it was only mud. But she knew it wasn’t. The septic tank had overflowed. Their combined feces over the last nine months were leaking all over the backyard, and Andy was standing in the middle of it, shaking his head.

Opening the window, she screamed for her husband. “Andy!”

He turned around and threw up his arms. “I just saw it myself. I don’t know if it was related to the storm or not. We’ve got a real mess on our hands. I’ll have to call someone to come out here. Otherwise, the neighbors are going to smell it.”

Claire’s cheeks burned at the notion. It was bad enough to have to call a cleanup crew. Thinking about everyone in town smelling their bowel movements was a thought so horrifying that Claire was willing to put the house up for sell no matter the loss.

“Andy, how are we going to pay for it?”

“I’ll have to put it on the credit card. We don’t have any other choice.”

“How much is it going to cost?”

Andy didn’t answer right away. “Don’t worry about that, sweetie. I’ll get us a good deal.”

Claire leaned against the window seal. They were already in such financial straits that getting through it would require a miracle. And now this. If God was tempting them, He was doing a pretty good job. She shook her head, knowing it didn’t work like that. She had to be realistic about things. Claire didn’t know how much they had in savings. Keeping up with finances was more Andy’s role in the home. Still, she knew they were running thin. Andy always presented concerns in a rosier fashion than they actually were. Now they were probably thousands more in the hole. Neither of them had jobs, and Claire couldn’t bring herself to ask her dad for more money. Andy’s parents were a dead end, too. They hadn’t prepared for retirement and could barely scrape by as it was.

There was really only one other option left. She’d have to call Rose back. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. She could work the job for a month to make ends meet. Rose probably wouldn’t even be done training her. Skipping out after only a month wasn’t fair to Rose, but Claire had to think of her family first, and she certainly didn’t feel any loyalty to a woman who made her money off men’s sexual fetishes.




***




Rose went through the applications and photos again, shaking her head. Awful. Not one decent applicant. Well, there was one, but miss goody two-shoes was back at home washing dishes. 

Maybe she’d reach out to some independent dominatrixes. She could fly them out for a few weeks. Traveling dommes didn’t come cheaply, but Rose had a feeding frenzy on her hands. Word had gotten around that the Thorn was the hottest dominatrix club in the city. She was even getting foreigners calling to make reservations months in advance. If she didn’t get some girls fast, she wasn’t going to be able to honor those reservations. Yet, she required only the finest. She wasn’t running a place where former escorts spanked men’s behinds while shouting at them for being losers. The Thorn was the caviar of female domination, and she intended to keep it that way.

Her phone rang. The device hadn’t stopped buzzing all day. If things kept up like this, she was going to need to hire a secretary just to answer the phone and keep track of all her appointments. As it was, she barely had time to see her own clients.

Rose stared at the number calling and smiled. Someone had finally come to her senses.

Clearing her throat, she answered with a raspy voice. “This is Rose.”

She could almost sense the tension on the other end of the line.

“Hi, Rose. This is Claire.”

“Hey, Claire. How’s life as a housewife? You taking care of that man of yours?”

“Um, yeah everything is fine here. I thought about your offer, and I think I rushed to judgment.”

“That often happens. Considering your background, I wasn’t surprised. Power exchange is often a misunderstood interest.”

“Look, Rose. I’m going to be frank with you. This whole fetish world still freaks me out, but I need a job and I need one fast. If I don’t start earning some money soon, I don’t know what my husband and I are going to do.”

“How bad is it?”

“Well, I don’t run the finances, but I think we were down to covering the last couple of bills until the septic tank started spewing. That’s going to cost several thousand to clean up and repair. The roof is leaking and a tree fell in the backyard. If my current trend of bad luck continues, by the end of the week the car will have blown up and I’ll need a brain transplant.”

Rose shook her head. When were women going to learn the power of the purse? 

“I know what you’re going through, Claire. Listen, why don’t you stop by tomorrow? I can advance you some money until you get your own clients. We’ll take things slow. I think I can teach you a lot.”

“Really? Thanks, Rose. I’m sorry for being so catty with you yesterday.”

“No worries. I’m glad you called me. I think you’re going to look back one day on this moment as a real turning point in your life. Change is never easy. Let’s meet around nine tomorrow. Is that okay?”

“Sure. I’ll see you then.”

Rose ended the call and threw the stack of applications in the trash. Checking the time, she realized she was late for her next appointment. Her regular was probably waiting.

Standing and straightening her leather dress, Rose put on a pair of black velvet gloves and left her office. 

She found Cynthia in the hall. “Is my ten o’clock ready for me?”

The blonde smiled. “I told him you might be running a few minutes late. He should be stripped and kneeling in front of the throne.”

“Perfect.”

Rose turned the knob and pushed open the door. Her ten o’clock didn’t flinch. The law firm partner remained knelt with his palms turned over and resting on his thighs in the proper slave position. Grabbing the bullwhip off the wall, she approached her subject, heels clattering across the floor.




***




Claire ended the call and found Andy downstairs. “I hope you left your shoes outside.”

He smiled. “After I trampled through the living room.”

“Very funny. Have you called someone to come out?”

“Yeah, they said they’d be over right away.”

“That’s fast.”

“It’s an environmental concern, so we were bumped up to priority number one. They said it should be cleaned up today. Just don’t use the bathroom until they’re done, or if you have to, don’t flush.”

“Good, because if I have to smell that for more than a day, I think I’ll be sick. I do have some good news. The clothing store called me back just now. They told me I have the job. I guess the person they hired didn’t work out.”

“Awesome! I’ll have to come out to the city some time to check it out.”

Claire forced a chuckle. “Yeah. Not right now, though. We’re too tight on money to be blowing it on gas. It’s already bad enough that I have to make the trip into the city every day.”

 Lying to her husband was worse than the smell. She knew the truth would infuriate him. She figured he would sell his organs before resigning to her working in the sex trade. But someone had to be realistic. Andy was hopelessly optimistic. While it was often his best trait, right now they needed money. Besides, Andy didn’t need to know everything. There had probably been dangerous details about his job that he had kept from her. This was no different.

It was just a job. 

She kept telling herself that, hoping it was true.
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The blare of the chainsaw woke her. Claire jumped out of bed and stared at the time: 7:00. For a moment, she thought she’d slept in and missed her first day of work. The high-pitched sound muffled and deepened. Claire went to the window. She didn’t know what Andy was doing up this early. Even though the homes out here were spread out, he was probably waking everyone within a mile with that racket.

She lifted the window and yelled to him. Andy couldn’t hear her. Despite the annoyance, she had to admit that he looked good bent over the felled oak tree shirtless with the chainsaw in his hands. Watching him stop to wipe away the sweat on his brow started to turn her on. Even from the window, she could see his shoulder muscles glistening under the morning heat. She just wished he could see something in her to spark a mutual interest.

The yard was still a wreck after the cleanup. Half the grass had been sucked up along with everything else, but at least the smell was gone. Now all they had to contend with was a bill twice as large as anything Claire could have imagined. When she finally saw it after begging Andy for the receipt, Claire realized she might be working more than a month at her new job.

After showering, Claire started to get ready. In the closet, she had exactly two dresses not counting her wedding dress. Considering she had already worn one for the job interview, she pulled out the simple cocktail dress she’d picked up on sale a few months ago. The tags were still on it. She’d meant to wear it out on a dinner date with Andy. Between his work and both of them catching up on home projects during the weekend, she hadn’t found an occasion to wear it.

She wasn’t even sure if a dress was the proper attire to wear. It probably didn’t matter. For now, she was still in training. Since Andy thought she was going to work at a French clothing store, she had to at least look the part.

Following a quick breakfast, Claire grabbed her purse and stepped out back. Andy set down the chainsaw and came to her.

“You look pretty.”

“Thanks. I’ve got to head out now. I want to leave early in case I get stuck in traffic.”

“That’s smart. I’ve got a few more hours of cutting this tree apart. Afterwards, I’m going to load it into the pickup and see if I can sell it at the lumberyard. I figure oak should fetch me a pretty good price.”

“Good idea. I’m not sure when I’ll be getting back. Hopefully, I’ll get some good hours in, but I’ll call you when I leave.”

Andy reached out and kissed her on the cheek. The smell of sawdust and sap filled Claire’s nose. 

“Even though I know you won’t need it,” Andy said, “good luck.”

If Andy only knew.




***




Claire parked in the same garage as before and waited outside the Starbucks for Rose. There were a million thoughts racing through her head. Did Rose plan for her to wear some ridiculous leather-clad outfit? She tried to imagine herself ordering a man onto his hands and knees. What if the man saw her for the fraud she was and started laughing at her? She tried not to think about those things. There were far more important realities to concern herself with: bills, a mortgage, Andy.

“Ready to start training, Claire?”

She turned around and saw Rose standing at the corner. There were no knee-high leather boots on her. In the skirt and pump heels, she could have passed for any corporate businesswoman.

“I guess so.”

“Good. I’m close by, and I’ve cleared my schedule for the rest of the day to spend with you. I’ll first show you the place and introduce you to a few of the girls. It will be real casual today.”

Claire followed her. This wasn’t the kind of neighborhood she expected a dominatrix club to be in. There weren’t any adult bookstores or strip clubs. Instead, high-rises advertised investment brokerages and law firms. Rose turned toward the Pinnacle Tower, the largest high-rise in the city.

“It’s in here?”

“We’re on the sixty-ninth floor.”

Claire craned her neck until it strained, tracing the rising steel to its vanishing point among the clouds. The entire ordeal was so out of her league, and Claire had yet to even walk inside. Faking her way as a dominatrix was going to be harder than she had first assumed.

“Claire?” Mistress Rose tapped on her watch, standing beside the double-glass doors. “Time’s a wasting.”

She took a breath. “I’m coming.”




Claire’s visits to the city rarely included a stop in the commercial district. A couple of times she had passed through on her way to see a friend or with Andy. Claire always wondered what it was like inside those reflective, all-glass towers. Standing in the cavernous atrium, she saw it was beyond anything she could have surmised. Endless marble formed the floors, and when she tried to compute the total cost, her mind ached. Those hurrying through the lobby to catch the next elevator were dressed in the latest fashion, all of it appearing to be from designer brands. Claire’s “fancy” cocktail dress suddenly felt tawdry by comparison.

A hand waved in front of Claire’s eyes. “Mission control. This is Rose to Claire. Anyone home, over?”

“Sorry. I’ve just never seen a place like this in person.”

“I had the same initial reaction. After a while you get used to it. I was a country gal myself once. I couldn’t believe someone was actually renting me space here. I won’t tell you the rent, but it’s pretty absurd.”

“I bet. I wouldn’t have taken you for a country girl. You seem so well acclimated to the city.”

“Thanks. It’s a long way from a trailer park in Allen City.”

Claire was stunned. Allen City was the poorest town in six counties. All the local churches back home would put on food drives to donate there during the holidays.

“You must have one heck of a story,” Claire said.

“You could say that. Come on. We better get upstairs. I want you to meet Cynthia before she has to go in for one of her appointments. Her first client will be here shortly.”

Claire giggled to herself as she followed Rose. Appointments. Clients. It was such strange vernacular for a dominatrix club to be using. Anyone passing by would probably have figured she and Rose were a pair of lawyers discussing their upcoming cases.

The elevator was unlike anything Claire had ever seen. She grabbed the handrails as it tore up the floors, making the sixty-nine story climb in only a few seconds. The force pulled the blood away from her head. When the elevator chimed and the doors retracted, Claire paused to gain her balance.

“You get used to that too,” Rose said. “You should have seen me my first week. I was practically stumbling down the hall.”

There was no indication of a dominatrix club on the floor. Claire wasn’t sure what she had expected. Maybe a red door or a whip hanging outside. As they passed an investment firm, Rose whispered, “We’ve got several clients working there. We don’t like to advertise our presence in the building for obvious reasons, but when the boys got a look at my girls, curiosity won the best of them.”

They came to a solid wooden door with the signage: THE THORN, LLC.

“I’ll take you through the waiting area since it’s your first day. We usually take the side door when we’re coming in.” Rose pointed down the hall to an unmarked door.

Claire stepped into a dim-lit reception area. The room was small with only a single leather sofa. On the coffee table were several BDSM magazines with bounded men on the covers. A stunning redhead sat behind a reception desk and smiled to them.

“Hey, Steph. This is Claire, my newest recruit.”

Stephanie stood and shook Claire’s hand. “It’s great to meet you. Welcome aboard.”

Claire forced a smile. “Thanks.”

“Let me guess,” Stephanie said. “You’re wondering what in the world you just got yourself into, right?”

Claire wasn’t sure how to answer. She needed the job. The last thing she wanted to do was start convincing Rose that she wasn’t right for the position. “A little.”

Stephanie swatted away the concern. “You’ll do fine. I was so nervous my first day that my hands were literally shaking. Rose will tell you.”

“I think your nickname was Jitterbug for the first couple of weeks.”

“Yup. Once I got the first caning under my belt all that changed. Haven’t been the same since.”

Claire had her doubts as to whether her transition would be as smooth. Maybe if she were tall and beautiful like Stephanie, she would have had more confidence.

“How’s the schedule looking today?” Rose asked.

“Alexis has one appointment for today. I was able to call all your appointments and reschedule them. For the ones who wanted to keep their session with you, I moved them to the weekend. For the others, Cynthia and I are taking them on. We won’t have a receptionist for an hour, but that’s the best I could do.”

“Which client do we have coming in at that time?”

“Peter Schmidt.”

“That’s fine. He’s a regular. I don’t think he’ll have a problem with being left alone. Give him a quick phone call just to let him know before he gets here.”

“Yes, ma’am. Will do.”

“Thanks, Steph.”

Claire followed Rose into a back hall. “Is that the Peter Schmidt out of Silicon Valley?”

Rose turned at the last door of the hall. “You mean of Schmidt Holdings? Yeah, he’s the CEO. Remember what I said about our need to exercise the upmost discretion?” 

Claire nodded.

“I wasn’t kidding. We’ve had royals visit us. This entire business depends upon ensuring our clients’ privacy.”

“I understand.”

Rose pushed open the door. “Good. The first thing I’ll have you do is sign a non-disclosure agreement. It’s a lifetime agreement, and it’s not up for negotiations. You tell one of your girlfriends or even your husband about who or what you saw here, and I’ll sue your butt into bankruptcy so fast you won’t know what hit you. You’ll be wishing you had the financial troubles you do now.”

Claire swallowed nervously and followed Rose into the office. She didn’t doubt the woman. If Rose had climbed her way out of Allen City to her current position, the girl had to be as shrewd and cunning as they came. The only women who got out of that place had married into money by whoring themselves out to the boys in Clayton County.

The office wasn’t much more than a desk with a computer and an intercom. Claire took a seat as Rose rummaged through a drawer.

“Here you go,” Rose said, sliding a legal document in front of Claire. “Read and sign it. Otherwise, I’ll show you out the back door.

Claire’s eyes scanned over the document. It was every bit as ironclad as she had imagined it would be. Claire had no interest in exposing people’s private life. All she wanted was to be able to pay the bills until Andy got back on his feet. If a bunch of rich men wanted her to tell them what a naughty boy they had been that was their business. 

She signed the document and dated it. The document disappeared as quickly as it had been presented.

“Excellent. Now that the formalities are out of the way, I want to ask you some questions. There aren’t any right or wrong answers. I just need to know how to best train you. Everyone is different. Take Stephanie, the girl you just met. Before joining with us, she was one of the city’s best bartenders. She knew how to sweet-talk clients and be seductive. Cynthia, who you’re about to meet, was a nurse. No surprise, her specialty is medical fetishes. She was very sensual and could act the part of a naughty nurse with ease. However, she was very reluctant to do anything that might cause pain to her clients. Obviously, the type of training varied for each of them.”

“Well, I’m an open book,” Claire said, her hesitant voice breaking slightly.

“Very well. I have a pretty good idea which type you are, but I won’t say until you’re done. To start off, tell me about your husband.”

Andy was the last person Claire wanted to talk about. She thought the questions were supposed to be about her. “He’s great. We married right after high school.”

“You were high school sweethearts?”

Claire felt like a schoolgirl all over again as she reminisced about how they met. “We were. Since the tenth grade. Andy was too shy to talk to me. I saw him staring at me after a football game, so I went up to him and told him that I thought his boots were pretty cool.” 

Claire giggled, a hand falling on her chest.

“So you were the first to approach him? Interesting. Would you say you were popular growing up?”

“I guess. I never felt popular. Other people would probably say so. Does that make sense?”

Rose didn’t answer. “Is Andy your only sexual partner?”

Claire blushed. In a meek voice, she told her he was.

“And as far as you know, are you Andy’s only partner?”

“I am his only partner. And all he needs, I might add.”

“How often do you two have sex?”

“I don’t know. What sort of question is—”

“That rarely, huh? What’s the problem? You two are newlyweds, right?”

“There’s no problem!” Claire screamed. “We have great sex. Fantastic sex. I can barely keep up.”

Rose tilted her head. “Claire, I’ve been in this business a while. I also grew up in Allen City. You know what we do in Allen City? We fuck. That’s all there is to do. My sex-ed class was skinny-dipping down by the creek with the other kids in the trailer park and inspecting each other’s privates. That and hearing my parents fuck. There’s not much privacy in a trailer park. You get exposed to all of life’s nasties at an early age. So cut the bullshit. I could spot a sexually dissatisfied woman by age thirteen.”

Claire sighed. “It’s not Andy. It’s me. I—I can’t have children.”

“How do you know?”

“A doctor said I’m sterile.”

“Did he give a reason?”

“Not really. He thought it was psychoso—something.”

“Psychosomatic?”

“Yeah, I think that was it. Sex was great before. Now every time we try, I feel lifeless inside, like all the fire has been extinguished. I think Andy took notice and the same thing has happened to him. Now things are such a mess. It’s like there are all these unspoken worries between us.”

“Sorry to hear that. I’ve never been a fan of having children myself, but I know if you want them and you can’t conceive that it can be crushing. Let’s move on. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

A knock at the door interrupted them.

“Come in,” Rose said.

A blonde stuck her head through the door. “Hi, Rose. I just wanted to see if you were ready for me. My client is going to be here soon.”

“Oh, yes. Come on in, Cynthia. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to take so long.”

“That’s okay.”

Claire stood and introduced herself to Cynthia. The woman wore a sexy nurse uniform with white stockings and red pumps. Claire offered her chair to Cynthia. The woman declined.

“Claire is the librarian type,” Rose declared.

“Really?” Cynthia said. “We haven’t had that type before.”

“I’m not a hundred percent sure, but so far, I see every sign.”

“A librarian?” Claire asked. “What does that mean?”

Rose explained. “It means that by outward appearances you’re the quiet, good girl. However, when you take off your glasses and let your hair down, watch out!”

“But I don’t even wear glasses.”

The intercom buzzed. “Rose, Cynthia’s client is here. Should I tell him to wait?”

“No,” Cynthia answered. “Tell George I’m on my way. He can be changing into the hospital gown. The doctor will be right in for his exam.” Cynthia adjusted the nurse’s cap on her head and pulled out a pair of latex gloves. “Ladies, I have a urethral sounding followed by a prostate milking to perform. Wish me luck.”

“Have fun, Cynthia,” Rose said.

When Cynthia closed the door, Claire turned back around. “I don’t know what that means, but it sounds awful.”

“Nonsense. It’s great. We have a room specifically setup for medical fetishes. I’ll show you later. I think Alexis is about to use the throne room, but I can show you the classroom. I have a feeling you’ll be perfect for it.”

As Rose stood, the door swung open. 

Stephanie darted inside with a grimacing expression. “I’m sorry for not using the intercom. I knew you’d want me to see you in person.”

“What’s wrong?” Rose asked.

“Alexis just got here. Her wrist is swollen up to the size of a grapefruit. I don’t think she’s going to be able to see her client, and he just arrived.”

“I’m fine!” a woman called out.

A brunette in a pink corset stepped inside holding a bag of ice to her wrist. “It looks a lot worse than it is. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll be fine. It’s mostly a worship session anyway. He only wanted a short caning at the end.”

While Claire was no fetish expert, judging by the size of Alexis’ wrist, she didn’t think the woman would be swinging anything for a while.

Rose sighed. “Alexis, why didn’t you call me as soon as you saw your wrist was in this condition? You’ve really put me in a bind now.”

“It wasn’t like this yesterday,” Alexis insisted. “When I saw it this morning, I figured with a little ice it would die down by the time I got here. I’m sorry, Rose. This is the first regular I’ve gotten since I started working here. I was worried that if I canceled, he might go with someone else.”

“That’s no excuse. Take the rest of the day off, Alexis. And please go see a doctor.”

With a frown, Alexis slunk out of the office.

“What do you want to do about Mr. Sabatelli?” Stephanie asked. “Should I tell him to reschedule with Alexis?”

“No. We have too many people flying in oversees to see us. I don’t want us to get a reputation of canceling. Tell him that I will see him. We’ll give him credit for an appointment for when Alexis is feeling better. See if he’s okay with that. How long was his session for?”

“Only an hour.”

“Fine. Maybe it will be good for Claire to see me in action. Do you think he would mind?”

“Mr. Sabatelli? I doubt it. On his initial application, he listed exhibitionism as one of his ‘curious, but never tried’ fetishes.”

“Perfect. Make sure he’s okay with another woman watching him. You can tell him she’s a mistress in training.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll tell him right now.”

Rose turned to Claire. “Looks like your training is going to start early.”

“What about my dress? Do you think it’s okay? Everyone else has on such nice outfits. I feel so ordinary.”

Rose stepped close to Claire and put a hand on her shoulder. Claire saw a cold sternness occupy the woman’s eyes. 

“I want you to listen to me closely. You are not ordinary. I never want you to ever say that again. Understand?” 

Claire nodded.

“Good. And remember—the clothes don’t make the domme. It’s up here.”

Rose tapped against the side of her head.




***




Claire took a seat on a burgundy recamier, watching the scene unfold. Rose sat on a gold throne with red upholstery, still wearing her black mini skirt and pump heels. The client knelt before her, his clothing removed except for a leather thong. Sitting against his ankles, he bowed his head. The man had spoken not a word. 

“Your mistress’ wrist is sore because of the over-the-knee spanking she delivered to you a few days ago,” Rose stated in a judicial tone. “What do you have to say for yourself, slave?”

Claire put a hand over her mouth to cover a laugh. She didn’t know what this man did for his day job. The Italian looked vaguely familiar, like the kind of face seen in every mob movie. Judging by the aging lines on his forehead, Claire figured he was probably a partner at a nearby firm, skipping out of work for an early “lunch break” to ease the stress. Whatever his employment, Claire was fairly confident that no one around him was referring to him as a slave.

The man squirmed on his knees. “I didn’t know, Mistress. I’m sorry. She seemed fine when I left.”

The tip of Rose’s heel slid in front of his face. “Don’t tell me you’re sorry. Show it by worshiping my heels.”

The slave leaned over, planting his hands to each side of her heel. Lowering his head, he brought his tongue across the side of her pumps. Claire was floored. She knew she would witness stuff like this, but it still shocked her. Right in front of her was a successful man who, if passing him on the street, probably would have intimidated her. Yet, this same man was on his knees licking the heels of a woman half his age. And he wasn’t merely doing it. He was paying for the privilege.

Did this man have a wife or girlfriend? And did this significant other know about his fetishes? Maybe she’d been turned off, and he had never brought it up again. Or perhaps the man had never admitted it. Claire thought about how sad it would be for a spouse to go his entire marriage without sharing such an obviously important part of himself.

“And now the soles,” Rose said.

Claire wanted to stand and object. Those were the same heels Rose had been wearing when they had met at Starbucks earlier in the day. There was no telling what kind of filth was on them.

The slave timidly licked the underside of the heels.

“I’ve been walking around all morning in these heels, slave. Down the sidewalk, across the street, into the ladies’ room. Can’t imagine what’s stuck to the bottom of them. But you’re going to get them nice and clean for me, right?”

Nodding, the slave licked more eagerly.

Claire shook her head. The man was actually turned on by the idea of Rose tramping around the city. Didn’t he worry about germs?

“Let me see how you’ve done, slave.” Rose lifted her heels. “Very nice. I can almost see my reflection in them.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Rose turned to Claire. “Slave, I’ve brought a friend with me. She’s a new mistress who’s still in training. I want you to look at her.”

Claire wanted to run out of the room. She was only supposed to be here to watch. She considered whether she should say something dirty like, “Don’t look at me, slave!” 

No, she realized. That would make her sound like an idiot. For Rose, commanding authority seemed to come naturally, and it wasn’t just in the words she spoke. Even during the first time they’d met and Rose had told her to sit, Claire had sensed her dominance. Could that really be something someone could learn or was it more like a personality trait that a person was either born with or not?

The man’s eyes lifted. Again, there was a strange familiarity to them. 

Not knowing what else to do, Claire smiled. Once she had committed to the gesture, she held it, feeling like a total moron. This was the furthest from domination that one could get, but she didn’t know what else to do. She wasn’t a dominatrix. When it came to doing the laundry or rubbing Andy’s back after a long day at work, she thought pretty highly of her capabilities. Ordering men to lick the bottom of her heels was not among her strong points.

“Her name is Claire,” Rose said. “Introduce yourself, slave. No reason to be timid.”

“Hello, Mistress Claire. I’m Tony Sabatelli. Pleasure to meet your acquaintance.”

Claire felt the blood drain out of her face. The fast elevator ride had nothing on this feeling. The dim recognition now made sense. Claire had seen him on the news. Everyone had. This was the Tony Sabatelli, the biggest mobster in the city—under investigation for more than a dozen crimes—on his knees in front of Claire calling her a mistress. No one back home would believe her even if she were allowed to spill the tale.

“What do you think of Claire, slave?”

Tony blushed, his eyes lowering to the floor. “She’s the prettiest mistress at the club.”

“I agree. I think she’s going to make a fine addition to our family. Why don’t you crawl over to her and offer a kiss to her heels.”

This wasn’t happening. Claire knew that at any moment the lights would flash on, the camera crew would come rushing in, and someone holding a mic would announce to her which television show she was on. Andy would shake his head from behind a curtain. Knowing they were getting paid to be on TV, he wouldn’t be too upset. Yes, that was going to happen at any moment, she told herself, even when Tony waddled on his hands and knees in front of her.

However, when Tony stared up at her like a dog begging for a treat and asked, “May I kiss you heels, Mistress Claire?” she knew this was no dream.

She forced the words out of her mouth, saying them in her head several times before speaking them aloud. “Yes, slave. You may kiss my heels.” A charge of adrenaline rushed through her. More words followed. “But only one kiss on each heel. You haven’t earned more beyond that.”

Tony stuttered out an agreeing response as he knelt his head. It was actually happening. Tony Sabatelli, the most infamous gangster in the city, was kissing her buy-one-get-the-second-pair-half-off heels.

“What do you say to Mistress Claire, slave?”

Tony could barely pull his tongue away from her heels. “Thank you, Mistress Claire.”

“Good, boy,” Rose said. “I think it’s time for your discipline. Since Alexis wore out her hand giving you an over-the-knee spanking, my guess it that you’ve graduated from hand spankings. Therefore, I think we should use a more formidable instrument on you. I can guarantee you that I’m not injuring myself to get your behind red. I know how to get it black and blue with barely lifting a finger. Skedaddle on over to that wall and fetch me my cane.”

“Which one, Mistress Rose?”

“Hmm. They all look so delicious. Why don’t you bring me my rattan cane with the hook on the end? It’s the one that looks as if it were plucked right out of a British boarding school. I just got it in from Singapore last week.”

Claire thought the thing looked hideous. She was glad to have grown up in an age where spare the rod had championed the fear of spoiling the child. Not that she was ever much of a bad girl, but she didn’t want to imagine that thick wood ever cutting across her behind.

Still on his hands and knees—a position Claire still couldn’t believe Rose had gotten out of this man without wielding a shotgun—Tony padded over to the wall and gripped the cane with his teeth. As if he were carrying the most precious item he’d ever been entrusted with, Tony waddled back to Rose.

She took it from his mouth. “Thank you, slave. You may take your position over the spanking bench at this time.”

Claire’s heart pounded as she anticipated what was to come. The spanking bench consisted of a lower level at the end to kneel. A longer piece supported the torso and was slanted at a downward angle so that the person’s bottom would be in a vaulted position. Claire watched as Tony knelt and straddled the plush padding. His hands rested beside the wrist cuffs on each side of the bench. Rose locked the man’s ankles and wrists, securing him to the spanking bench. 

Only wearing the thong, Tony’s bare ass was exposed.

“I do love the spanking bench,” Rose declared. “For the more well-trained slaves, they can be caned without restraints while maintaining proper positioning. Since you’re new, this will help you to keep from squirming. 

Claire saw there would be no squirming from Tony. It was crazy for her to think that a mob boss, who had probably spent most of his life looking over his shoulder to make certain no one was going to whack him, was freely allowing himself to be fettered to a spanking bench to have his bare bottom caned. Of course, she knew it must have been freeing for someone like Tony. Despite his nefarious business activities, the man made life and death decisions every day. That was the kind of high stress job not even found on Wall Street. 

The cane settled against Tony’s ass. Claire put a hand to her chest and felt the quick, heavy thud of her heartbeat.

“I want you to count each stroke,” Rose instructed.

In a docile voice, Tony assured Rose that he would. The cane drew back and cut through the air, snapping against Tony’s flesh so quickly that Claire didn’t even see it move. Tony’s hands clinched. The wrist cuffs jangled as he tried to move his hands to cover his ass. 

“One, Mistress.”

A deep crimson stripe formed across both of Tony’s ass cheeks. The cane returned to his bottom, the wood settling just below the point of impact. The series of strokes came hard and fast. Rose barely gave the man a reprieve between swats, and each time, he struggle to call out the number. The slap of spindly wood and skin filled the throne room along with the groans from Tony. Claire continued witnessing his backside bear the welts and stripes. The cane was ruthless, but Rose wielded it with such precision that it was stunning to watch. The stripes were evenly spread along his ass, lending his markings with an almost artistic quality.

When Rose had finished, she calmly walked over to the wall and returned the cane. Tony was breathing hard, and the stripes were deepening in color from red to purple.

“Come here, Claire,” Rose said. “I want you to see this up close.”

Claire rose from the recamier and joined her.

“Feel the warmth on his behind.”

Claire put her hand to Tony’s flesh. His ass was hot to the touch. Running her fingers over his cheeks, she felt the raised welts.

“Tomorrow will reveal the full impact of the caning,” Rose stated as she started to unfetter the man.

Tony slid off the padding and knelt on the floor, kissing Rose’s heels and thanking her without even being prompted.

“That’s enough, slave. Get dressed. Mistress Stephanie will meet you for your exit interview.”

Tony scurried across the floor, quickly dressing. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Mistress Claire. And thank you again, Mistress Rose.”

Not knowing what to say, Claire offered him a simple nod.

“Mistress Stephanie will also reschedule your appointment with Mistress Alexis.”

When Tony had left, Rose turned to Claire. “Do you know who that was?”

“Of course I did.”

“So what did you think?”

Claire considered the question. There were so many conflicting thoughts. In one sense, it was a rush to witness a man of Tony’s stature groveling before her. She’d never had a man look at her with such vulnerability. It reminded her of the first time Andy had noticed her after the high school football game. In another way, she felt bad for Tony. She didn’t want to hurt anyone. While Claire didn’t want to be the judge of other people’s sexual desires, she felt like these men needed to see a therapist. Surely there were better ways to deal with stress than this. It wasn’t healthy. Was it? 

“It was intense. And you were intense. When you told him to count the strokes, I felt my chest tightened as if I were the one about to get caned. I can’t imagine what it must have been like for him.”

“That’s good to hear. Now you have an idea of why our clients come to us.”

“I guess. It still seems really cruel.”

“How so?”

“I don’t know. It’s like we’re peddling drugs. Sure, people want them, but that doesn’t mean selling them is right. Aren’t we just taking advantage of people who need help?”

“Why do you assume they need help?”

“Because wanting to be caned isn’t right. How could that possibly feel good?”

“For some, the path to pleasure is through pain.” 

Claire tried to make sense of Rose’s words. She couldn’t. It was too paradoxical. She knew that a squeeze of her nipples could get her wet, however, that was a far cry from getting tied down and caned until purple welts formed.

“Don’t try to figure it all out at once,” Rose said. “Remember that it’s only day one. I wasn’t even planning on you seeing a session.”

“No, I’m glad you did. It was good to see. I have to admit one thing. It was pretty incredible to witness someone like Tony on his hands and knees kissing my heels. That’s something I never thought I’d experience in a million years. It made me feel really empowering.”

“Guess that’s not something you feel very often doing dishes or cleaning the house.”

Obviously not. While Claire was still conflicted over how she morally felt about all this, one thing was certain, and that one thing made her a little ashamed. Her panties were wet. Some might have described them as soaked. And her nipples were so erect that they beckoned her to run into the restroom to massage them. She was surprised by the reaction. The idea of punishing a man wasn’t a turn on for her. She definitely didn’t consider herself a sadist. When she was a little girl, she never remembered tying up her dolls or wanting to spank the boys down the street. But witnessing a powerful, strong man like Tony offer her adoration and respect was something she could get used to.

Claire followed Rose out of the throne room.

“I’ll show you the classroom since Cynthia is still in the exam room. She has a very thorough medical procedure to perform.”

The classroom only had one school desk. Claire smiled when she saw it. The lift lid styled school desk looked like something plucked straight out of her high school. She raised the cover and saw a couple of pencils, notebooks, and a pink eraser.

“We do our best to provide an authentic environment,” Rose explained.

“It’s very cute.”

At the front of the classroom, there was a teacher’s desk with a blackboard behind it. An American flag hung in the corner.

“We have a British flag in case someone is visiting from Britain,” Rose said. “Teacher-student role-play is very popular among the Brits. We even have little mock tests with lots of sexual questions. We’ve been giving it for five years. Sadly, I’ve yet to have anyone pass it.”

Claire chuckled. She had to admit that the club was different than what she had imagined it would be. She liked the classroom setting. The throne room was kind of scary, but this was an approachable and familiar environment. It wasn’t that long ago when Claire had sat at a desk just like this, counting down the days until she graduated, not appreciating the easy life she was in such a rush to leave behind.

“So what’s the exit interview about?” Claire asked.

“It’s something I borrowed from the corporate world. Before people leave a job, they’re often asked questions about their time with the company and what they enjoyed and where improvements can be made. For us, it serves several purposes. One, it provides instant feedback to ensure all of the girls are providing a world-class service to our clients. It also provides an opportunity for the client to highlight fetishes in the session that they enjoyed and would like to explore further and ones that they didn’t like so much. Dommes can’t read minds. We have to know what buttons to press in order to send the client to subbie heaven. However, our clients are often very shy about revealing those things. They may be brash in their professional lives, but admitting that they’d like to sniff your heels or be treated as an inanimate object isn’t something that comes easily to most. The exit interview is held in a cozy lounge. Steph is great at them. She can get just about anyone to start revealing secrets. That’s her bartending skills in action.

“But the most important reason we conduct the exit interview is to provide aftercare for our clients to ensure they don’t experience sub-drop.”

“What’s that?”

“To answer that question, I have to first describe something called subspace, which is a kind trance a sub can enter into during a heavy scene when they’ve transcended their surroundings. It mostly happens through physical pain, though, it certainly can happen through mental domination such as humiliation or role-play. These intense scenes cause stress responses in the body. Epinephrine, endorphins, enkephalins—all those get released. It’s like taking a drug except it’s all-natural. In that moment, a person’s worries, fears, and pains dissolve. Because safewords can become forgotten or ignored in those instances, we have to be very careful.”

“What’s a safeword?”

“A word that, if spoken, will immediately halt a scene. Once the session is over, and the client comes back down from the high of subspace, their mood can swing in the opposite direction. Some of it’s a natural consequence of releasing so many feel-good chemicals in the brain that have then ceased. Part of it could be the reality of the scene crashing down on the client’s psyche. They may have remorse for what they just did or endured. 

“Therefore, aftercare provides a space to ensure the client is feeling well and to process emotions. For humiliation scenes, this is of particular importance. A client being told his penis is too small to ever please a woman or that he’s a fat pig may get his rocks off during a session, but afterwards, he might start to believe that’s reality. Aftercare is a way we can clearly draw the line between reality and play.”

Claire’s head spun. There were so many foreign terms. She thought all there was to being a dominatrix was tossing on a leather dress with some sexy boots and swinging a whip with a little bit of good acting. The way Rose was describing domination, it sounded like she needed to have a PhD in Psychology. She reminded herself that it was still her first day. Even Stephanie, who was used to talking to people all day, had found the transition difficult. Claire was transitioning into this after being a housewife. She had to cut herself some slack.

The door to the classroom opened. Stephanie waved and stepped inside. Claire saw she had a big grin on her face.

“How did the exit interview go?” Rose asked. “Was Tony fine with not being able to see Alexis?”

“Oh, yeah. He had a great time. He was rubbing his ass during the entire exit interview. He kept telling me how raised his welts felt. I think he’s really proud of them.”

“Good. He told me that he’s looking for a long-term domme to work with, so I was worried about how he would take not being able to see Alexis. That’s not a client we want to upset. Did you get him rescheduled with Alexis?”

“Actually, that’s why I came back here to talk to you. Tony wants to cancel his appointment with Alexis.”

“What? Why? I thought it was going well between those two.”

“It appears Mr. Sabatelli has taken quite the liking to Claire. He kept asking me what her specialties were. Of course, I told him I didn’t know.”

Claire steadied herself on the desk so she wouldn’t fall over. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. All she had done was sit off to the side and say a few words when Tony had crawled over to her.

Rose laid a hand on Claire. “I knew this one was special as soon as I saw her.”

“But I barely did anything,” Claire argued.

“Subtle domination is often the most effective,” Rose said. “Yelling and screaming doesn’t earn a sub’s respect. It’s a sign of weakness and that the situation has gotten out of your control. True dominance is an aura. It’s not in the clothes or the implements or even the room or scenario. Those are only tools.”

Claire wasn’t so sure about having an aura of dominance. She had intimidated some of the boys in high school. And while she often received plenty of stares from men, she figured every woman dealt with that stuff. Claire wasn’t walking around barking orders at people all day. She sometimes got her way after persuading the sale’s clerk into giving her something half off and yes, most of the time when she was successful, it was a man she was speaking to. Yet, that hardly made her dominant. All women were good at getting their way with men.

“Guess we have to start speeding up your training, Claire. Did you schedule an appointment between Claire and Tony?”

“No,” Stephanie said. “I wanted to run it by you first. I told Mr. Sabatelli that we’d call him back. He was very understanding and realized that Claire was still in training. He told me that he’s willing to wait. You must have made quite the impression, Claire.”

Claire felt weak. She knew this was good news and that she should have been elated. It was her first day on the job and already, she’d snagged a client. Except it wasn’t just any client. This was Tony Sabatelli. What if, when she was spanking his ass, she accidentally struck him in the nuts? Would he take it in good stride? Become offended? Get turned on? Maybe he’d leave the room and come back blasting the place. Or even worse, he might have some of his goons wire a bomb under her car. 

“Let’s give it a week until we book an appointment,” Rose said. “I don’t want to put too much pressure on Claire. My girls come before money and even my clients.”

“What will Alexis say?” Claire asked. “That was her first client, and here I show up out of nowhere and steal him.”

“You’re not stealing her client,” Rose said. “I’ll explain everything to Alexis. If she’s mature, she’ll be happy for you. We may be dommes, but we’re all expected to maintain a degree of professionalism with one another.”

Maybe. Dominatrixes or not, Claire knew that certain traits of women were the same whether it was Allen City or Manhattan. She wasn’t looking to start a catfight her first day on the job.




***




Ned stood in front of the lumberyard, scrutinizing the oak in the back of the pickup with the careful eye of an art dealer. “I don’t know. Doesn’t look like veneer logs to me. How much were you looking to get out of this, Andy?”

“It’s worth twelve-hundred. Since I’m in a hurry, I’ll give it to you for a grand.”

Ned lifted his cap and wiped the sweet from his brow with the sleeve of his blue chambray work shirt. “I was figuring around two hundred.”

“Two hundred? Come on, Ned. That’s the going rate for firewood.”

“That’s about what you got. A little better. I’ll give you that, but it ain’t worth no grand. You come back with the other half of that tree still standing and we’ll talk about a grand.”

“So you’re offering five hundred?”

Ned offered a high-pitch cackle that had the slight drawl of a madman. “Well, call me a steer going to the market. I guess I walked right into that one. I’m losing money on it, but I guess I can help a neighbor down on his luck.”

Andy hadn’t told him about losing his job at the mine. If there was one thing that traveled fast in small town America it was gossip. He knew Ned was lying about losing money on the deal, but he doubted he was going to get any more out of him. Andy could have driven up to Clayton County. He figured he might be able to get six hundred there. However, he’d have to spend twenty or thirty on gas and that didn’t seem like it was worth the risk with a solid offer sitting in front of him.

“All right,” Andy said. “Start unloading it.”

Ned paid him in cash. Andy tucked the bills in his front pocket and pulled out of the lumberyard. He stopped by the grocery store and bought enough food for the rest of the week. They were down to nothing except old jars of Lord knows what sitting in the back of the frig that had probably expired six months ago.

After Andy drove home and put away the groceries, he checked his email. Nothing. He wasn’t even getting stock rejection responses any longer. If things kept up like this, he’d have to look into being a hand for Coy’s farm. Even though everything was pretty much done by machine now, he figured Coy could find something for him to do. The old man was getting so blind and senile that it was a wonder his livestock weren’t running wild through the streets.

The house was starting to show the signs of a housewife away from home. Andy gathered the laundry baskets and started the first load. He gave an attempt at sweeping the kitchen, but he found the work to be so monotonous that he had to turn on the radio just to have the illusion of company. He didn’t know how Claire did this every day. It was a wonder the poor woman hadn’t lost her mind. He always figured she had the perfect life sitting at home on her cute behind while he toiled away in the trenches.

While the clothes were in the washer, Andy kicked up his feet and turned on the TV.




***




While Cynthia was finishing up with her client, Claire practiced swinging the cane against a pillow bent over the teacher’s desk. She was able to hit the same spot with a fair degree of accuracy.

“Remember, you’re not swinging a baseball bat or a golf club,” Rose instructed. “More of the wrist and less of the arms. You want to make a snapping gesture. Light, yet firm.” 

Claire did her best to snap her wrist on the down swing.

“Good. That’s much better.”

“I don’t feel like I’m hitting the pillow very hard.”

“Looks can be deceiving. It’s not always how hard you swing. The type of cane used determines a lot of the impact that’s produced. This one is a thin rattan cane. It’s good for a stinging sensation. The thicker ones will produce more of a thud feeling. You have to be careful with those because they bruise very easily. Not all of our clients can go home with marks for obvious reasons.”

Claire set down the cane. There was so much to learn. She felt as if she were in school all over again. “What about Tony? His behind looked pretty red when he left.”

“He’s fine to mark. While the man is married, I don’t think his wife cares. That or Tony doesn’t care.” Rose checked the time. “Cynthia should be done with her appointment by now. Let’s go see if the medical room is free.”

Claire followed Rose out into the hall. She saw a man who seemed to be struggling to walk.

“I’ll see you next week to go over all of your exam results,” Cynthia told the man. “Step inside the lounge and our receptionist will get your next appointment scheduled.”

The man held his ass as he nodded and slipped into the lounge. Cynthia could barely contain her laughter.

“Do I even want to know?” Rose asked.

“Oh, you want to know,” Cynthia insisted. “My lucky patient got the all-star treatment. First I dilated his ass with a butt plug. Then I gave him an enema. He was ordered to hold it in while my Wartenberg pinwheel inspected his cock for proper reflexes. Then we finished with a prostate exam and sounds.”

Rose laughed. “How did he perform?”

“To my surprise, he held everything in during the enema. I think he was expecting a reward. I felt so bad when I had to tell him that since his reflexes didn’t seem to be working properly, I would be forced to perform a prostate milking to extract a sample of his semen. He wanted to know why I couldn’t stroke his cock to obtain the sample. Of course, I told him this was a medical facility, and I couldn’t do anything sexual like that with a patient. Oh, and I also primed his cock by giving him a rather lengthy urethral sounding before the milking. He got all the way up to the eighteen-millimeter sound!”

“You are truly wicked,” Rose said. “Are you still cleaning up the exam room or can I show Claire inside?”

“I’ve just got to throw away a few things, but you can go in. I’ll follow you guys. I can show her how everything works.”

The concept of medical fetishes freaked Claire out a little. She’d had fantasies of Doctor Hunk inspecting her twat with his burley hands and giving her clit a rub down to make sure everything was working, but that was a lot tamer than what was going on in the this room. 

EXAM ROOM 666 marked the door. Claire stepped inside. She was astonished by how authentic the setting appeared. In the middle of the room was an exam chair equipped with a pair of metal OB/GYN leg supports. A stainless steel Mayo stand held several devious items including a set of sounds and a TENS unit along with a violet wand set. Claire thought it was the little attention to details that really sold the room. The exam chair had crepe white paper. A padded stool, which looked the same as every stool Claire had ever seen in a doctor’s office, sat beside the exam chair. There was even an eye chart on the wall next to a physician’s scale.

“Wow,” Claire said. “If you took a picture of this room minus some of the tools, I would actually think it was a real exam room.”

A smile beamed across Cynthia’s face. “Thanks! I’ve really tried to make it as authentic as possible. The clients really appreciate it, too. You wouldn’t believe how the littlest things, like knowing how to properly use a stethoscope, can really make the difference.”

“This is all Cynthia’s handiwork,” Rose said. “She bought the equipment from actual medical manufactures.”

“It’s very impressive,” Claire said.

Rose and Claire left the exam room so Cynthia could get set up for her next appointment. 

“That’s pretty much the entire place,” Rose said. “We have one other office that we use as a closet to store clothes and other miscellaneous items. Maybe tomorrow we can go shopping to get you an outfit or two.”

Claire continued practicing her caning skills for the rest of the day and asking Rose questions as she thought of them. When it was time to leave the Thorn to head out for the evening commute, she was spent.

As she pulled onto the highway, she gave Andy a quick call to let him know she was on her way. An accident had shut down the far right lane and traffic was down to a crawl. By the time she pulled into the drive, it had been dark out for a while. She almost ignored Andy’s peck on the cheek as she passed through the door and kicked off her heels.

“What are we having for dinner?” she asked.

“I baked some chicken with mashed potatoes and corn.”

Andy had tried to bake chicken. The meat was so dry that chewing it probably burned more calories than it contained. The potatoes were lumpy and gritty. Claire thought the corn was good, but then again, it was pretty hard to mess up corn. She didn’t complain, though. Cooking wasn’t Andy’s forte, and like her, he was taking on a new job.

“Sorry dinner is a little lacking,” Andy said. “I tried to follow a recipe online.”

“It tastes fine,” she lied. “I’m the one who should be apologizing. I had no idea it would take so long to get home.”

“How was your first day? You haven’t said a word about it. Did they teach you to speak French yet?”

Claire was so tired that she didn’t have the energy to come up with a story. She was starting to understand why Andy never wanted to talk about what happened at the mine. She’d always figured it was because it was dangerous and that he didn’t want to frighten her, but she realized then that he might have just been exhausted. “Andy, did you ever just want to come home and relax and not think about work?”

Andy smiled. “All the time. Don’t worry about a thing here. I’ll get all the dishes. Why don’t you head upstairs and get in the tub to relax.”

A hot bath sounded great, but as she climbed the stairs, the bed called her instead.
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“I’m not yelling!” Alexis yelled. “Don’t sit here and act like this is okay, Rose. You told me this was supposed to be a family. What kind of family steals from one another?”

For the third time, Rose calmly explained that it wasn’t stealing. “Claire just happened to be in the room. A client took interest in her. What was she supposed to do? Tony won’t be your last client. The important thing right now is for you to get well. How’s the wrist?”

Alexis rolled her eyes. “Fine.”

The light on the intercom flashed. Rose answered. “Yes?”

“Hey, Rose. I just wanted to let you know that Claire has arrived. Should I send her back your way?”

“That’s fine, Steph.” She looked up at Alexis. “Be nice. You were new not too long ago. If anyone should be considerate toward what Claire is going through, I thought it would be you.”

“That’s fine to say, Rose, but I’ve got a kid at home to feed and clothe. And I haven’t heard from Kyle in two months. He’s trying his luck as a professional poker player in Vegas. Says he’s gonna make a deep run in the WSOP Main Event. Idiot.”

Rose stood and started to show Alexis out of the office. She wanted her gone before Claire came back. “You’re better without him. So is your child. Besides, you know we aren’t going to let either of you starve.”

Alexis didn’t answer. As she left the room, Claire was waiting outside. Alexis didn’t even acknowledge her presence.

With her head held low, Claire entered the office. “I told you she was going to hate me.”

“It’s not you. She’s got a lot going on in her life. Give it a couple of weeks and she’ll settle down. She’s actually a great person once you get to know her.”

“So what’s on the menu today?

“We need to take you shopping. Unfortunately, I have an appointment this morning with another domme.”

“Oh, you’re hiring more ladies?”

“Not exactly. I’m trying out a new idea. My plan is to have a different visiting domme with us anywhere from a couple of weeks to a month. It’s a good way to ensure that we always have a fresh face for our clients who prefer variety. It can also help bring in new clients.”

“Sounds great. Do you want me to wait until your appointment is over?”

“No, Steph will go shopping with you. I had planned to have Alexis take you since she’s modeled before and is great with pairing outfits. But I think it’s best if we keep you two away from each other for right now. Go up front, and I’ll let Steph know of our change in plans.”

Claire left and Rose buzzed Stephanie to let her know that she’d be going with Claire.

“No problem,” Stephanie said. “I just got a call on line two from Lin Meng. You want me to put her through?”

“Sure. I’ll take it now.”

The morning had barely begun and already she was swamped with work and running behind. She’d have to keep the call down to only a few minutes. Then she needed to prepare for a couple of sessions she had with a few regulars. After that, she still needed to sit down with Stephanie and go over the exit interviews from yesterday. The morning’s mail had brought her a stack of envelopes that were now sitting on her desk and would eventually need to be gone through.

The light continued to flash on her phone. Rose picked up the receiver and answered the call. “Hi, this is Rose. Am I speaking with Lin Meng?”

“Yes, it’s a pleasure to finally speak to you, Rose. How’s life in the States?”

“Very busy. But the good kind of busy. Thanks for asking. I’m sorry we weren’t able to do this call earlier. How late is it for you in Shanghai?”

“Around midnight. It’s fine, though. I’m a night owl.”

“Good. So I know we emailed back and forth briefly about the possibility of having you come out to America.”

“Yes, I’ve been traveling quite a bit lately. I was in Prague a few weeks ago followed by Stockholm.”

As Mistress Lin spoke, Rose brought up the woman’s website. She was a fast up and coming domme. Despite being only twenty years of age and having only a few years of experience, Mistress Lin was considered one of the top young dommes. Of course, when your mother practically wrote the book on professional domination, it wasn’t all that surprising.

“I’ve never been to America,” Mistress Lin continued. “My mother says the US is the next place I should look to expand my business.”

“How is your mother? I saw her a few years ago at a conference, but we were only able to speak for a few minutes.”

“Mom’s good. She’s pretty much retired now. She’s not taking on any new clients, and she rarely does speaking engagements.”

“Well, the femdom community certainly owes her a great debt for all she has contributed. And we’d love to have you stay with us in the city. You can bring your mom too, if you’d like.”

Rose didn’t want to be pushy, but she couldn’t help putting forth the offer. If word got out that both Mengs were coming to her club, the Thorn’s reputation would solidify as the hottest dominatrix club in the country.

“I’ll pass along the offer,” Mistress Lin said. “I think my mother is enjoying her downtime, though. This is the first I’ve seen her rest in a while.”

“No, I understand. I didn’t want to be rude and not ask. So when were you thinking of coming out here?”

“I just have to see a few of my regulars in Shanghai, and then I can come out at any time. My only other priority is a trip to South Africa. That’s not for a couple of months, though. Then I’m conducting my first sessions in Australia.”

If business wasn’t going so well for Rose, she might have been jealous. Normally, she would have requested to see a traveling domme in action or to have referrals before flying one out. With Mistress Lin, there was no risk. Her style of dominance obviously worked since she was jet-setting around the world to meet clients.

“That’s perfect. Let me know when you’re flying in so I can make hotel reservations and list your appearance on our website. I’m certain we won’t have any problem filling your schedule.”

“That’s fine. I should know by the end of the week.”

“Perfect. Oh, did you have a chance to look over the contract I sent you?”

“Yeah, I have it right here. The terms and split seem fair.”

They better be, Rose thought. She never let traveling dommes keep eighty percent of their session rate. With how much the airline and hotel reservations would cost, the Thorn was probably losing money by having her visit. But Rose looked at it as an advertising and branding cost. Dommes like Mistress Lin only visited the best clubs. Hosting her would propel the Thorn’s reputation.

“Excellent. Listen, Lin, I’d love to chat longer, but I need to start getting ready for a session.”

“No problem. I’ve got to go as well. As soon as I have definite dates, I call Stephanie and let her know.”

Rose thanked her again and ended the call. She crossed the hall and entered the storage room. Turning on the overhead light, she stared at the large shelf holding the strap-ons, trying to decide whether she would take her ten o’clock with a seven or eight-inch cock.




***




Stephanie shook her head as they walked down the sidewalk. “I can’t believe you told Tony that he was only allowed one kiss on each of your heels.”

“I couldn’t believe it either,” Claire admitted. “My heart was beating so fast. It just sort of came out.”

They crossed the street and started heading north. 

“You sure are less timid than I was. I don’t know what I would have done if the first client I saw was Tony. I give you major props for luring him in. I would have been way too frightened to do anything like that on my first day.”

“That’s the weird thing,” Claire said. “At first, I was scared. When Rose told him to look at me, I wanted to run out of the room. Then something happened. When Tony turned and looked at me and said how pretty I was, I no longer saw him as Tony Sabatelli the mobster. All I could think about was how uncanny it was to have such a powerful man kneel before me and offer compliments.”

Stephanie gave an understanding nod as she continued leading the way. “What does your husband think about you dominating men? I doubt he would be too thrilled to know Tony Sabatelli was kissing his wife’s heels.”

“Andy doesn’t have any idea.”

“So what does he think you’re doing all day?”

“Working at a French clothing store.”

Stephanie laughed. “Well, that explains the conservative dresses you’ve been sporting. All I can say is good luck keeping it from him.”

“What do you mean?”

Stephanie stopped outside a store and pulled Claire to the side. “He’s going to know something is up eventually. This job changes you whether you want it to or not. I didn’t even live with my last boyfriend, and he still noticed the changes.”

“Changes?”

“Sure. Just think about the experience you had with Tony. You’ll never look at a dangerous man again. Every time you watch a mob movie or see one of them on TV, you’ll imagine them in front of you on their hands and knees, asking if they can kiss the cap of your heels. And that’s after only a thirty-second interaction with a client. Wait until you have your first hour-long session. Better yet, try spending eight hours a day, five days a week doing this stuff, week after week. It changes you.”

“How did it change you?”

“For one, I stopped taking shit from my boyfriend. Anytime he started arguing with me, I’d cut him off as if he were one of my clients. I didn’t mean to. It would just happen automatically. Even our sex changed. I would have him lick me to an orgasm before he was allowed to stick his cock in me. My expectations just slowly evolved. I wanted him to worship me the same way that my clients did, and when he failed to, I told myself I deserved better. After a while, he thought I was a bitch, and I thought he was a little boy.

“I’m not trying to scare you. All I’m suggesting is that you form a game plan for how you will eventually tell him.”

Claire couldn’t imagine Andy ever thinking she was a bitch. Besides, she wasn’t going to let this job change her. She wasn’t here to work on her self-esteem or live out fantasies. This job was about quick, easy money so Andy and she could get back on their feet. Knowing she was lying to him was bad enough. She wasn’t about to let it to ruin their relationship.

Stephanie opened a door and held it for her. Claire stared at the awning: DARK IMPRESSIONS. 

“What is this place?” Claire asked.

“It’s where we get most of our clothing. They have some pretty cool fetish gear, too.”

Claire entered the store. She stopped a few feet inside and peered around. A gibbet cage hung from the rafters. She passed a glass case filled with odd metal devices. Some of the contraptions were shaped like pears while others looked to be small cages in the shape of bananas.

“What are those?” Claire whispered.

Claire realized that, to Stephanie, her question probably sounded like someone standing in a sporting goods store and naively inquiring about the purpose of a baseball bat or a golf club. There was one adult store back home that Andy and Claire had snuck into once late at night, but it didn’t have any of these strange items.

“Those,” Stephanie said, pointing to the pear-shaped items, “are butt plugs.”

The plugs ranged from small torpedo shapes to ones fatter than a 60-watt light bulb. 

“Wait. You’re telling me—”

Stephanie nodded. “You have to use lube. Cynthia is an expert with them. She’s always incorporating them into her medical procedures.”

“And what are those cages for? They’re almost in the shape of a penis.”

“Yup, and for good reason. They’re chastity devices. Put one on a sub and he can’t get a full erection or masturbate without the key. Very effective for behavior modification. Nothing gets a slave behaving well like a week in chastity.”

“And some of the clients actually wear these?”

“Oh, yeah. For the married guys, it usually doesn’t work out unless they’re in a sexless relationship, but we have plenty of single clients who are under our lock and key.”

Stephanie lifted a necklace from around her neck. Rising from her cleavage were three small keys along a gold chain. “I currently own a triad of locked up cocks. One of them hasn’t seen the light of day in over a month. We’re going for forty days. The sub is Catholic, so I thought it would be kinky if he gave up masturbation for Lent. He didn’t argue.”

Claire smiled despite a sense of unease. The reminder of her sexless marriage never seemed far away. She didn’t mind that Andy masturbated. It was better than him going out and having sex with random women. What did concern her was how he masturbated. Call her a prude, but she’d never been that comfortable with the idea of porn. It wasn’t so much of a moral thing, nor was it because she thought that women were being taken advantage of in the sex industry. If girls wanted to be paid to have sex on camera that was their prerogative. No, her concern was more pragmatic. She’d seen the girls in those films. While some were ugly and slutty looking, there were more than enough pretty ones. Pretty girls with whom she could never compete. His favorite was lesbian porn. That’s all she ever saw on the history when Andy had forgotten to erase it or from one of his magazines she occasionally found. Perhaps Andy didn’t mind their sexless relationship. He might have been just fine jerking off to his fantasy girls.

They continued through the store. Claire had never seen so many canes. Long ones, short ones, thick ones, thin ones. Then there were paddles and tawses and crops and whips and straps. Claire didn’t know all of their names, only that they looked as though they could inflict serious damage.

The back of the store held the attire. The uniforms were just as bizarre as the rest of the store. Claire ran her hand over a latex dress. When her fingers flipped over the tag and she stared at the price, she almost fainted. No wonder Rose had to charge her clients such high rates. 

“Let’s get you the basics today,” Stephanie advised. “I’m thinking a corset, a schoolgirl uniform, and maybe a teacher’s outfit. And a few pairs of shoes. Let me guess, you’re a C cup, right?”

Claire nodded.

“With the right corset, you’ll look like a D cup. All we have to decide on is the right color.”

Stephanie motioned for Claire to follow her. 

Before the wedding, Claire had almost picked up a corset at a lingerie store to surprise Andy with until she decided that none of them were very flattering on her.

“I don’t know,” Claire said. “Corsets never look that good on me. They usually bunch up and have a wrinkly form when I tighten them.”

“That’s because you probably tried on a plastic boned corset. These are all steel boned. I’m thinking a white corset will go well with your blonde hair. It will also give you that innocent, virgin look.”

Stephanie handed her a satin overbust corset and showed her the fitting room. Before she could protest, Stephanie had closed the door and was untying the corset’s lacing.

“I can’t wait to see this on you,” she said. “You’re going to look so hot in it that Tony’s head will explode.”

Claire slipped out of her heels. “Can you help me out of the dress?” She turned around so Stephanie could draw down the zipper. After pealing the dress away, Claire stood in only her lace bra and panties.

“Damn, girl,” Stephanie remarked. “You have a sick body. You should show off those curves more often.”

Claire thought it was Stephanie who had the toned body. Maybe if Claire hit up the gym more often—or ever—but with everything going on at the house, her only time to stay in shape was out in the yard or running around the house.

Stephanie snapped the steel hooks on the front of the corset and then began the lacing. “Hold still and try to straighten your back.”

Claire felt like her organs were being smashed together. When she breathed, she had to do it from her chest.

“Okay, turn around,” Stephanie said. 

Gazing into the mirror, Claire gasped. She’d lost three or four inches from her waist and the corset accented her hips with dramatic curves. Running her fingers along the satin, she felt the tension of her body being squeezed together. “Wow. I look pretty hot, don’t I?”

“Absolutely. Hold on. We’re not done yet. I’ll be right back.”

Stephanie slipped out of the fitting room. Looking at herself in the mirror, Claire wished she could have taken the corset home to show Andy. If this didn’t get him in the mood, there was no hope of restarting the fire in their marriage.

When she returned, Stephanie had a pair of white satin gloves along with a leather strap that was about a foot long. Just to amuse Stephanie, Claire tried on the gloves and smacked the strap against one of her palms. To her surprise, Claire felt sexy and alluring, like no man was above her charm. 

“I’ll take it,” Claire joked.

Before leaving, they also found a schoolgirl uniform with stockings and heels that Stephanie insisted would be perfect for clients who wanted to live out their fantasy of being dominated by the hot girl in high school. Claire also selected a latex skirt with a white blouse for when she needed to play the teacher role. 

Claire tried not to think about what she would have to do in them. The idea of spanking a man or causing him to experience pain still didn’t rest well with her. She might have looked the part, but that was a long way from feeling like a domme.

After Stephanie paid for the items, the girls grabbed lunch at a French café up the street. As Claire picked up her crepe, she said, “At least I’ll have something French to talk to Andy about.”




***




Since Claire had asked him to clean while she was gone for the day, Andy grabbed a broom and stared at the kitchen floor. “Looks pretty clean to me,” he muttered. This wasn’t his thing. Claire could always spot a smudge of dirt or a film of dust. For Andy, it just wasn’t that big of a deal. He supposed that was why he needed a wife. He wasn’t the bachelor type. In high school, his mom had done the cleaning and after he got married, Claire had filled that role. Now he was alone at the house while his wife went out into the mean world. Pathetic. Just fucking pathetic. He might as well hang his nuts on the coat hanger and trade them in for an apron.

In the closet, he found the vacuum cleaner. He’d barely touched the thing before one of the plastic attachments fell off the back and rolled under the sofa. He sighed and reached underneath. His hand found the attachment along with something else. Andy pulled out the something else and saw it was one of his girl-on-girl magazines. The lesbians were kissing on the front cover, holding one another’s plentiful breasts beside a pool. He couldn’t remember how long it had been under there. Andy figured he’d snuck downstairs one night when he was feeling horny to jerk one out and had thrown it under there afterwards, intending to put it away the next day.

The thought unnerved him. This was his house. He shouldn’t have to sneak around just to blow his load. Sex with Claire had been great at first. Now he was reduced to a jobless, sexless husband. At least when he was in high school he had his own room to rub one out in peace.

“Don’t forget to take out the trash, honey. Oh, and see if you can vacuum while I’m gone. Bye!”

Whatever happened to the good ol’ days when a man could earn himself enough money to come home feeling like a man before receiving a blowjob or some spontaneous sex? At least being at home gave him some alone time. The cleaning supervisor wouldn’t return for another six or seven hours. Andy loosened his belt and opened the magazine to inspect the girls’ nipples getting wet and hard in all that cold water. Sticking a hand down his pants, Andy told the models he’d keep them warm.




***




After Claire had put her new clothes away, Steph gave her a run through on the various implements in the closet, showing her how each of them worked. By the time Claire drove home, she found the house was in complete disarray. Hadn’t she told Andy to sweep the floors and to take out the trash? While the trash was gone, he’d forgotten to replace it with another bag. And the floor looked as though dirt had just been shuffled around.

“Andy!” she said, finding him sitting on the couch drinking a beer with the ballgame on. A ballgame! Not looking for work or fixing the billion broken things around the house or being the least productive. 

His eyes barely acknowledge her. “Huh?”

“What did you do all day? Was a little sweeping really that difficult for you? And the trash is missing the bag.”

“I vacuumed the floor, and I took out the trash. I was busy trying to find work. I think that’s a little more important than keeping the floor spotless. Besides, it just gets dirty again.”

She didn’t know what had overcome her husband. Andy wasn’t the lazy type. He’d seemed fine when she had left this morning. “Andy, if you’re going to sit around here all—”

Claire stopped, remembering the conversation she’d had with Stephanie. Was she overreacting? Was she starting to change? Her expectations didn’t seem that high. She was only asking that he chip in a little with the housework. But Claire had never spoken back to her husband with that sort of tone. She kept the house tidy and left Andy to pay the bills and make the important decisions. Now all that was turned around, and she didn’t know how to react.

“Sit around here all day and what, Claire? Go ahead. Finish berating me. Let’s get it over with now so I can go back to the game. Ninth inning’s coming up, and it’s a one point game.”

“Nothing.” She shook her head and walked away, not wanting to start an argument. She got that Andy was upset about being out of work, but couldn’t he see this was tough on her, too? Maybe working at the Thorn wasn’t changing her so much as it was starting to open her eyes. Andy was no longer in high school. He needed to grow up and learn that life isn’t always fair.

Her feet were killing her and while she was hungry, all Claire wanted was a hot bath and some sleep. A text on her phone told her she would need the rest. It was Rose.

I have a regular client coming in tomorrow who wants a double-domme session. He likes assisting with dommes in training. Meet me a half hour early so we can do your hair and makeup.

A few minutes later, another text came through.

If you’re feeling nervous, just remember that we’ve all been there. I wouldn’t be asking you to join me if I didn’t know you had it in you.

Talk about being thrown into the deep end of the pool. Claire wished Rose had waited to surprise her in the morning. With the problems at home on top of worrying about her first session, Claire knew getting to sleep wouldn’t be easy. Even after the bath, her heart was racing. And she couldn’t go to Andy. If he knew what she was really up to, the man would blow his lid for sure. 

She kept telling herself that soon this would all be over. Andy would find work and then she could quit.
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“Looks like you barely slept,” Rose said, opening the side door. “Good thing I’m a wizard with eye shadow.”

Claire slumped through the doorway and threw her purse on the table. Even after three cups of coffee—one back home and two during the morning commute—her walk had an unsteady gait as if the floor were teetering from side to side. Andy had been asleep when she’d left. At least she was thankful for that. The last thing she needed was to start off the day with an argument.

“Did my text worry you that much?” Rose asked. “I was hoping it might lend you some confidence. You’re the only girl I’ve had in a session with me during their first week.”

“It’s not that. Well, it’s not everything. Things are a little rough at home.”

“Has your husband still not found work?”

Claire followed Rose to the makeup chair. In front of it there was a large mirror with bulbs running along the side like the kind on movie sets. “He’s still looking, but it’s not that. It’s . . .”

The whole sad story came spilling out of her. The lack of sex, the sudden change in roles as husband and wife, Andy sitting on his ass when she’d gotten home, the distance between them.

Rose didn’t say anything at first. Claire had been talking for so long that she didn’t realize the transformation her face had gone under. Her eyes popped from the eye shadow. The blemishes erased. She had a teenager’s flawlessness with an older woman’s allure. 

“Life can sometimes be a real bitch, huh?” Rose said.

“Yeah, I guess so. I just don’t know what to do. Sometimes, I don’t think we’re going to make it. Then I have an even more frightening thought.”

“Which is?”

“That we’ll make it through this and nothing will change. That one day we’ll wake up and be sixty only to realize that we’ve never loved each other as we thought we did. Then it will be too late to change because we’ll have grown so dependent upon one another, and so we’ll just go on, never loving and never changing. People do that you know? Happens all the time.”

Rose quietly closed the makeup kit and placed the brushes back into their slots. “I was worried something like this would happen. I told myself after the last married girl that I wouldn’t hire another. I like making decisions on hunches, and I hate rules—even my own. Bad way to do business, except I’ve been right more often than I’ve been wrong. I still have a good feeling about you, Claire. There’s something hidden inside you that’s strong and feminine. I just have to figure out how to bring it to the surface.”

“So you think if I stay here that Andy and I will eventually get a divorce?”

“I didn’t say that. And I don’t think your relationship troubles suddenly started after you began working here.”

“No,” she whispered.

“Maybe it’s time for you to be honest with your husband. And yes, I mean about everything. It’s usually the things not said and not done that lead to divorce. Your husband may not know you’re working at a dominatrix club, but I doubt he buys that you’re working at a clothing store. With what you’ve told me, it’s no wonder he’s acting like a five year old. He feels like his manhood is threatened.”

“I know, Rose. But the bills have to be paid. Andy wouldn’t accept me working as a dominatrix. He’s not into that stuff.”

“You never know. I’ve had plenty of clients whose spouses would have said the same thing. But forget sexual interests. Maybe he needs you to take charge right now. We all need a little discipline to get us moving.”

Claire said she’d think about, but she knew pretending to be a domme wasn’t the same as bossing around her husband. Andy would just become more angry and frustrated.

In the closet, Claire changed out of her mock sales associate attire and into the schoolgirl uniform. She looked like one of the private schoolgirls from Clayton County, albeit a sluttier version. The red pleated skirt ended so far up on her thighs that Claire was certain her white panties would show when she bent over. White stockings ended just below her knees, paired with black schoolgirl heels. Along with a white blouse, Rose gave her a red tie to match her skirt. For a nerdy touch, Claire put on a pair of black-rimmed vintage glasses.

“I look as though I’m about to walk onto a porn set,” Claire said.

“Nonsense. You look cute. So here’s the script. The client is Samuel. You and Samuel are taking your finals. He has been a naughty boy who hasn’t studied at all. You notice him trying to look at your test. When you come and tell me, Samuel will at first deny it. A check of his exam by me will prove otherwise. Then the punishment begins.”

Claire giggled. She remembered Andy doing the exact same thing in their eleventh grade Social Studies class, except he hadn’t gotten caught in that instance.

“We’d better get going,” Rose said. “I’ve told Steph to send Samuel back to the classroom as soon as he’s arrived. We want this to be as realistic for him as we can. If you start to get tongue tied, just remember to improvise. It’s better to let your words come out naturally as you did with Tony. Trust your instincts.”

Claire told her she would, but her heart was still beating like a pair of Andy’s work boots thrown into the dryer. When they entered the classroom, Claire saw that an extra desk had been set up next to the original one. They were placed close together, perfect for cheating. Rose went to the teacher’s desk and took out two test booklets. She placed one of them in front of Claire and the other at the empty desk beside her.

“I forgot my pencil,” Claire whispered. It took everything for her not to giggle.

“Look in your desk,” Rose said. Her tone was no longer amiable. Despite Samuel not being present, she was in full mistress mode.

Opening the lid to her desk, Claire found the Number 2 pencil. She opened the test booklet and began reading the questions.




1. In 1765, the first major American opposition to British policy came after Parliament passed which act?




Claire was impressed that Rose had actually gone to the trouble to make out a real exam. Social Studies was always a strong subject of hers. She circled B for the Stamp Act and continued with the exam.

The door in the back of the classroom opened. An out of breath student entered. He shuffled to his seat and threw his backpack under the desk.

“You’re late, Samuel,” Rose said, her arms folded over the teacher’s desk. “Class begins at nine sharp.”

“Sorry, Ms. Rose. I missed the bus.”

Claire covered her mouth. This was too funny. She wondered what he did for work. From the look of his cleanly shaven face, Claire figured it was something white collar. He didn’t strike her as the type to run with Tony.

No sooner than she had gotten to question four, Claire noticed Samuel’s wandering eyes peeking at her test. She felt like she was back in high school. It had unnerved her when other students wanted to copy off her because they had decided to go out drinking the weekend before while she stayed at home and studied. This was a role-play scenario that she could get into. Claire pretended to shield her exam and continued.

After about five more minutes of pretending to take the exam and Samuel scooting his desk closer to hers, she got up and approached the teacher’s desk.

“Ready to do this?” she whispered to Rose.

Rose didn’t answer. She ripped the test booklet out of Claire’s hands and shouted for Samuel to stop taking his exam. “Pencil down, Samuel. Claire informs me that you can’t keep your eyes on your own test. Care to explain yourself?”

Standing akimbo, Claire shot Samuel a look of contempt.

“I wasn’t cheating,” Samuel argued, scooting his desk away from Claire’s.

“You see?” Claire said. “He kept moving closer to me when I tried to cover my test. He’s a no-good cheater, Ms. Rose!”

Samuel folded his arms and leaned back in his seat. “If I was going to cheat, it wouldn’t be off a girl.”

“And he’s sexiest.”

Professor Rose was clearly in no mood to be trifled with. “Let me see your exam, Samuel.”

Reluctantly, Samuel crawled out of his seat and brought the test booklet to Rose. She flipped through the pages. 

“Your answers are exactly the same as Claire’s.”

“How do you know she didn’t cheat off me? I was only looking at her because I kept noticing her eyes looking at mine.”

Metal legs screeched as Rose pushed back her chair and stood. “If I hadn’t talked to Mr. Brooks, I might believe you, Samuel. However, he informed me to keep an eye out for you. Did you really think your cheating in algebra would go unnoticed? You pulled the same stunt in his class and had identical answers to Jackie Simpson. If you’re going to cheat, at least try to have some skill.”

Samuel lowered his eyes. “Sorry, Ms. Rose. It won’t happen again.”

“No, it will not,” she agreed. “I’m going to teach you a lesson that I don’t think you’ll have trouble remembering.”

“Oh, come on, Ms. Rose. I’ll be good. I promise.”

Rose pointed a finger at Samuel. “If you don’t want to be expelled, I suggest you shut that trap and place your hands on my desk. I’m going to do something your mother should have done a long time ago.”

In one sweeping motion, Samuel’s pants were drawn around his ankles. Rose yanked the rear of his white briefs together until the fabric rested taut between his ass cheeks, leaving his bare bottom exposed.

“Claire, would you be a dear for me and hand me my paddle? It should be in my bottom drawer.”

Claire opened the drawer and discovered a half-inch thick paddle that was two, maybe three feet long. She was surprised the thing could fit in there. Along the face of the paddle, holes had been drilled.

“Thank you,” Rose said, taking the paddle from her. “Would you also help hold Samuel’s hands down? I don’t want him squirming while I’m paddling his behind, and this paddle is known to make naughty students squirm.”

Holding his hands seemed like a safe way to begin her journey into domination. At least Rose hadn’t asked her to swing the paddle. She didn’t think she could inflict that kind of abuse on another person whether he wanted it done or not.”

His hands were warm when she placed her palms on top of his hands. Samuel breathed heavily while licking his lips, tell-tell signs that he was turned on by what was unfolding.

Rose stood to the side as she lifted the paddle to his bare behind, causing Samuel to gasp.

“Is the paddle cold?” Rose asked.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“It won’t be for long. I want you to count.”

Claire watched as the paddle drew back in Rose’s hands. When it stood perpendicular to her sight, Rose hurled it forward. The clap of wood smacking skin made Claire jump more than it did Samuel. 

He stared at the desk as he collected himself and said, “One.”

The wood smacked into his cheeks again. This time, hands lifted against Claire’s. She held them in place.

“Two!”

“Cheater’s justice,” Rose announced, slamming the paddle into his ass for a third time.

“Th-Three!”

Samuel’s cheeks flushed, and his eyes were a little more glazed than when he had first walked into the classroom. Claire leaned over until her eyes were right in front of his. “Bet you won’t cheat again, Samuel.” The angry wood smacked against him before he was able to respond. He could barely get out the number before a fifth stroke rocketed through him with such force that Claire felt the jolt.

“Claire, would you like to give him a few licks?” Rose asked. “He did cheat off your exam.”

Claire looked down at Samuel. The swimming expression in his eyes told her that he would like nothing more than for Claire to swing the paddle. Still, she didn’t know if she could go through with it. The paddle was no joke. It seemed so cruel to inflict it upon his ass. 

As if sensing her own doubt, he said, “It’s what I deserve, Claire.”

She trusted her instincts. “You know, I’ve had many boys cheat off of my exams. At my last school, it happened all the time. I’d be a good girl at home, studying while guys like yourself were out having fun and skipping class.”

She let go of his hands and went to the rear of the desk, taking the paddle from Rose.

“Just like we practiced,” Rose whispered.

While Claire got into position behind Samuel, Rose pinned Samuel’s hands. She told him to keep his filthy eyes on the desk and to stop staring at her chest.

Claire gripped the leather binding of the paddle and brought it to Samuel’s already burned rear. There was no backing out after this. Up until now, Claire had been a domme in training, viewing these deviant activities from afar. Once she swung the paddle, all that would change. And her worst fear wasn’t that she would miss and hit his thighs or not swing hard enough or even that she would feel remorse afterwards. Her greatest fear was that the thump in her chest and her addled thoughts and her breathing—that was just as heavy as Samuel’s—meant she was enjoying this more than she was willing to admit.

Ignoring all those concerns, Claire brought the paddle back and threw her hands forward. The wood slammed into his cheeks, flattening tender skin. An electric force zipped up her arms, igniting something once dormant in her. 

“Six!” Samuel announced, legs dancing.

“Very nice swing, Claire. Give him four more. Then we’ll see if this cheater has learned his lesson.”

By now, Claire knew that submissives got high off the experience of pain and humiliation dealt out by a powerful female. What she didn’t know was that the same rush could be felt by a domme. During those final swings of the paddle, Claire was no longer the housewife stuck in a sexless marriage with too many bills to pay. Neither was she the diffident small-town girl. With those last four swings of the paddle, she became something more. A strange, primal energy overcame her. She felt like a scientist who had uncovered some insuperable truth that would never allow her to look at the world with the same set of eyes. Rose had been right. There was a dominant woman lurking inside her. And it had just been awoken.
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Rose wouldn’t stop bragging to the other girls about how well Claire had performed. She took them all out for dinner that night at a swank Steak restaurant with hardback menus and handsome tuxedo waiters. Cynthia and Stephanie seemed genuinely happy for her. Alexis had smiled and congratulated her, but skipped out on dinner to look after her daughter despite Rose’s assurance that she could bring Amy along.

Claire’s only concern was Andy. She called to let him know she was going out to dinner with a few coworkers and that he should grab something on his own. While he didn’t argue, she could hear his sulking over the phone. Claire didn’t let it bother her any more than she had allowed Alexis to upset her. It was nice to have a few drinks with cosmopolitan women who talked about more than spitting out babies or discovering the latest cleaning product.

The way they talked about men and their sex lives shocked her. They were unabashed about not seeing a guy again because his penis was too small or the man didn’t know how to move in bed.

“I’m telling you,” Stephanie said. “Take it from a bartender who knows what she’s talking about. If he can’t dance, he can’t fuck. It’s that simple.”

The other girls nodded as if some great truth had just been spoken.

“Whenever I want a date,” Cynthia said, “I just put on my old nursing scrubs.”

“You wear that to the club?” a tipsy Stephanie asked, spilling some of her wine on the table.

“No, I just cruise the commercial district during lunch time. I get at least three guys who come up to me. Trust me. Nurse’s scrubs gets guys’ attention better than Gucci or Louis Vuitton.”

“I like to dress so that the men can’t talk,” Rose said. “That’s when you really know you’ve got them.”

“What about you?” Stephanie asked, turning to Claire. “How did you woo your husband?”

Claire told them the story. While it wasn’t as exciting or risqué as some of their stories had been, they all seemed to think it was sweet.

“True love is where it’s at,” Cynthia said. “I’m still searching for Mr. Right, but when I find him, I’m tying that boy down and giving him my nine-inch strap-on.”

Overhearing their conversation, the waiter gave them a queer look as he stopped by to top off their water.

“No offense to anyone who’s happily in love,” Stephanie said, “but true love is overrated. If I had to share my space with the same man every day, I think I’d lose my mind. I’ll take independence over companionship. What’s that Chris Rock joke? You can be married and bored or single and lonely. I can deal with being alone.”

As the girls talked, Claire found herself re-evaluating her entire life. She’d never been around women who spoke with such frank, unapologetic tones. Her last preacher would have damned them all to hell in a heartbeat. Yet, she found them refreshing. They spoke candidly about their desires and frustrations. Claire had been bottling feelings up for so long that it was driving her insane.

Andy texted her every half hour to see if she was okay or needed him to come pick her up. She told him that she wasn’t drinking and that she’d be home soon. When it was past ten, she realized she’d better start heading back.

“Don’t forget to tell your husband to rub your arms,” Stephanie said, giving her a wink. “Just tell him you had a busy day at work hanging clothes.”

Before Claire left the restaurant, Rose chased after her.

“I forgot to give you this,” Rose said. Claire stared at the hundreds being shoved in her hands. “You did great today. You’re a natural at this. Are you ready to see Tony? He called Steph today asking about you. I think he’s requesting to have a student-teacher role-play.”

Claire counted the hundreds and looked up, a thin smile on her face. “Tell him the teacher would like to have a word with him after class.”




By the time Claire got home, it was almost midnight. A married woman out past eleven? How scandalous. The neighbors were probably already spreading rumors of orgies, abortions, and STDs. 

Claire found Andy sitting at the kitchen table.

“How was dinner?” he asked, failing to look up at her.

She felt all the independence and fierce womanhood drain out of her like dirty dishwater running down the sink. “Good. The other girls are nice.”

“The credit card statement came in, Claire. We can’t pay the minimum. I wouldn’t be so worried if the credit card wasn’t with the same bank as our mortgage. I don’t know all the legalities, but I would imagine they could take equity out of the home or worse.”

Claire set down her purse. “I got paid today.”

“The minimum is three hundred. Plus the mortgage and electric bill will be due soon.”

“It’s okay.” 

She showed him the money.

Andy’s mouth opened slightly. “How in the world did you get paid that much? I thought you were a sales associate, not the regional manager.”

“I am. We get paid on commission. They sell dresses for like five hundred dollars, honey. Rich elderly women come in and buy ten apiece. You know how money gets thrown around the city. I don’t know how they sell them. They look like cheap knockoffs of—”

He raised a hand. “Okay, Claire. I get it. So when are you going to show me the store? I don’t even know the name of it. Do they have a shop online?”

Claire had prepared herself for questions like these. She’d picked out a French store close to where the Thorn was located. She didn’t know why she had picked out a store nearby other than that it somehow made the lie more bearable. “It’s called the French Connection. Like the movie. Get it?”

“Funny.”

She put on her best smile, knowing if Andy were to drop by the store or call to check up on her using the store’s number that the gig, as they say, would be up. She quickly excused herself before Andy peppered her with any more questions.
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The next morning, Claire didn’t get two steps inside the Thorn before she saw Stephanie racing in from behind the reception area.

“Did Rose call you last night?” she asked.

“You mean after the dinner? No, I went home and slept.”

“Oh, well after you left, Rose called Tony to let him know you’re ready to session with him. He wanted to come in today. I booked you an appointment with him at eleven.”

Claire felt a swarm of butterflies dance from her stomach all the way up to the top of her throat. “I guess she didn’t want me to worry.”

The side door swung open. Alexis entered and nodded to them. “Ladies,” she said, passing them in the hall as if they barely existed.

“Don’t worry about her,” Stephanie said. “Give her a week, and she’ll be fine. Are you nervous?”

“Kind of. I just don’t want to mess up with my first real client. Especially with a guy like Tony.”

“You’ll do great. Just remember that when he’s in your presence, he’s a submissive. Keep telling yourself that. Out there, he plays a mobster. In here, he becomes his true self. Don’t be fooled that it’s the other way around.”

“I guess that’s a good way to look at it. Thanks, Steph.”

The encouraging words calmed her for the moment, but she still had a few hours until the session, and she couldn’t stop her mind from playing every worst-case scenario.

Rose came in a few minutes later and saw Claire nervously pacing the halls. She told Claire to follow her to the back office. 

“Do you know what my first session was like?”

Claire shrugged. Of course she didn’t know.

“I was still living in a trailer park. I had just turned eighteen, and I wasn’t even out of high school yet. I didn’t know much about the world except that there was no way I was going to grow old in that trailer park. We had an old desktop computer in the house that was barely able to connect to the Internet. I didn’t have a website or any implements. The sexiest outfit I possessed was a tight pair of denim shorts I borrowed from a girl a few trailers down who suddenly moved before I had the chance to return them and a FOREVER 21 racerback top that I bought used at a thrift shop.”

“How did you get your first client? Was it someone in the trailer park?”

Rose laughed. “Thankfully not. That would have been my worst nightmare. I snapped a photo with my phone and put an ad on Backpage, something I’ve since realized was very dangerous. I had no formal screening process other than my own intuition. Within fifteen minutes, I had my first response. He told me to meet him at his place.

“He asked me to send more pictures of myself with the date scribbled on a piece of paper. He’d been burnt in the past and wanted to make sure I was the real deal. I sent him the photos, and he told me where he lived. It was an address that I had never heard of, but it sounded fancy. When I looked it up online, I realized that it was all the way in the city. I didn’t have a car then, and my mother certainly wasn’t going to drop me off. The cab ride alone was going to cost around a hundred for a round trip. After some more haggling, the man agreed to pay for it.”

“What did you tell your mom?”

“That I was going to a party and that I’d be home later that night.”

Claire shook her head. “You certainly had a different mom than me.”

“My mom was pretty typical of a trailer park. Don’t get me wrong. There are some great parents in Allen City. My mom just wasn’t one of them. She had already worked her way through half a bottle of Brandy. I probably could have told her I was leaving to spank a man and she would have told me to be sure to lock the trailer’s door.

“Anyway, I told the cab driver to meet me a block down from the park. I figured I was pretty safe getting out of there without anyone trying to stop me, but I didn’t want to take any chances. When I gave the driver the address, he gave me a funny look and said, ‘I hope you’re not planning to rob the place.’ When I shoved a fifty through the back window, he put the car in drive and didn’t say another word.”

“Where did you get the money from?”

Rose sighed as if this was her one regret of the story. “I took it from my mom’s purse. This was on a Friday, and she’d just cashed her check. She had enough liquor to keep her good for the night, and I knew she wouldn’t be going out again. I’m not saying it was the right thing to do, but sometimes you have to take chances in order to get ahead. No one escapes the Allen City trailer park without rolling the dice a few times.

“The entire time, I kept asking myself what I was doing and playing every terrible scenario that could happen in my mind. There was no one to help ease my fears or to offer me guidance. There were no femdom clubs in the city at the time, and half the online girls posted fake pictures. There might have been some mentors out there, but I didn’t know how or where to find them.

“When the cab stopped at the side of the curb, I wanted to ask the driver to take me back. The only problem was that I wouldn’t be able to replace the money I had taken. I stepped out and lifted my head toward the exclusive residential tower much like you stopped and stared at the Pinnacle Tower on your first day. Every twisted thought was going through my mind of why this was a bad idea. But there was no backing out at that point. My only way out was through those double glass doors.

“Approaching the steps, I knew I was out of my league. A doorman with white gloves greeted me. Can you imagine what it was like for a girl from Allen City to be greeted by a doorman? He even showed me to the elevators with the biggest, most sincere grin I had ever seen at the time.

“Alone, I listened to the elevator hum as it rose to the top floor. When the bell dinged and the doors open, only the dimmest LED scones lit the hall. From what I could tell, there was only one apartment on the floor. I timidly stepped out and began tiptoeing toward the stately wooden door at the end. When the elevator closed, I almost jumped. Then the door to the apartment opened.”

Claire was on the edge of her seat listening. “And? What happened?”

“A handsome man stepped out and introduced himself. He was wearing a suit and not the kind they sell on bargain racks. I had never seen material cut with such precision. There was something in his eyes that put me at ease, though. I’ve since realized that it was the look of honest submission. Not the kind where a guy wants to get off on his own fetishes. I mean the kind where what gets him off is whatever gets you off, and if it conflicts with his own fetishes, then all the better. Believe me. In time, you’ll know what I’m talking about and be able to spot it. Even a guy like Tony has that expression. You have to look closely and know how to spot it, but the yearning to serve is there.

“I didn’t even have a coat for him to take, and I had left my purse at home. He wasn’t too happy about me not having ID. After he grilled me on the year I was born in and what senior classes I’d taken, he seemed convinced of my age. Then we got down to business.”

Claire stared at Rose for a while, waiting for her to continue. “And? What did you do to him?”

Rose smiled. “That’s client confidentiality.”

“Oh, come on, Rose. I work here.”

“All right. It was Peter Schmidt. I had no idea who the man was at the time. He was just beginning to rake in an obscene amount of money from his software company. This was long before he started branching out into other industries. All I had to dominate him with was the leather belt around my jeans and my hands. He showed me to a space in the back of his enormous penthouse. It must have been a bedroom at one time before being converted into a dungeon that was a few times bigger than the trailer I lived in. Conservatively, there was eighty grand worth of furniture and toys in this room. There was a Saint Andrews cross, a bed with straps, chains dangling from the ceiling. The only lights were these red pillar candles posted around the room. An entire wall contained more whips than they have at Dark Impressions. All of it looked like handmade stuff, too. You think you’re nervous now? Just imagine how I felt. I didn’t even know how any of it worked.”

“Did you fake it?”

“I didn’t have to. Peter could see that I was new. He became my first teacher. We spent a lot of time together, and it wasn’t long until I moved out of the trailer.”

“Did you move in with him?”

“No. And I never considered it. I think if I had asked, Peter would have ended our relationship. He wanted a domme, not a gold digger. Dependency isn’t a very dominating trait. After several months, I knew more about domination than most career dommes. I started taking on other clients in my apartment where I had a little dungeon. After a while, I got my own place.”

“And the rest is history, huh?”

“There were tough times. I don’t want to make it sound like it was a fairy tale. When my mom figured out what I was doing, she pretty much disowned me. I didn’t care, though. I had found something I was good at, and it gave me a sense of worth I wouldn’t have gotten anywhere else. The point is that I walked through the fear. You have that same fire in you, Claire. You just have to get past your own doubts to realize it.”

Claire sighed. “Well, I guess if you can get through all that, then I don’t have much to complain about.”

“Have you thought of a scenario yet?”

“I think so.”

“Good. You’d better start getting ready. He’ll be here before you know it.”

After Claire had changed into the latex skirt and white blouse (with more than a few buttons skipped at the top), she waited in the classroom, the crook-handle cane lying on the desk. She picked up the thirty-six inch long implement and tapped it against her palm.

The door opened. Tony Sabatelli, the city’s most feared gangster, hobbled into the classroom looking beet red and tongue-tied.

“You wanted to talk to me?” he stammered out.

Claire didn’t answer him immediately. She continued tapping the spindly wood against her palm, feeling the slight sting produced from it. “How do you think you performed on the last exam?”

Tony shrugged. “It was a little hard.”

“You failed. And at this rate, you won’t pass my class. I’ve thought of what I can do for you. If I didn’t care, I’d just fail you. But what I think you need is some discipline.”

His eyes shifted to the cane in her hand. “I’ll study, Ms. Claire. I promise.”

She approached him, grabbing him by the lapel of his suit. “That’s Mistress Claire, Tony.”

Claire watched his knees buckle. She began pulling him toward her desk. He didn’t resist. Claire had a script all planned out, but being in Tony’s presence, she thought it was kind of silly. Why did they need to role-play? Wasn’t reality so much better?

She pushed against his back and watched him bend him over the desk. “Let’s cut the act, Tony. I’m not your teacher any more than you are my student.” 

Tony lifted his head, staring at her with a puzzled expression. Claire wasn’t sure if she had overstepped her bounds. While Tony had requested role-play, Rose had urged her to trust her instincts. 

“That’s right. And this isn’t a classroom. You’re on the sixty-ninth floor of the Pinnacle Tower. You’re probably the most feared person in this city. I’m a housewife from a small bumpkin town. But you know what, Tony? I’m not afraid of you. I don’t think you’re such a tough guy. I’ve reviewed your file. I know you like having a woman take you with a strap-on and to cuckold you. Is that what you want me to do to you, Tony? You want me to tell you about how my husband fucks me while I take you with my cock?”

She might have been stretching the truth about the grand sex with her husband, but she thought it was better than caning Tony for failing an illusory exam. Tony’s trembling lips told her she had surmised correctly.

In a voice that was only a decibel above a whisper, Tony said, “We can do that.”

Claire smiled. “Not so fast. What makes you think you’ve earned the right to feel my strap-on or to hear about my sex life? Maybe if you’re really good, I’ll give you a pair of my panties fresh after a good fucking. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, Tony?”

“Yes, Mistress Claire. I’d treasure them.”

“I know you would. First you have to earn them. I think you should prove to me how much you’re willing to endure for me. Take off those pants. I’ll see how many whacks of the cane you can take before you’re begging for mercy. Then we’ll talk about whether you can serve me.”

The pants were around Tony’s ankles so fast Claire thought he’d busted the zipper on them.

“Grab onto the edge of the desk. I have a feeling you’re going to need it.”

Standing to the side, Claire lifted the cane to his ass. Her main concern was accuracy. She’d gotten better with striking the pillows, but every now and then the cane landed wildly off target. If she couldn’t cane him properly, her domineering language wouldn’t matter. Rose had taught her the difference between swinging the cane so the wood would hit both cheeks versus striking only one of them. Both were acceptable methods, though, they produced different sensations. Striking both cheeks caused a sharp stinging pain, while striking only one cheek with the tip of the cane felt more like a needle piercing skin.

“Don’t count them. I don’t want to hear you talk unless you’re begging for mercy.”

Tony nodded.

Claire reared back the cane.

She aimed for the center of his ass and swung. The cane connected right where she wanted, causing Tony to suck in a deep breath as he absorbed the impact. She loved the cutting song of the cane slicing through air and knowing that something so light could produce such agony. 

With the first swing behind her, Claire brought back the cane and unleashed a furry of blows. The call of the cane filled the small classroom as Tony’s ass morphed into a different shade. When the angry marks had brandished both ass cheeks, she moved on to his tender thighs, marking him all the way down to just above the back of his knees.

After a while, she lost count. Still, Tony hadn’t asked for mercy. He hadn’t said anything besides an occasional groan. She was worried that she might have oversold her skills. If her hand continued to throb much more, she was going to be the one calling for mercy. It was time to put an end to this session. Flicking her wrist with everything she had in her, Claire slashed the cane into the sensitive region between his ass and thighs.

The swat got the reaction she desired. Tony lifted off the desk and cried out, his hands grabbing his ass. Claire stared at the cane. It was broken in a ninety-degree angle, the wood staying together by only a few connecting splinters.

“I’ll assume your ass grabbing is a cry for mercy.”

Tony told her he was willing to take more, but his trembling limbs belied his resilient words.

“Not today. You’ve proved yourself for now. I don’t think you’ll be able to sit for a week after that thrashing.” Claire watched him rub his ass with a tight expression on his face. “You’d better see Mistress Cynthia. Maybe she has some lotion she can put on that.”

“I think she’s seeing a patient right now,” Tony muttered. “Medical fetishes aren’t really my thing. I think I’ll just see Mistress Stephanie.”

Tony left for the exit interview, walking down the hall bow legged. Claire took a deep breath. Her first session was over, and she’d gotten through it without killing anyone or running out of the room. She thought it had gone well, but she still wasn’t sure whether her gamble had paid off.

She found Rose in her office.

“How did it go?”

“I hope you aren’t mad. I didn’t go by the script. It just didn’t feel right. Something about it seemed contrived. Like it was something you’d get at a sketchy club. So I dropped the act and went with reality instead.”

“Did he respond well?”

“It was hard to tell. I think so. He was really quiet, though. I told him that I wanted him to prove himself to me. I broke the cane. If you want it come out of my cut, I understand.”

Rose’s eyes got large. “Holy shit. You broke a cane? What happened to the meek housewife?”

“I don’t know. I just thought how uncanny it was that a guy like Tony was bent over a desk in front of me. I knew I would probably never get an opportunity like that ever again. I really wanted him to suffer for me. It was as if he were proving his affection for me.”

“Dangerous words for a married woman to utter.”

Claire felt herself blush. “I don’t feel that way about him. I love my husband.”

“I know what you mean, Claire. I wouldn’t want to date my clients, either. I love many of my slaves, but it’s a different kind of love from that of a romantic partner. I get it. I’m just surprised you’ve already caught on to that. It’s a lesson I can’t teach a woman. You have to understand it for yourself, and few women, even dominant ones, ever do.”

Stephanie rushed into the office, almost knocking Claire over from the door swinging into the room. “Oh, shoot! I’m sorry, Claire. I didn’t know you were here.”

“I’m fine,” Claire said, catching herself on the chair in front of Rose’s desk. “What did Tony say? You weren’t with him very long.”

“Tony had to run. He just got word that a couple of old debts are visiting the city. But I was with him long enough to hear that he was very pleased with Claire. He wants to see you again soon. However, he said it would have to be something other than corporal punishment. You must really have worked him over, Claire. That boy wouldn’t even sit down in the lounge.”

“He wasn’t upset that I didn’t do role-play with him?”

“Oh, no. He said it was the first session he’s had that felt genuinely real. Whatever you did, keep doing it.”

Claire sank into the chair, relief sweeping through her. The first session was over, and she now had a client. Rose collected the money and gave Claire her share. While it wasn’t enough to pull her out of the red, she was making faster progress than any other job would have provided.
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The following weeks moved quickly. Claire saw Tony two, sometimes three, times a week. She humiliated, flogged, and pegged him. On one occasion, she teamed up with Stephanie. Word started to get around the city that a hot new domme was at the Thorn. Her schedule filled until Stephanie was taking reservations three weeks in advance. On the website’s member’s area, Claire saw her picture front and center, capturing her licking the stem of a rose with a whip in her hand. Rose had increased her hourly rates by fifty percent, but it did little to quell the demand. The only problem was what to do with all the money. There was no way Andy would ever believe that Claire had earned that kind of income at a clothing store. Even most stockbrokers weren’t pulling in her take. Rose helped her open an account with one of the banks in the city. While Claire had never opened a checking or savings account, Rose insisted that real independent women managed their own money.

At night, when Andy was in another room, she would sometimes log on to her bank account and stare at the total, flabbergasted to see a five-digit total. Claire could easily have quit by now. The cleanup cost for the septic tank wasn’t paid off yet, but that was only because Claire didn’t want Andy to become suspicious of her earnings. There was plenty of money to cover their debts and enough left over to finance the roof repair. 

Since Andy still hadn’t found work other than temporary odd jobs around town, quitting still didn’t seem feasible. Besides, she enjoyed her work. It was more than just the money. She had finally found something outside the home that she was good at. It filled her with a sense of self-worth and independence. When she thought about hanging up the whip and going back to folding laundry, she felt like a bird returning to its cage. 

Andy knocked as he walked in. “Hey, what are you working on?”

Claire was so lost in her thoughts that she barely heard him. She saw the online banking site still up on the computer screen and quickly minimized it. “Nothing. Just checking emails.”

She turned around and smiled.

Andy didn’t smile back. “Why do you rush to close the screen every time I walk in here?”

Claire laughed as though Andy had uttered something absurd. “I just finished. You need to get on?”

“No. We need to talk.”

A sense of dread overcame her. Maybe it was the look in his eyes or the tone of his voice. Either way, Claire knew the gig was over. Andy was going to get the truth out of her, and no amount of smiling or stalling was going to change that.

“I called the French Connection,” he said. “They’ve never heard of you, Claire. I told them that couldn’t be. I insisted to the woman on the phone that my wife was one of their top sales associates. You made a fool out of me, Claire.”

She knew it was puerile of her to go on the defensive. Still, she couldn’t help it. “I’m glad to see you trusted me so much. I never called the mine to check up on you.”

That wasn’t exactly true, but she doubted Andy knew she had checked up on him. Standing before her, he looked so mad that if his frown became any more pronounced Claire thought his lips would coalesce into one.

“I was calling because I wanted to surprise you for our upcoming anniversary. I saved money from some of the work I’ve been doing. Not much. A dollar here. A dollar there. I wanted to buy you something nice from the store I thought you were working at. I knew you would never waste money on yourself. You’re not the selfish type. Though, right now, I’m not sure what to make of you. This isn’t a little fib, Claire. I don’t know what you’re up to, but I guess it’s none of my business.”

He turned and left. His heavy footsteps marched up the stairs, not quickly or slowly, just that even gait he always carried. She thought about running after him and explaining herself, but that seemed like such a masculine thing to do. Wasn’t it the woman’s job to make some poignant remark before leaving the room? 

Claire stayed in the chair. A clock ticked steadily in the background. In the silence of the room, it sounded uncannily loud. She knew Rose had been right. If she had gone to Andy weeks ago and told him what she was doing, she could have salvaged this. Andy would have been upset, but after she explained her reasons, he might have understood. Not now. She kept telling herself that it had only been a few weeks. In reality, it had now been months. Where had the time gone?

Then it occurred to her that she’d completely forgotten about their upcoming anniversary. She’d even scheduled a session that day with an oil tycoon out of Dallas. The realization hit her hard. While she was out building her esteem and independence, she’d forgotten about her marriage.

Am I really any different from other successful men? Except Andy had never forgotten about their anniversary. He’d always made sure to be home at a reasonable time, and when the mine offered him extra hours on the weekends, he’d skip it if they had something planned. And who had been there with her during all her trips to the city when she couldn’t have children? Who had never once complained during that time or made her feel lousy about herself?




She found him in the bedroom sitting on the edge of the bed, his hands on his knees, staring at the floor and looking as though the trip up the stairs had aged him a couple decades.

“I’m sorry for lying,” she said. “However, I’m not sorry for the job I’ve taken.”

Andy didn’t move his head. “And what job is that?”

Claire no longer had any shame about what she was doing. The other women she worked with were some of the finest women she’d ever known. 

“None of the jobs that I applied to asked me for an interview. Except one. The job didn’t say what it was. I met a woman in the city’s commercial district who explained everything.” 

Andy turned his head, staring at her. 

“I’m a dominatrix.” 

A dismissive chuckle escaped Andy. “Yeah, right.”

“It’s no joke, honey. Over the last couple of months, I’ve become one of the most sought after dommes in the city. Maybe even the country. Very wealthy men fly in to spend an hour or two under my control.” 

His eyes narrowed, mouth opening. Claire couldn’t discern if he believed her yet.

“I don’t do anything sexual with them. I don’t touch them, nor do I get naked.”

He laughed again, shaking his head. “Claire, if you weren’t being so absurd, I’d be angry with you for continuing this charade. What are you really doing? Just tell me it’s nothing illegal.”

“I told you already. Today, I trampled a man in stilettos.”

Andy doubled over with laughter. “Sure, Claire. And where are your stilettos now?”

“Back at the club. It’s a very posh establishment. Prime real estate. Not the seedy kind of place most people would imagine it to be.”

Andy stopped laughing. “Claire, this is getting ridiculous. You may not work at a French clothing store, but you’re not a—a dominatrix.” Andy whispered the word as if it embarrassed him to say it aloud. “You have trouble telling a restaurant when they get your order wrong.”

“Don’t take my word for it.”

“What does that mean?”

“I work at a place called the Thorn. We have a lovely website.”

“You want me to go check so you can say that I don’t trust you.”

“You shouldn’t trust me. I lied to you about working at the French Connection. And I’m very sorry for that. I want you to know that it was a very difficult thing for me to do. At the time, I thought it was my only option. I figured if I didn’t take the job that we might lose the house. I thought I owed this to you. Ever since I couldn’t conceive children, there’s been a dark cloud over this house, and whether you want to admit it or not, that’s on me. I wanted to be able to do something for you. I never meant for it to cause you to feel the way you do now.”

Andy stared at her. This time there was no laughing. It was the sterile comment, she knew. That was something she wouldn’t bring up if she were joking.

He moved passed her and rushed down the stairs. The sound of his feet padded toward the den. 

Claire followed him. 

He was Googling the site. She could have given him the web address, but she knew he wouldn’t have trouble finding it. The SEO was top notch. She saw him click on the first link to appear. The site started to load. Within a few seconds, the picture of her in a leather halter-top, licking the rose, popped on screen.

Andy leaned against the desk.

“Are you mad?” she asked.

He shook his head, not answering for several seconds. “I’m too shocked to be mad. My wife is on the homepage of a dominatrix club in scantly attire with a whip in her hand. It’s a lot to process, Claire.”

“If you want me to stop, I will. I’ve earned enough money to pay off the septic tank and to keep us above water for the next year. But I like what I do.”

Andy clicked on a text bar requesting a password. Without it, Andy would be unable to see anything more than Claire’s picture and the club’s contact information to arrange a session. Only vetted inquiries were given entry to the actual site where more pictures and short bios could be found. She leaned over the desk and typed in the password.

After gaining access, Andy clicked on Claire’s link and scrolled down the page to where her specialties were listed. “Corporal punishment, CBT? Claire, I don’t even what half this stuff means. If you were just doing it for the money, I guess in some weird way I could understand, but you enjoy this? Why?”

“It’s sexy to be the most admired woman in the room. When these men are in front of me, I’m their entire world. They give me their power and comfort as a display of their affection for me. However, there is one difficult thing about my job. Something that’s almost made me quit.”

“What? Did someone try to touch you?”

Andy’s fists squeezed together.

“No. They would never try to touch me. They respect me too much. Relax. What’s hard about the job is that every session is a reminder that my husband doesn’t look at me with in one percent of the zeal these men do.”

Andy’s mouth tightened on one side. “Oh, come on, Claire. That’s not fair.”

“I know it’s not. I’m just telling you the way I feel. I’m trying to be honest. I know I’ve been just as much at fault for the way our relationship has turned out. Maybe more. Placing blame isn’t my concern. There’s too much to lose, Andy.”

“What are you saying?”

She stared at him, not wanting to hurt him. She was unable to skirt the truth any longer. They’d both been fooling themselves for too long, acting like nothing was the matter despite all the signs to the contrary. 

“I can’t continue to live like this. I won’t do it to you or myself. We both deserve better. There’s no affection between us. The lovemaking and sex is nonexistent. We both just keep going, walking in circles because we’re both too afraid to say anything in fear of hurting one another. Except not saying anything has been far more damaging. So I’m bringing it right out in the open so it can’t be ignored. If something doesn’t change soon, I’m leaving. Not because I don’t love you. Quite the opposite.”

Andy didn’t deny her words. “I don’t know what happened.”

“You know when it happened, so let’s start there. I can’t have children. It’s an ugly truth, but that’s the way it is. I’ve become cold because of that. I recognize my part in this. However, I’ve learned in these past couple of months that there’s more to being feminine than bearing children. I’m at peace with it. If we still want to have children, I’m sure there are plenty of foster children we could adopt. However, I’m not bringing a child into this home until you and I learn to work together and love each other again.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“I’m not sure. We need to get the heat in this marriage above freezing. I’d rather it be spontaneous.”




Claire left her husband by the computer and went back upstairs. Lying in bed, she felt a rush that surpassed the feeling of even being in a session. She knew that her husband was downstairs, discovering her alpha side. Was he looking at her in the red lingerie or did the white corset with the angel wings attract him? Did he stay to the vanilla pictures or had curiosity tempted him to look at her in action? Was he touching himself? Maybe he had been drawn to the shot of her sitting at the throne, stroking her black strap-on. Did he see the pic of a slave’s tongue licking the heel of her boots? Did Andy wish he had been the one at her feet? 

She found her hand slipping under the covers and between her legs. A heat was building inside of her that couldn’t be tamed. Part of her wanted to run downstairs and order her husband to the floor. A more rational side of her advised to take it slow. Let him look tonight. Let his mind wander. Let him be the one to come to her, groveling in the same manner as when he was just a teen. A little courting was good for a man. Just because they were married didn’t mean he wasn’t supposed to stop chasing after her heart.

Claire lifted her knees and rubbed faster while she imagined Andy doing the same.
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Claire fell asleep before Andy had come to bed. When she awoke, he had morning wood pitching a large tent in the covers. She liked to think he was dreaming about her standing over him, cooling telling that yes, it was his responsibility to wash her panties by hand. Those stains? Oh, don’t worry about them, dear. Sometimes wifey gets a little wet when she’s dominating powerful men all day, that’s all. You can give them a sniff if you want, but just make sure they’re clean for next time.

During the morning commute, similar thoughts dominated her thinking. The drive had passed as one long daydream. When she pulled into the parking garage, she wondered how she’d accomplished the drive without crashing. She didn’t even remember switching lanes or pulling off the interstate.

When she stepped into the office, Rose was already there.

“Great news,” Rose said. “Mistress Lin will be coming in next week.”

“Who?”

“Mistress Lin. She’s one of the most sought after dommes in the world. I got her to agree to come out here for a week. I was hoping for her to stay longer, but hey, I’ll take what I can get. This is really going to help our exposure outside the city. I just hope we can handle the demand afterward.”

“There’s always Alexis. She’s still looking for a few regulars.”

“Yes, Alexis. I think her mindset might be the real issue. She thinks clients can’t tell when she shows up here with a rotten attitude. Our clients aren’t stupid. They can read us as well as we can read them. If being a good actress was all there was to this job, then I’d have no trouble finding girls.”

Claire nodded, not really wanting to agree or disagree. She had nothing against Alexis. She just wished Alexis didn’t hate her because another man expressed interest in her.

“So what happened to you?” Rose asked. “You’ve got a glow about you. Did you and your husband finally break that dry spell?”

“No. The dry spell is still in full effect. But I told Andy what I’m really doing.”

“Whoa. Big news. How did it go?”

“I didn’t plan on saying anything. He called the store I was supposedly working at to check on me.”

Rose chuckled. “Oh, boy. I told you things wouldn’t end well if you kept it from him.”

“I know. The worst part was the reason he called. Andy wanted to buy me one of the dresses from the store for our anniversary.”

“And you’re still married? I have to meet this husband of yours. He sounds like the most patient and forgiving man in the world.”

“Yeah, he is. I think he was too stunned to put up much of a fight. At first, he didn’t even believe me until I showed him the site.”

“You showed him the site?”

“Is that okay? I thought it would help him.”

“I don’t mind, but do you think that’s wise?”

“Andy seemed into the pictures. He was reading off some of my specialties, too.”

Rose cocked her head to the side. “Claire? Are you—”

Like a cheerleader holding on to a secret, Claire shrugged. “I don’t know. Just being honest with my husband. Whatever happens, I’m open to it. Maybe I’ll give him a family discount.”

Rose and Claire laughed for a good thirty seconds.

“Well, I’m glad it worked out for you. Oh, by the way, I wanted to see if you’d be interested in doing a session with Mistress Lin. I thought it would be great for advertising.” Rose spread her hands above her head as if painting a rainbow. “I was thinking EAST MEETS WEST FOR ONE WEEK ONLY. What do you think?”

“Very enticing.”

“I also think it would be a great learning opportunity for you. Mistress Lin is a very accomplished domme. We could all learn from her.”

“Sure. Works for me.”

“Good. I’ll drop the suggestion to Mistress Lin next time we talk to see what she thinks.”




***




Andy threw the dishes into the washer and ran to the computer, a towel in his hand. He set the towel on the chair and brought up the site. It felt so weird and right and wrong all at once. The notion was still beyond all sound reasoning. Claire was a dominatrix. He couldn’t believe how much she was charging either. How many weeks would it have taken him to earn that kind of money at the mine? He didn’t even want to think about it. 

His main concern had been Claire’s safety. From the site, he saw they had a pretty thorough screening process. He trusted Claire’s instinct. If she thought she was in any kind of danger, she would get out immediately.

Initially, he’d been a little freaked out by the idea of anyone randomly going online and seeing his wife in revealing fetish clothing, even if the password tab kept them from seeing all except the one picture on the home screen. However, with the shading and makeup, it was hard for even Andy to recognize Claire.

The site had about a hundred pictures of his wife. Of his wife. His dick got hard just thinking about that as he stared at the beautiful woman on the screen. He knew his wife was pretty, but he hadn’t seen it—really seen it—in quite a while. Maybe it was like sleeping on a soft mattress. At first, it feels like the greatest thing in the world, but after a while you don’t even notice it until you have to sleep on an old lumpy mattress with springboards.

He hadn’t yet decided on his favorite picture. There were too many good ones to choose from. Initially, it was the satanic pictures of Claire in a fiery lace overlay corset with black gloves that went up to her elbows. In one hand, she held a pair of handcuffs. In the other, a crooked finger called him closer. Andy wanted to jump through the screen. Then he discovered pictures featuring her softer side. In a white corset and a set of wings, she stood like a Victoria Secret Angel.

He hesitated clicking on the gallery showing pictures of her in action. Domination wasn’t really Andy’s thing. He sometimes wished Claire were more aggressive in a bed or maybe for her to climb on top of him, but nothing too crazy. 

Timidly, he clicked the mouse.

The first picture to catch his eye featured Claire in a latex bodysuit. Kneeling in the shadows was the silhouette of a man on his knees, kissing Claire’s boots. Andy felt his pulse quicken. He didn’t know why the thought of his wife controlling these powerful men excited him. The only answer he could come up with was that it was like knowing he was married to a seductress, a queen who everyone else worshiped and coveted. It made him feel like a man, and he wanted to slap himself silly for failing to tend to her needs. So Claire couldn’t have children and he couldn’t find a job. Things could have been worse.

Of course, he knew her not being able to have children wasn’t the real reason he hadn’t approached her for sex. Until now, he couldn’t figure it out. She was undeniably pretty. Claire didn’t always wear the latest designer brands, though, Andy had never cared much about that stuff. So what had changed since they’d first gotten married? It wasn’t her ability to have children. It was her confidence. His wife had become bruised and battered by the realization she would never become a mother. She had let it defeat her, change her. She’d lost her go-getter spirit. The girl who had approached him in the tenth grade now would have slunk her shoulders and passed him without saying a word.

And what had Andy done as his wife suffered and lost her zeal? Nothing. Oh, he knew that he’d gone to all the appointments and drove her like a good dotting husband. But that wasn’t enough. She had needed more than a chauffeur offering her a couple of benevolent words. Claire had been undergoing a slow internal death and Andy had been too absorbed by his own concerns to notice.

Thankfully, the job appeared to be turning things around. From the pictures, it was clear to him that a resurrection of her spirit was occurring. There was a confidence in her eyes and in the way she posed. When he came across a picture of her standing in a latex bodysuit with a black strap-on between her legs, holding it by the base, he first felt disgusted. He had no interest in seeing his wife imitate a man or a hermaphrodite. Yet there was something intriguing about the picture. Andy wasn’t sure what it was other than that his wife appeared primal and strong. Like she could knock him to the ground and claim him.

Andy pushed back the chair and placed his hand over his heart, feeling the steady rhythm. As he looked down at his pants, he saw his pulse wasn’t the only thing increasing in blood flow. He continued on to other photos of Claire holding a paddle, another of her standing by a Saint Andrews cross. In one, she stood on a teacher’s desk with her legs crossed, fingers adjusting a sexy pair of black-rimmed glasses. Andy didn’t care if it was right or wrong or what he liked and didn’t. He stuck his hands beneath his pants and continued clicking through the pictures.
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Claire kept a close eye on the Internet history over the next couple of days. She knew Andy could have deleted it, but she had a feeling that he wanted her to see how often he was checking her pictures. He wasn’t the type to run up to her and say, “Jeez, Claire. Loved in you in that pic hoisting the strap-on. Is that an eight or nine incher?” No, Andy wasn’t going to do that. However, it was quite interesting to see the time stamps on the history. Andy had lingered for several minutes on her strap-on photos. Maybe he’d gotten up to use the restroom or to grab a glass of water. 

Maybe. 

Just knowing he was interested in her was such a relief that it made Claire all the more aware of how stressed she’d been over his indifference. Before leaving the club, Claire grabbed a pair of black stilettos. On her way out of the city, she stopped by a lingerie store down the street and picked up a lacy black number with a garter belt and stockings. Nothing too wild. She didn’t want to scare Andy away. She’d first reel him in and then lay down the ground rules.

Pulling into the driveway, she saw the silver ladder leaning against the rain gutter. Andy was on the roof repairing the leak. Since she’d come clean to him about working as a dominatrix, hiding her income was no longer necessary. A professional roofer could have been hired. Yet, she thought it would be wise to give Andy a task to complete while she was away. Sitting around the house all day and doing odd jobs in town wasn’t good for a man like Andy. He needed drive and purpose. While folding clothes and other house chores had to be done, she felt he needed more manly duties. A little roofing detail was just the kind of blue-collar effort to get him back on track. Then she’d switch things around.

Straddling the gable roof, Andy stood and waved. Shirtless, wearing only a pair of beat-up blue jeans and Timberland boots, she studied his rugged appearance. At the club, she saw plenty of metro-sexual men. She didn’t mind their suave suits and cultured vernacular. Their chic colognes, paired with crisp dialects, were okay. But she wouldn’t trade the sawdust smell of a man working outdoors or Andy’s country drawl. And while she lacked solid evidence, she was fairly certain that her husband’s hard physique couldn’t be sculpted in a gym. He possessed muscles that could only be earned outdoors under the hot sun.

Claire waved back. “Looking good.”

She meant both the roof and Andy.

“I mainly spent the day removing the old shingles. Tomorrow I’ll start nailing the new ones in.”

“Just be careful coming down.”

Andy started to cover the exposed roof area with a canvas tarp. She waited for him, watching his tight butt move down the ladder. She’d have him out of those jeans soon enough, and when he saw what she was wearing underneath the simple dress, she’d finally have him.

Taking the last step, Andy removed his work gloves and smiled. “Hey, you think I can pick up a nail gun down at Johnson’s Hardware?”

“I don’t care what you spend your money on, Andy. If you think it will make the job go easier, pick it up.”

Andy blushed—or maybe it was just the heat. “Yeah, that’s the thing. The only money I have saved up is going toward your anniversary gift.”

Claire grinned. How cute. Like a boy saving his lawn cutting money to buy the girl down the street a necklace. This was too good. Now Andy would know what it was like to be the spouse without control of the funds. Kind of embarrassing, isn’t it Andy? Of course, being a man had to make it so much worse. He’d probably spent all day debating how to raise the issue.

“Oh, you want me to pay for it. I see.”

He frowned. “I’m not asking for a new truck, Claire. I’ve been working all day. The housework may not pay, but it still has to get done.”

“Yes, honey, I didn’t get any paychecks for folding laundry or doing dishes either. Maybe we can discuss an allowance of some kind. For now, I think a nail gun is a frivolous purchase. You received a very nice hammer last Christmas that you’ve barely used. It might take you a little longer, but a good honest day’s work never killed anyone.”

Hiding her smirk, Claire walked inside. She heard Andy muttering about the allowance as if it were the most offensive term he’d ever heard.

“I’m going to hop in the shower,” he said. “Do you want to start on dinner while I’m cleaning up?”

Claire turned around, holding open the front door. “You haven’t started dinner?”

He pointed to the ceiling. “I’ve been on the roof all day. When was I supposed to do it?”

“You were supposed to take a break. I’m too worn-out to start cooking. Besides, it will be 9:30 by the time we eat. Shower up, and we’ll go out to a restaurant. I want to go over some things with you anyway. Maybe it will be good to get away from the house to talk.”

After showering, Andy threw on a new pair of jeans and a button down shirt; Claire grabbed her purse and tossed him his keys. “You drive. I was thinking Clint’s Grill.”

The diner down yonder—if you passed the twin silos on the Pritcher’s farm you’d gone too far, and if you hadn’t seen Grinn’s General Store you had a little ways to go—wasn’t going to be winning any health awards, but if you wanted baby back ribs that could put you into a food coma or a medium rare steak done just right (with corn bread and country-style beans), Clint’s Grill was the place to go. It looked more like a small country home than it did a restaurant except for the large gravel parking lot and the big Coca-Cola sign on the siding. Clint had been talking for years about paving the lot, but there was the recession and then his brother died, and when he finally had the money those goddamn city health inspectors had found that dead rat in the kitchen. Folks had said it was bigger than any city rat. Though folks say a lot of things. For what it’s worth, Clint claimed the rat was planted by his cousin to get back at him for sleeping with the man’s wife.

They sat a table by one of the two front windows. A local boy who had just graduated high school, Stu, took their orders. Nice kid until the moonshine passed through town. When he walked out of earshot, Claire spoke to Andy. “How’s the job hunt going?”

Andy played with the packs of sugar in front of him, building a small pyramid. “I don’t know. There’s not much to apply for at this point. Unless I start looking farther away. Considering how much you’re bringing in, it wouldn’t make much sense to move.”

“I think you should stop looking.”

The packets of sugar toppled over. “You mean permanently? What am I supposed to do?”

“With the amount I’m making, we don’t need two incomes. I’m easily on target to be in the six-figure range. Why don’t you stay home and tend to the house? You know there are a ton of things to get done. We talk about getting to them, but we never will if you’re also working.”

The waiter brought them their drinks. Andy stabbed a straw in the ice. “I don’t know, Claire. Everyone is going to know I’m sitting on my ass at home when they drive by and see the truck in the driveway.”

“You won’t be sitting on your ass.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I think you’re too worried about what people think. Besides, there aren’t that many people in this town.”

“This is coming from the woman who a few months ago would have been mortified if one of her tulips had died. The one who thought we’d be run out of town because of the septic tank leak. I guess spending time in the city has changed your perspective.”

“That’s not fair to say, Andy. And if working in the city has made me less vain then I think that would be a good thing.”

The ice in Andy’s soda fissured and sank deeper into the cola.

“Fine. I don’t want to argue with you. I’m just upset about not being able to provide for you. I feel like such a screw up.”

“Did you do something wrong to lose your job?”

“No.”

“And did you do everything you could to look for another job?”

“Yeah.”

“Then you’re not a screw up. I think we’re very fortunate. Instead of being grateful, your reaction is to play the victim. Think about where we would be right now if I hadn’t of found this job. We wouldn’t be eating here, I can tell you that. Maybe we’d be riding in a U-Haul, unpacking what was left of our belongings into a one-bedroom rental.”

Andy leaned back in the seat. 

Claire tried to go easy on him. Andy was a proud man, and he had his idea of how a husband was supposed to exist in the world—a world moving fast and leaving him behind. What she was offering to him wasn’t so bad. Plenty of men working graveyard shifts would have gladly traded places.

“Why don’t we give it a trial run,” she offered.

“You mean me staying at the house?”

“Sure. I’ll even help out. Each week, I’ll write out all the chores that need to be done. And since you won’t be working, I’ll pay you.”

“So now I’m your employee?”

“You’re the one who didn’t like the idea of an allowance. Call it whatever you like. I’ll even pay you the same that you were making at the mine. You can’t argue with that deal, Andy.”

“I guess that’s fair. What happens if I don’t complete all of the chores?”

“Well, I think the pay should be based on piece work, so if you don’t get everything done, that will be reflected in your overall compensation.” Claire giggled to herself. She loved talking like some middle management bitch pontificating corporate buzzwords. Maybe she’d give him a quarterly review. “And if the assigned chores are executed in an especially egregious manner then certain consequences will follow. It’s not like I can fire you. You’re my husband.” 

She reached out and stroked his hand.

“And what sort of consequences are we talking about?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that, honey.” She glanced over his shoulder, spotting Clint with their food. “I think dinner is headed this way. Let’s not talk business any further. I’m just glad we could come to a mutual agreement. I feel like the air has been finally cleared.”

“Bon appétit,” Clint said. “Just got this meat from the slaughter house this morning. How you two doing? Haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Just fine,” Claire said. “Times were a little tough. I got a job in the city, so we’re back on our feet.”

She watched Andy squirm at her admission. He should have been proud of his wife and bragging to others about her accomplishments. But Claire knew she was making a start. She couldn’t expect him to do a complete one-eighty in a single night.

Andy ate like a cowboy coming across his first decent meal in a month. She knew he hadn’t been eating well alone at the house. She would have to show him some healthy recipes. She needed a well-fed husband now that he was going to be busting his butt for her. If Andy thought he was going to be folding some laundry and taking out the garbage for the kind of money he used to make at the mine, he had an early morning, rooster-crow awakening coming. She planned to get every dollar’s worth out of him.

After dinner, Andy was so tired that Claire drove. Feeling the sexy lingerie underneath her dress, she had a feeling he would be awake very soon. 

“I have a surprise for you,” Claire said as she pulled into their drive. “Meet me in the bedroom in five minutes.”

“Um, okay.”

She raced up the stairs and into the bedroom, shutting the door behind her. Claire tore off her dress and sprayed the room with perfume. Cutting out the lights, she lit several candles. Claire’s heart was beating just like it had before her first session with Tony. She tried to tell herself to view Andy as just another client. Of course, Andy was more important to her than any of her clients would ever be, but if she wanted a shot at saving this marriage, she needed to be in mistress mode tonight. They had tried living a traditional marriage. Even before the financial problems, their marriage had been on the skirts. Now they were going to do things her way.

There was a knock at the door. “Claire?”

She sat on the bed and crossed her leg. “You can come in.”

The old knob squeaked as it turned. Claire made a mental note to have Andy give it a squirt of oil.

From the moment his eyes settled on her, Claire knew she had him. His expression reminded her of the first time they’d had sex. When her parents were out of town, she had invited him over to the house, telling him not to bring his truck by since the neighbors would see it. He’d raced over on his bike and ditched the ten-speed in the back yard. Andy must have been exhausted by the ten-mile trek, but he hadn’t shown it. She had called him from the window, telling him the back door was open. Claire had waited for him in her bedroom, wearing an ensemble much like this one with candles much like these. The bedroom had been smaller and so had the bed, but the rush she felt was exactly the same. 

“Like what you see?”

Andy made a quick pass of his tongue across his lips. “I feel like I just stepped into a time machine.”

“Good. I was hoping to recreate our first night together. Hold on. I have something else.”

She leaned over and tapped the music player. Kenny Chesney’s “Come Over” started playing, the same song that had been playing when Andy had done just that and stormed into her bedroom on that humid, spring night. 

The country song filled the room.

“I haven’t listened to this song in years,” he said, a boyish grin marking his face.

“I listened to it all the time when you were at work, wondering how I would ever bring back that night.”

He knelt beside her. “I’m sorry for . . . I don’t know. For whatever got in the way of us.”

“I’m just glad you’re back. I want tonight to be just like our first time. With one minor difference.”

“What’s that?”

“Tonight you don’t have to wear a condom.”

He kissed her with an intensity she hadn’t felt since their honeymoon.

She brought her heels to the frame of the bed, opening her legs and revealing her lace panties. When Andy started undoing his belt, Claire reached out and stopped him. “Hold on there, cowboy. Before you pull that six shooter out, you need to complete your first chore.”

“Yeah, what’s that?”

“Bringing me to an orgasm with your tongue.”

Claire pushed her panties over the garter’s suspenders. Andy pulled them the rest of the way. They got snagged on her heels, but Andy was able to wrestle them free. 

She pressed her heel into his chest. “Many a men have paid very good money to worship my heels. Why don’t you give them a little kiss?” She lifted them closer to his lips. “Just one, honey. Then we can get down to business.”

She watched him fight against his pride. Judging by the bulge in his jeans, Claire wasn’t surprised when he dropped his head and gave her a peck on the top of her heel. It was nothing compared to the lapping that some of her clients had offered her, but for Andy’s first time, she was pleased. She had plenty of time to develop his heel worshiping skills.

“Good, boy. Now get your head between my legs.”

Andy kissed her exposed thighs. He was never much of a foreplay kind of guy. Their first night together, he’d been in such a rush to get inside her that she hadn’t even had time to get wet. Not that she had to worry about that tonight. She’d been ready since they’d left Clint’s Grill and the bumpy ride home had only gotten her more ready.

She grabbed a couple of pillows at the head of the bed and placed them behind her, arching her back as her husband’s tongue found her clit. Forget equal pay and voting rights. This is what equal rights really looked like: A husband on his knees, worshiping his wife’s temple. 

Running her nails through his thick hair, she pulled him closer.

Like a queen, she leaned onto the pillows and brought her heels against his back. Andy placed his hands against her hips, drawing her pussy into his mouth. The orgasm came quickly, igniting nerves that had been so long deprived. She felt the explosion race through her body, propelling her far away from the small town.

Andy crawled on top, lowering the bra and kissing her nipples. As she unfastened his belt and lowered his pants, his swollen cock could barely be contained in the briefs. 

He lost the briefs and knelt on the bed in front of her, proudly displaying his erection. Andy wasn’t a small guy. On the contrary, his erections displayed a thick cock that could reach into the depths of his wife’s nether regions. Must have been all that cornbread and vegetables. He looked at her with a devious grin, lifting his brows and shifting his eyes to his cock. Claire knew what he was after. There was no way she was going to roll off the bed and start sucking his dick. If she did that, the old Andy would be back in a flash.

“I’m on top tonight,” she said. “I know you’re probably exhausted from all the work you did on the roof. It will be my treat.”

Perhaps not wanting to ruin the mood, Andy didn’t put up a fuss. He rolled onto his back, waiting for his wife to mount him. She held him in her hand, squeezing the base and sliding her tight grip up his shaft. He swelled in her palm, twitching as her hand passed his head. Unlike a man, she drew out the experience, straddling his hips and grinding her pussy against his shaft, still not letting him inside. Rubbing his head against her clit, she felt herself become wetter.

“Holy shit, Claire. You’re killing me.”

She slapped his chest. “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain. You and I might have to go back to church to straighten out your filthy mouth. You need to learn some patience. You men are far too concerned about reaching the destination that you forget the journey. Sex should be an experience—not an event.” Her wet pussy pressed against his throbbing cock. “If you’re a good boy, I can take you to places you can’t imagine. This bedroom can be Eden or Hell. All up to you, babe.”

If Andy hadn’t been so turned on, Claire thought he might have been frightened. She wasn’t merely espousing some kinky words to excite her husband. She meant every syllable. 

Kissing him, she lifted her hips and allowed his cock to fill her. Claire had always been a tight girl and Andy could get pretty rough when he was fucking. She’d always wanted to control the pace and the angle at which his cock rubbed against the walls of her pussy. 

Taming her bull, she straddled him, settling her hands against his chest. The stare between them was intense, a kind of primal lust that cut through all their struggles. The city might have changed her, but Claire would never be one of those girls dressed like a whore and talking with a filthy mouth. Out in public, she’d still be the dotting housewife, passing out freshly baked pies to neighbors in her bright summer dress, saying her pleases and thank-yous, commenting on what lovely weather they were having. They’d never know what decadent thoughts lay in her head.

Glazed, Andy’s eyes lost contact with hers. 

“Don’t come, honey.” 

She didn’t wait to hear his response. Claire leaned back, forcing his cock to rub against her G-spot. She wriggled her hips until another orgasm turned her legs into something malleable. Her breaths came out in quick sputters, her whole body trembling. When she’d lost all control, Andy held her by her hips and continued thrusting.

They came together. Claire collapsed against her husband, the warm afterglow rushing across her skin. 

“We should do that more often,” he said, laughing.

She kissed him and climbed off the bed. “I’m going to take a shower. Be sure to wash my lingerie by hand. If you’re a good boy, you’ll be seeing a lot of me in this.”
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Between the slit in the curtains, Andy watched her car back out of the driveway and start down the two-lane road, moving parallel to the Smiths’ cornfields. He counted one Mississippi, two Mississippi, three Mississippi and so on until he reached thirty. Then he closed the curtains and raced back upstairs. According to the list Claire had left for him, he was to finish half the roof on top of hand washing her lingerie and scrubbing the dirty dishes.

Before he started on the chores, Andy decided to have a little fun. Despite the fantastic, long overdue sex with Claire, his cock had been harder than ever when he had awoken, as if their sex had set something off inside him. If he didn’t jerk one off, he was going to be distracted the whole day.

He wasn’t sure why he was being so evasive with his actions. He doubted Claire would disapprove as long as he completed the assigned chores. In fact, he was fairly certain she’d be flattered.

Still lying against the round hassock next to the bed, he found them. The black lingerie was warm to the touch. Claire had worn it to bed after they’d made love and it had driven him wild to think about. He tried to get Claire in the mood for a second go at their rediscovered sex life, but she had told him it was late and that she needed sleep. No, those weren’t her exact words. “Goddesses need plenty of beauty rest,” is what she had actually said before turning over and cutting out the lamp.

How could Claire have gone under such a transformation during such a short period of time? And how had he been oblivious to the fact? He knew the answer, and it pained him to accept it. Andy had been a little too focused on someone else, consumed with his needs and his dreams and his standing.

Andy didn’t know if he enjoyed kissing her heels, but he liked how she had stuck them in front of his face and the authoritarian tone of her voice when she’d asked him to give them a kiss. And when she ordered him between her legs, Andy had almost blown his load. He couldn’t believe he was able to last as long as he did. She moved her hips with such grace and power that he still couldn’t get the heat of her pussy off his cock despite a long cold shower.

Standing over the hassock, his wife’s worn lingerie in his hands, Andy felt like a teenager on a panty raid with the adolescent sex drive to match. Holding the bra cup to his face, he could still smell her. Was she wearing a new perfume? God it drove him wild. Her panties were still wet. Had she been dreaming of their lovemaking as he had done? Did she wake during the night to slip her fingers under the lacy fabric to rub her clit? A wet dream, perhaps? Did women have those?

Andy took the bra and panties, along with the stockings and garter belt, and headed down the stairs. In the den, he brought up the Thorn’s website. It didn’t take him long to find the picture he was looking for. Over the last few days, Andy had spent more time at the site than he was willing to admit. He wondered if Claire had taken notice, secretly hoping she had. 

A gallery loaded. The pictures on the page featured Claire wearing the very lacy ensemble in Andy’s hands. He tied one of the stockings around his cock and balls, forming a makeshift cock ring. Pulling the panties over his head, he angled the gusset over his nose and mouth so that he was forced to breathe in her aroma while still being able to view her pictures. He knew it was wrong, maybe even a little perverted. 

His cock was already leaking precum, and he hadn’t even touched himself. Using the other stocking, he brought the sheer fabric to his cock and began to stroke. 

With the wet panties hovering over his nostrils, he drew the scent of her pussy as he stroked. His eyes fixed on a picture of Claire’s backside facing the camera, her head looking over her shoulder, eyes teasing the camera. The heels lifted her firm ass. Andy pumped faster, feeling the heat build in his groin.
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After two corporal punishment sessions, an hour of trampling, and seeing a client for two hours who requested bondage, CBT, and smothering, Claire just wanted to get home and relax. It was one of those days that made her wish it had ended with a foot worshiping session. 

When she pulled the car into the drive, Andy was on the roof, hammering away. His body glistened under the setting sun, sweat rolling down his toned body. He waved with the hammer.

“How’s the roof going? Did you make it to the halfway point?”

“Three more shingles and I will be.”

“Good. I’ll meet you inside when you’re done so you can draw me a bath. I’m exhausted, and my arms are killing me.”

Claire thought it would be good to start training Andy to worship her body and to tend to her needs. For too long she had been the one to always pack his lunches and iron his clothes. She was the working girl now, and it was time Andy learned that his new job wasn’t a nine to five position.

She inspected his work. The dishes were all washed and put back in their respective spots. The sink was still wet—a minor infraction that she would go over with him. Nothing was cooking on the stove, though. Upstairs, she saw that her lingerie and clothes had been folded and placed in the drawers. Claire was impressed. Her husband was much more capable than he’d let on. Funny how men discovered their potential when the lure of sex was involved. The hamper was empty except for a towel. It wasn’t wet and there appeared to be a cum stain covering a small area.

Claire returned downstairs and checked the computer. Not surprisingly, Andy had been on the Thorn’s website. She wasn’t upset that her husband had been masturbating to her pictures. It was quite flattering, but she wanted him to be saving himself for only her. Claire also didn’t want Andy wasting his time beating off when there were plenty of chores to do. He was of no use to her spilling his seed while she was away. However, she knew the conditioning was important at this point. Compared to a few weeks ago, they had made tremendous progress.

“All done,” Andy said, a big smile stamped on his face.

“Great. I checked your work. While I’m pleased, I think you could have been done earlier and started on dinner.” She pointed to the computer. “Spending a little time surfing the web?”

Andy blushed. “Just looking at my gorgeous wife.”

“I appreciate your interest. However, when I’m away, I need you focused on the tasks that I’ve given to you. You have to exert some self-control. So what are we going to do about dinner?”

“We could go out again. We have plenty of money now.”

Claire stepped forward, her finger tracing along Andy’s sweaty chest. She imagined him stripping the shingles under the sweltering sun, thinking about his hot wife dominating powerful men while she was away. While that was a fitting image, she needed to set the record straight with him. “I have money. You don’t get paid until the end of the week.”

Andy’s blush got redder than her lingerie. Poor boy. In some ways she felt sorry for him, but he needed to understand that there wasn’t going to be any commingling of funds going on here. Andy could keep his little bank account if he wanted. Maybe she’d even get him a pink piggy bank that he could keep on the dresser.

“Besides, I don’t want you to get spoiled by eating out every evening. Even though money is good now, we need to be prudent and save. There’s still a lot around the house that needs fixing and the roof project won’t come cheap even with my strong handyman doing the work. Go draw me a bath, and then you can start on dinner. I’ll pick you out a simple recipe for you to complete while I’m in the tub.”

The clawfoot tub was another selling point of the house. With the disappointment of trying to have children and Andy’s employment troubles, Claire hadn’t been able to really enjoy it until now. She showed him the bath salts and how to mix them into the water. 

“Be sure to place the bath oils next to the tub so I can reach them while I bathe. Too bad we don’t have a music player in here. That’s something you can add to your remodeling list.”

“Anything for my pretty wife,” Andy said with a grin.

“Good attitude. Now help me out of my leather dress.”

Claire felt her husband’s strong hands draw down the zipper. She stepped out of the attire and began snapping loose the red garter belt. “Honey, can you lower my panties so I don’t have to bend over?”

“Um, sure.”

Claire heard him breathing faster. Even though he’d jerked off earlier in the day, she didn’t doubt there was still more than enough fire left in him. She turned around so that he was facing her plump ass. 

The fiery thong descended her legs. 

“Thank you, honey. While you’re down there, why don’t you give my booty a kiss?” 

She shook her bum in front of his face, bending her hips slightly.

“What? Now?”

Claire rolled her eyes. She knew Andy wanted to kiss her ass. He was just letting his macho pride get in the way. 

“Are you telling me that my ass doesn’t entice you?”

In the heels, her tight butt was irresistible. Andy should have considered himself a lucky man. Claire didn’t afford her clients the luxury of worshiping her ass. The most they ever got was a face sitting with her clothes still on. Many of those men would have paid an obscene amount of money to be in her husband’s place.

“Of course, not. That one picture of you with your backside facing the camera sent me over the edge.”

“Which one was that? There are several fitting the description.”

“The one with your black lingerie.”

“Naughty boy. Were you having some fun with my dirty undergarments?” 

She watched Andy’s eyes drop to the floor. 

“No wonder you had trouble finishing your tasks on time. Tell me what you did with them. I want to know.”

Andy shook his head. “Nothing, Claire.”

“Oh, come on, honey. I’m your wife. If can’t be honest with me about your sexual desires, who can you be? I think it’s sexy that you find me attractive enough to play with my dirty lingerie. Did you sniff my panties?”

The blush exploded across Andy’s face, extending all the way to his ears. “Yeah, and I tied one of your stockings around my cock and used the other to masturbate with.” 

He quickly added, “But I didn’t get anything on them.”

“You better not have. How did my panties smell?”

“Amazing. I was thinking about them all day on the roof.”

“No need to imagine. You’ve got the real thing right in front of you.”

Grabbing the bottom of her cheeks, she made them giggle for him. Andy couldn’t resist the sight. He leaned closer and planted several kisses on her bum. He seemed to lose himself in the act, sucking on her cheeks and kissing closer to her butt hole.

“Not so fast,” she said when he neared her anus. “That’s a reward for boys who complete all of their chores as assigned. If you want to eat out this ass, I suggest you get up early tomorrow morning.”

Claire heard a groan of frustration from Andy. She looked over her shoulder and saw a bulge pressed against the front of his jeans. She turned around and bent her legs. Grabbing his cock through the denim, she slapped the head of his cock. 

“No. This is about my relaxation.” 

His cock returned to a half erect state. Claire liked it in that form: horny and eager, but under control. Kind of like having a pit bull on a leash.

She stripped the rest of her clothing and threw a leg over the tub. As her body adjusted to the hot water, Claire straddled the lip of the tub, allowing her pussy to settle against the porcelain. Her husband stared at her, drool beginning to escape from the corners of his mouth. 

“Honey, are you going to start dinner or do I need to spank you?”

“Oh, no. I was—I mean—I thought you still wanted me—I’m going now.”

Claire giggled as he fumbled for the right words. She noted his erection had returned as he scurried out of the bathroom and hurried down the stairs. She’d have to do something to keep his cock under control.

Slipping into the water, Claire moaned as her muscles relaxed. The bath salts felt so invigorating against her skin that she struggled to keep her head above the water. This was the way it should have been all along. Claire was happy and Andy didn’t look like he was suffering too much either. She hadn’t seen his cock this hard since they’d first started getting serious. It was important to maintain that feistiness boiling in her husband. So many married couples forgot to keep the passion alive.

After a lovely bath, Claire dressed in silk pajamas and went to check on Andy. He was standing by the stove, stirring the pasta. The front of his shirt had several stains from the spitting sauce. 

“Honey, you’re ruining your shirt. Here, put on an apron.” 

Since only Claire owned an apron, she was forced to give him one with a floral pattern.

They ate together, and for the first time in as long as Claire could remember, they didn’t talk about upcoming doctor’s appointments or financial concerns. Andy said a couple of funnies that had her laughing as if she were still in high school with a million dreams untarnished.

She could tell Andy wanted a reward for all of his hard work, but Claire was tired and needed to sleep. After changing into his flannel pajamas, Andy jumped into bed with her. He took her in his arms, holding her close. She enjoyed having her husband hold and protect her. And she really enjoyed the feel of his hard cock pressed against her ass.
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Claire found Rose in the storage closet organizing some fetish gear. “Hey, Rose. Question for you. Do you have a recommendation on a good chastity device?”

Rose placed a strap-on against the shelf. “Which client is this for?”

“It’s not for a client. I’m training Andy.”

Rose paused and turned around. “In that case, I’d advise you to slow down.”

“What do you mean? I have him right where I want him, and where he wants to be whether he realizes it or not. Andy’s beginning to worship me. He can’t be in my presence for more than a couple of seconds without getting hard. If I don’t put his cock in a cage, he’s going to start jerking off all the time.”

“I understand your concerns, but chastity is a big step. It’s the Rolls Royce of submission because it’s twenty-four hour power exchange. You’re essentially controlling his manhood. That’s not something you introduce in the first week. Keep things moving at a steady pace. Let him worship you for a while and become drawn under your spell.”

“Okay, fine. You’ve convinced me. Still, I want to have a chastity device picked out. Our wedding anniversary is coming up. I guess I can surprise him with it then.”

“In that case, I’d go with steel. Those plastic devices cause a lot of chaffing. We’ll go to Dark Impressions later. But first, I need help organizing. Mistress Lin is coming in next week, and I want to have everything looking professional. If she enjoys her stay, she might pass along a good recommendation to other well-known dommes.”

Claire assisted Rose until she had to leave for a session. It was with a new client who said he was a truck driver. His occupation surprised her. She had figured all the men who came to the Thorn were wealthy. The man, Clint, explained that he saved a little each week from his paycheck to see a domme once a year. When he spotted Claire’s pictures online, he said he couldn’t resist.

Claire made sure to give him a session he wouldn’t soon forget. Taking him to the front of the classroom, she bent him over the teacher’s desk and administered a bare bottom paddling until his cheeks turned purple. She knew he’d be squirming in his big rig during the following week, reminded of how he had suffered for Mistress Claire.




After work, Claire stopped by Dark Impressions with Rose. They surveyed the glass case with the chastity devices.

“Most of these are novelty items that aren’t practical for long-term wear,” Rose said. “For a starter belt, I’d go with one from the Iron Gate series. If you don’t mind me asking, how big is your husband?”

“Just over six inches when he’s erect. But when he’s soft, he gets as small as an acorn.”

They both laughed.

“Can I help you two find something?” a sales girl asked. “Oh, I’m sorry, Mistress Rose. I didn’t see it was you. How is everything?”

“Very well, Denise. How’s business?”

“Quite busy. BDSM has gone mainstream. My clientele has changed so much over the last six months. I used to only get people with tattoos coming in here. Now Mr. and Mrs. Jones are stopping by to pick out cuffs and blindfolds before picking up Junior from soccer practice. What are you looking for? Something for the Thorn?”

“No, I’m actually helping one of my new girls. This is Claire.”

Denise reached over the counter and shook Claire’s hand. “You were in here the other day, weren’t you?”

“Yeah, I stopped by with Stephanie. I love your store. I’ve never seen any place like this.”

“Thanks. How are you enjoying the Thorn?”

“It’s better than washing dishes and folding laundry.”

“Claire used to be a housewife,” Rose explained. “Now that she’s discovered her dominant side, she wants to begin training her husband.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet. Are you looking for a chastity device?”

“Yes. It’s our wedding anniversary coming up, so I want to get him something special. However, he’s very new to submission, so I don’t want to freak him out.”

Denise nodded. “Well, we have plenty of beginner’s models. To start out, I would recommend going with a trap ball design. Later on, you can convert to the full belt design. We have several ergonomic models that won’t cause him pain when he gets nocturnal erections. Unless that’s something you want him to experience.”

Claire felt her cheeks warm. Knowing she could have this kind of control over her husband was enthralling. She didn’t know how she was going to wait until their anniversary to surprise him with the gift. Two weeks sounded like forever. 

“I just don’t want him to be able to masturbate.”

“No problem. If he gives you trouble and you decide to change your mind, we do have several inserts with varying degrees of spikes. They don’t leave any damage, but they will make erections quite painful. They’re good for daywear when you’re not around, especially when you want him focused and not having sexual thoughts. Just something to keep in mind.”

“I think for now the chastity belt is going to be enough of a shock for him.”

“I agree,” Rose said. “When a man realizes that he can’t touch himself and that a woman has control of his sexuality, it can be a difficult adjustment.”

“No worries,” Denise said. “The next thing you have to decide is how restrictive you want the belt to be. Some of our designs have bars where the penis can still be seen. I will warn you, in those, he’ll be able to touch himself with his pinky or by sticking something through the bars. However, they’re easy to clean. For distance domination, those kind of devices work best.”

“Oh, I don’t want him to be able to touch himself at all.”

“In that case, I would recommend a device that completely encloses the penis. There’s a few breathing holes for ventilation and a slit to pee out of, but nothing else. These devices also have the added psychological benefit of not allowing the man to even see his manhood. That can have a strong submissive effect on a man.”

“That sounds exactly like what I’m looking for,” Claire said.

“Great. I’ll take down your husband’s measurements. I should have it ready within a week. Did you want to personalize it with an engraving?”

“What do you mean?”

“Some mistresses or wives like to put their name on the belt signifying their ownership.”

Claire’s legs tightened as she imagined a hot and frustrated Andy staring down at his cock locked away in a restrictive device with her signature on the front. Keeping his dick in chastity was going to be better than sex. 

“What a lovely idea. Can we engrave it so that when he looks down at the tube, he’ll be able to read it?”

“Sure, I can put the letters upside down.”

“On second thought,” Rose said, “maybe the spikes would be good to have. They can really come in handy when you need immediate correction for bad behavior.”

“Also, when you purchase the spikes with the belt, we offer them at a twenty-five percent discount.”

“I guess since it’s our anniversary I can splurge this once.”




***




The tarp was still on the roof when Claire pulled into the drive. That was strange. Andy was supposed to have finished up. Then she remembered the puddles on their street. The weather had been fine in the city. If it had rained, Claire hadn’t wanted Andy to risk working on the roof, but she hoped he’d taken the initiative to do other chores around the house. 

She got out of the car and went inside. 

“Andy, I’m home.” 

She found him in the kitchen. At least he had dinner going.

“Hey, sweetie. I was just placing this in the oven. Dinner will be ready in half an hour.”

“Good. What happened with the roof?”

“We had intermittent showers all day. The weather looks good for the rest of the week, so I should be able to knock it out without any more delays.”

“That’s what I figured. Did you complete the other chores I had lined out for the rest of the week?”

Andy’s face tightened. “What other chores?”

Claire sighed. She stepped over to the kitchen table and picked up the sheet of paper that clearly listed the chores for the week. The same one she had showed him last night and told him would be on the table this morning. 

She waved the paper at him. “These chores ring a bell? They were the ones that I told you needed to be completed by the end of the week and would be lying right here in case you forgot. I also reminded you this morning that the bedroom door upstairs was in need of oil because it squeaks every time I open it. I suppose you didn’t remember to do that either, did you?”

Andy dropped the dishrag. “I’ll do it right now. The oil is right over here. It will be done in a sec, sweet pee.”

Claire lifted a hand. “Stop. Work is over. This is supposed to be our time. You’ve had all morning and afternoon to take two minutes to fix the doorknob. You can get to it tomorrow.”

“I’m really sorry, Claire. It completely slipped my mind.”

“So what did you do all day?”

Andy shrugged.

“I take it that means nothing.” Claire shook her head. “Andy, this is completely unacceptable behavior.”

“Oh, come on, Claire. I’m sorry. Tomorrow I’ll work twice as hard.” His eyes traced the outline of her body in the pencil sleeveless dress. He took a step closer. Arms slipped around her waist. “Why don’t we go upstairs? We’ve got enough time before dinner.”

She pushed his eager hands away. “I couldn’t agree more. March upstairs and take off your clothes. Kneel facing the bed, and I will be in shortly.”

“Why am going to kneel?”

“Just do as I say.”

Andy began unbuttoning his shirt as he raced upstairs. He probably thought he would get to eat her out again on his knees. Fat chance that was going to happen. Claire needed to instill some discipline in Andy. He obviously had no respect for her. To him, she was still a sexual object. That was better than it had been a week ago, true, but she wasn’t going to settle for being a trophy wife.

Claire went out to her car and popped open the trunk. She had picked up a few extra goodies at Dark Impressions. She opened the bag and took out the wooden hairbrush. It was an antique model with a flat backside. Denise had told her the brush was perfect for domestic discipline. She closed the trunk and went to the bedroom.

The door squeaked as she entered. Andy was knelt beside the bed, facing away from her.

He turned around. “I’m really sorry, sweetie. I didn’t—”

“You’re not going to talk your way out of this by calling me sweetie.”

His eyes narrowed. “Talk my way out of what? Why is there a hairbrush in your hand?”

She slapped the backside of the brush against her open palm. “I’m going to give you an old-fashion over-the-knee spanking.”

“A what? Is this some kind of joke, Claire?”

She pulled the hassock away from the bed and sat on the edge, pressing her knees together. “No joke. Hurry up and lay over my lap. Dinner will be ready soon.”

“Claire, this is ridiculous. I’m not going to bend over your knees. I’m your husband.”

Rising onto her heels, Claire stood and approached him. She grabbed his wrist and pulled him toward the hassock. “I was planning on only giving you a few whacks to make my point, but I now see that I’m going to have to be tougher with you.”

“Claire, what are you doing?”

“What I should have done the first night you snuck over to my house when my parents were away. You’ve gotten far too spoiled with my docile attitude, but no more. You’ll start treating me with the respect I deserve, or you’ll find yourself with one very sore behind.”

Before Andy could react, Claire had him bent over her knees with his bottom lifted into the air. She lowered his head with one hand as she swung her other arm. The clap of the wood was strange for her to hear in the bedroom. Andy started to struggle, but Claire had learned a few moves of her own. She pinned Andy’s restless legs and began swinging the hairbrush rhythmically, alternating between butt cheeks. 

Andy’s protests faded as he became more focused on dealing with the sharp sensations produced from the paddle. Claire watched his backside warm to a lovely shade of pink. If Andy had taken his punishment like a real man, she would have stopped then. Instead, she continued on, watching his ass darken to a deep crimson hue.

“I’m tired of coming home to find you slouching around the house while I’m gone all day earning money for this family. All you have to do are the chores as I’ve written them out. I really don’t understand what the problem is.”

Andy moved a hand behind his back, blocking the hairbrush. “I’m sorry, Claire. I won’t do it again. I’ll do all of my chores.”

She pried his hand away and leaned over, her lips hovering above his ear. “Don’t interrupt the punishment, and don’t try to cover your ass.”

She gave each cheek one last hard smack before she told him to stand. Andy struggled to his feet, grabbing his ass and rubbing his cheeks.

Claire pointed to a corner in the room. “Go there and kneel facing the wall. When I think you’ve had enough corner time, I’ll come and get you so you can eat.”

This time, Andy didn’t put forward any objections. Claire was pleased to see that she had finally gotten through to him. She doubted it would be the last time he’d resist her dominance. That was fine with her. She understood it was natural for him to oppose her authority. His upbringing had instilled in him the false notion that he was supposed to lead the home. Those old convictions wouldn’t be overcome after one spanking. Still, she was making progress. Andy now knew that she wasn’t playing around. This wasn’t some kinky activity she’d picked up at work and wanted to give a whirl at home. She very much intended for this to be their ongoing lifestyle, and if Andy didn’t want a bruised bottom, he had better get with the program. Besides, he’d feel much more comfortable with Claire in charge. She was sure of it.

Just as Andy was settling in for his corner time, Claire heard the oven beep. 

Downstairs, she took out the turkey Andy had fixed and sat alone at the kitchen table. She would have enjoyed having him at the table. Last night had been perfect, and it reminded her of their early days together. While it was tempting for her to run upstairs to tell Andy that she’d overreacted and that he could join her at the table, Claire knew such an impetuous action would ruin all of his progress. She would come home a few days later and find Andy slacking again on his chores. Only this time, she’d have no one to blame except herself. A constant lesson learned at the Thorn was that a domme couldn’t send mixed signals. Rules couldn’t sometimes be enforced or punishments sometimes dealt. Rose had taught her that fickle domination caused great anxiety in the submissive and gave them a false impression that they still maintained control and could manipulate the domme to their desires.

Properly training Andy would mean sacrifices on her part as well. If so much didn’t rest on the outcome of his training, Claire wouldn’t have been so strong. She didn’t enjoy seeing her husband suffer. She loved his wit. No one else could get a belly laugh out of her quite like Andy, and he seemed to possess the kind of humor that only Claire understood. Yet, she was certain that their marriage depended upon this lifestyle. The last couple of days had only made her more confident in her estimation. Andy had never been so full of sexual energy—and neither had Claire. They were beginning to trust each other in a way they hadn’t before. While they were momentarily separated, Claire knew this would bring them closer than any vows or hot sex had previously.

After finishing dinner, Claire pushed back her chair. She started to take her plate to the sink before she stopped. Washing dirty dishes wasn’t her job. She wasn’t above helping out around the house, but she needed to teach Andy that this was now his job. Leaving her plate out on the table would be a small, yet forceful, reminder of the new power dynamic of their relationship.

Abandoning her dirty plate on the table, she returned to the bedroom. She couldn’t believe what she saw. Andy was walking around. He acted like her orders didn’t even matter. Where was the respect? The submission? Maybe she’d misread her husband and spent too much time at the Thorn with men who truly yearned to yield to a strong woman. All Andy seemed to be interested in now was getting his dick into her. 

“Andy!”

Andy gasped and turned around. He looked at the corner and then back at Claire. “Is corner time not up?”

She sighed, shaking her head. “Don’t play dumb. I gave you a simple instruction, and you didn’t feel like following it. That’s the truth, isn’t it? You obviously don’t care much about me.”

“Come on, Claire. That’s ridiculous.”

“Don’t start, Andy. I don’t want to hear it. Dinner is downstairs. Just go eat and leave me alone. And don’t forget to do the dishes. Try not to make too much noise, either. I have to get to bed now. Some of us actually have to work tomorrow.”
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Standing outside the security checkpoint, Rose waited for Mistress Lin. She normally had Stephanie or Alexis handle picking up traveling dommes, but Rose wanted to personally welcome the legendary Lin, daughter of the revered Mistress Meng. 

The last week had been a whirlwind to get all the plans in place. There had been one crisis after another. First, there was the front-page news of a congressman who was ousted by his online domme. Rose didn’t think the woman was even fitting of the title considering her unconscionable actions. Of course, this had frightened her clients, leading to a slew of last minute cancelations with Mistress Lin. Thankfully, Rose had been wise enough to set up a waiting list. Even then, she had spent the last twenty-four hours scrambling to find additional clients.

Then she’d gotten a call from the five-star hotel Rose had booked for Mistress Lin. Some idiot patron had accidentally lit his bed on fire after falling asleep with a cigarette. Now half the rooms had smoke damage and wouldn’t be available. Rose had spent all morning calling around to other hotels in the area, but all of them were already booked for the big game that weekend. Rose didn’t know what she was going to do. Stephanie and Cynthia had small, one-bedroom apartments in the city. Alexis had a child. Claire was married. That left only Rose’s downtown penthouse for Mistress Lin to stay at.

She checked the time again. The flight had already been delayed two hours. Rose called Stephanie and told her to cancel her afternoon session. She felt that all her hard work over the last few years had been coming down to this one moment, and now it was all blowing up in her face, not from any wrong move, but just plain old bad luck.

A new group of passengers started making their way down the corridor and out of the security checkpoint. Rose craned her head, looking for any Asian passengers. Through a throng of dead-eyed passengers, Rose saw her. Standing about five foot eleven in a pair of Badgley Mischka Jeannie pumps, Mistress Lin sauntered the hall. The short metallic dress she wore gave Mistress Lin the appearance of having just stepped off of a modeling runway rather than a plane.

There were no bags in her hands—not even a purse or a carry-on. 

Rose waved. 

Mistress Lin offered her a slight nod. Rose noticed a handsome businessman in a grey suit trailing Mistress Lin. He was rolling a Louis Vuitton bag and carrying a large tote purse over a shoulder. When Mistress Lin stood in front of her, she thanked the businessman. 

He smiled and sat down her things. “Need anything else, ma’am?”

“No,” she said. “Thank you for your assistance.”

The man fumbled for his wallet. He took out a business card and a pen from his pocket. “That’s my personal number. If you want someone to show you around the city, give me a call. I know all the hotspots.”

Mistress Lin smiled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

When the man walked away, Mistress Lin tore the card in half and dumped it into a waste bin. “Back home, everyone warned me about how rude Americans are. Funny, I haven’t noticed yet.”

“Well, let me continue the hospitality by getting your bags for you. You must be exhausted after such a long flight, especially considering the delay.”

“I think I’m almost used to it by now. It gives me time to write.”

“Oh, what are you working on?”

“A biography of my mother. She’s getting older now. I felt it was important to document her experiences and contributions to the femdom community.”

“I’d love to read it.”

“I’ll let you know when I’m finished and send you a copy.”

They stopped by the baggage claim to pick up the rest of Mistress Lin’s luggage. An airport employee helped them wheel it outside where a stretch limo waited by the curb. Rose had pulled out all the stops on this trip, hoping to impress Mistress Lin. Now she didn’t even have a place for her to stay.

They climbed into the back seat.

“There’s been a slight derailment in our plans,” Rose said. “I had you booked in the finest hotel in the city until some drunken patron decided to smoke in a nonsmoking room and fell asleep with a cigarette still burning. Now half the hotel is shut down. I did everything I could to find you another room in the city. With the football game this weekend, I’m afraid everything decent is booked. However, you can stay with me. I hope you don’t mind.”

Mistress Lin shrugged. “That’s fine.”

Rose didn’t know whether she was just trying to be polite or if she really meant it. Mistress Lin didn’t strike her as the kind of gal who would say she was fine if she really wasn’t. Still, the turn of events made for a horrible first impression. Mistress Lin traveled the world dominating wealthy men. She was probably accustomed to only the finest establishments. 

“It actually might work out for the best. I have a penthouse with gorgeous views. The staff there is also great. They’ll go out and get you food at any time of the night. Plus, we’ll be able to leave together in the morning, so you won’t have to worry about meeting a driver. There’s a bedroom in a separate part of the penthouse, so it will be like having your own place. Very private.”

Mistress Lin laughed and placed a hand on Rose’s thigh. “It’s fine. Really. You don’t have to impress me with a bunch of glitter and glam. Good domination is what impresses me. When my mother started out in Shanghai, she saw men in a seven hundred square foot apartment.”

Rose smiled. “Sounds a lot like my beginning.”

As the limo left the airport and traveled along the interstate, Rose began to relax. They passed through the countryside; the metropolis loomed over the horizon. Mistress Lin told Rose about her travels around the world. Rose was surprised to hear that different cultures had distinct fetishes that were more popular than others.

“And another interesting thing I’ve picked up is that humiliation isn’t so taboo in Western culture,” Mistress Lin said. “In China, having a woman humiliate you is seen as a fairly extreme form of BDSM because reputation is so important to our people, and despite progress, it’s still a very patriarchal society. When I stop in Dubai, religious degradation is the new rage. Sometimes, it’s hard to keep all of it straight.”

“I bet. In America it’s a grab bag of fetishes. That’s why we conduct a thorough consultation with each of our clients so we can recommend to them the girl that we think will best suit their fetishes. Of course, we allow them to pick a girl if one has really piqued their interest.”

“I like that idea. I do something similar. Just not in such a formal fashion.” Mistress Lin stared out of the windows as they drove. “I love the little farms out here. They’re so cute.”

“Yes, it’s like something out of a Norman Rockwell painting, isn’t it? One of my girls, Claire, actually lives out here.”

Mistress Lin lowered the window. “Oh, you should have had me stay with her. I stay in big cities all the time. It would be so nice to get away and visit one of these quaint little towns.”

Rose offered a nervous chuckle. There was no way she was going to let Mistress Lin stay at Claire’s. For one, the girl was married. Second, she was new. Claire was a lovely girl, but Rose couldn’t entrust her with the Thorn’s most important visitor. 

“She’s married, so I don’t think that would be a very good—”

“Married? That’s rare. Does her husband know what she does?”

“I believe so, but—”

“Really? And is he submissive as well?”

“Um, sort of. I think Claire just started training him.”

Rose thought Mistress Lin was going to jump out of her seat with excitement. “Oh, that’s so adorable! Now I insist. Will you please ask her? I’m very good at domestic discipline, and I’d love to help a girl get her husband in line. They have a second bedroom, correct? All of the houses out here are so big. I guess the land is really cheap.”

Rose felt the color drain out of her face. She didn’t see how she could defy Mistress Lin’s request. Rose hadn’t seen her this happy since she had gotten off the plane. Of course, the final decision was up to Claire, and Rose doubted that she’d be sold on the idea. Honestly, who would want a beautiful woman like Mistress Lin staying at their home for a week with a husband? 

“I will speak to her. In the meantime, we can stop by the Thorn and leave your bags in the limo.”

“Yes, that’s fine. I’d like to see your establishment.”

Rose told the driver to stop by the Thorn instead of her penthouse. She then texted Claire, telling her to meet them out front.




***




Claire had just finished caning a banker who liked getting beaten for his crimes against the ninety-nine percent when she got the text from Rose. The man’s other kink was to have her randomly ask him the opening stock price of a Fortune 500 company, and to punish him for every wrong answer. He was the common caricature of the fat cat banker, grossly overweight and sporting suspenders to hold up his pants. She didn’t mind punishing him. Claire thought those bankers should all have gone to prison after the financial crisis. Taking his money and giving him a beating felt like a patriotic duty. Today she had taken on the role of a liberal dominatrix, scolding him on all that was evil and wrong with capitalism.

Claire returned the cane to the closet. She was wearing her leather dress, so she didn’t see the need to change before going downstairs. As she headed down the hall, a couple of the boys from the investment firm gave her a wink. She licked her lips and returned the gesture. “You gentlemen stop by later if you’ve got the balls to do so.” She giggled to herself as she watched their mouths drop open. Taking the elevator down, she walked out front.

After a few minutes of waiting, a limo pulled to the curb. The driver leapt out and opened the back door. A long set of legs stepped out of the backseat. Claire noted a pair of fancy heels. A striking Asian woman, who didn’t look older than herself, exited. The way the woman carried herself lent her a natural dominance that almost made Rose appear submissive by comparison.

The woman removed her sunglasses and turned, staring at Claire and offering her a smile. “You must be Claire.”

Claire took a step forward and stuck out her hand. “Yes, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise. I hear you’re the new girl around here.”

“Yes, I just started about a month ago.”

“Awesome. Well, I hope we can spend some time together. The only thing I enjoy more than dominating men is mentoring young women in the field.”

Rose quickly crawled out of the limo behind Mistress Lin. Claire noticed a troubled expression on her face. She mouthed to Claire that she needed to speak to her alone.

“Which floor are you on?” Mistress Lin asked.

“The sixty-ninth,” Rose said, straightening her dress and standing beside Mistress Lin.

Mistress Lin laughed. “How fitting.”

They rode the elevator and stepped out into the hall. While the girls usually took the side door into the Thorn, Rose showed Mistress Lin through the front where Stephanie was there to greet the important arrival.

“Oh, I love the waiting area,” Mistress Lin remarked. “It’s like a kinky doctor’s office. And no one in the building knows that you’re here?”

“Some of the boys down the hall do,” Rose said. “We try to stay as quiet as possible. Why don’t you take a seat here, Lin? I need Claire’s help for one minute in the back.”

“Sure, thing. But before you leave, I’d like to ask Claire whether she has room at her house. I hate to be a bother, and if it’s too much just say so. It’s just that I’d love to stay in the country.”

Claire felt like she was missing out on something. She turned and looked at Rose who was biting her lip.

“The hotel that Lin was supposed to be staying at incurred smoke damage this morning,” Rose explained. “However, I have plenty of space at my penthouse to accommodate Lin. I know you’re newly married and quite far away, Claire, so we wouldn’t want to trouble you.”

“It’s not too far away for me,” Mistress Lin said. “I can catch a ride with Claire in the morning. Plus, Claire, I’m very skilled at domestic discipline.” She gave Claire a seductive wink. “Of course, I don’t want to impose.”

If Claire brought home another woman to stay at their house, Andy would no doubt be furious, especially unannounced. But she thought it might be her only option. After last week’s total failure to get Andy to obey her corner time punishment, Claire had mostly stopped trying to dominate Andy. Even though he had finished up on the roof and was still doing his chores, there was no sense of respect from him. The only real change was that he was now horny all the time, trying to grab Claire as she left the shower or changed for bed. Normally she would have loved receiving that kind of attention from her husband. However, now she just saw him as a brat, one who would never truly respect her. She could control and dominate all the powerful men she wanted to, yet her husband would remain the one man who would continue to defy her. The realization was making her sick and even her sessions at the Thorn were becoming more difficult. Each successful session was a reminder of what she would never have in her real life.

“Don’t feel afraid to say no, Claire,” Rose said.

“Oh, yeah,” Mistress Lin agreed. “If you’d rather not have company, I completely understand. I know having a husband makes it difficult. How is his training going by the way? Rose mentioned to me that you had just started the process.”

Claire sighed. She really didn’t want to get into it. She hadn’t even brought up her troubles with Rose. Not being able to dominate her own husband made her feel like such a failure. Claire doubted either of these women would ever allow their man to walk all over them. 

“To be honest, things aren’t going well. I haven’t wanted to talk about it.”

“What happened?” Stephanie asked. “I thought things were going well.”

“At first, everything was great. Andy was responding well. He was more aroused than ever. I caught him not doing his chores, so I gave him an over-the-knee spanking with a hairbrush. Then I gave him corner time. When I came back up the stairs after dinner, he was strolling around the bedroom, completely ignoring the order that I’d just given him. I haven’t pushed things much after that. He obviously isn’t interested in submitting to me, even if he knows it’s what I want. I guess he doesn’t care.”

Mistress Lin squeezed her shoulder. “He’s testing you.”

“Testing me?”

“Yes. Whether it’s conscious or unconscious I don’t know, but you have to remember that domestic dominance is different than doing it professionally. If you think your husband it going to fall to his knees like he’s one of your clients, you’re going to be very disappointed, Claire. He’ll continue to test you to see if you’re serious.”

“I guess he now knows that I’m not. Is it too late to correct things?”

“It’s never too late, but it will be tougher. Don’t worry. I’m good at bringing a little shock and awe into a home. I’m like the dog whisperer for husbands.”

Claire laughed. “Then I guess I could use your help.”

“Well,” Rose said, “I don’t have anything planned for the rest of the day except for showing you around. I had hoped we could grab dinner tonight.”

“That’s okay,” Mistress Lin said. “We have all week to go out. I’d rather help Claire with her family situation. I couldn’t eat well knowing that her husband is off track.”

Claire followed Mistress Lin around the Thorn as Rose gave her a tour. Mistress Lin nodded as they went. She seemed impressed by the staging of the rooms, especially the medical one. As they finished up, Mistress Lin met Cynthia and Alexis who had returned from lunch.

“I’d love to be able to session with each of you girls while I’m here,” Mistress Lin said.

Claire saw Rose smile for the first time that day.

“We’d love to learn from you,” Rose said. “I know all of my girls would grow immensely from working with you and seeing you in action.”

The girls all nodded.

“You know I always hear that,” Mistress Lin said. “But it’s me who’s always learning from sessioning with other women. I pick up a little from each domme. Over the years, I’ve built an extensive repertoire for every foreseeable situation.” She went on to tell them that it was great meeting everyone and getting a chance to see the place, but that the flight had left her exhausted. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to call it a day and start fresh tomorrow.”

“Absolutely,” Rose said. “Before you leave, I’d like to give you a file on one of our most important clients who is scheduled to see you. His name is Peter Schmidt. He’s a CEO of a large tech company in the US. I have a list of all his fetishes and notes from his previous sessions.”

“Sure, I’ll take them and look over it tonight.” She turned to Claire. “Ready to go? I can’t wait to see your home.”

Before Claire left, Rose grabbed her, taking her to the side. “If you need anything, don’t be afraid to call.”

Claire told her she wouldn’t. She felt bad for Rose. The woman had seemed so on edge since Mistress Lin’s arrival, especially after Claire had agreed to host her.




It was still early in the afternoon when Claire and Mistress Lin stepped into the limo. As they left the city, Mistress Lin began asking Claire more about her husband and how she had gotten involved in domination. Claire gave her the whole story, from the time her and Andy had met in high school to her finding out she was sterile and Andy losing his job. Mistress Lin never lost eye contact with Claire as she listened. 

“Sounds like you’ve been through a lot. Both of you. But don’t worry. From what you’ve told me, you two really care about each other. That’s the most important thing. As long as there is love and mutual respect for one another, I can take it from there.”

Claire hoped so. She still had one other concern. Mistress Lin was stunning. Even walking out of the Pinnacle Tower it had been obvious. When Claire left for the day, she always received several long stares from the men in suits and more than a few jealous expressions from women. However, walking with Mistress Lin was a different story. All eyes were directed at her gold metallic dress. It just wasn’t her attire. She carried a presence with her that was electric and magnetic. There was an X factor that couldn’t be described or ignored.

As the limo parked beside her front lawn, in some ways Claire hoped Andy was goofing off. She’d love to see Mistress Lin straighten him out. He was probably wondering what in the world a stretch limo was doing outside their home. The neighbors would be talking for weeks, but Claire had stopped concerning herself with what they thought. She wasn’t living her life for their approval, and she had found that when it came to gossip, there was no way to avoid it.
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The driver told them he would carry in the bags.

“Let me see if my husband is around to help you,” Claire offered. “If he’s sitting on the sofa watching TV, I’m going to lose it.”

Mistress Lin grabbed her hand. “You won’t lose it if you want to be his dominant wife. Remember that you are the one who is in control. That means you have to be in control of your emotions as well. If he senses anger or frustration in you, he’ll become defensive or aggressive. When he fails you, tell him you’re disappointed.”

Claire took a breath and told her she was right. Losing her cool wasn’t going to help anyone. 

As she headed up the walkway, the front door swung open. Andy squinted at the limo and the strange woman walking with Claire.

“Did I miss something?” he asked.

Mistress Lin smiled. “He’s cute. I like the blue jeans and flannel. Very country.”

“Sweetie, this is Lin. She just came in from Shanghai. She lost her hotel room, and now she doesn’t have a place to stay. I told her she could crash here for the week and use one of the spare bedrooms.”

“You won’t even know I’m here,” Mistress Lin said. “I’ll leave each morning with Claire.”

Andy gave Mistress Lin a long look up and down. Claire wanted to knock him upside the head with her purse.

“That’s cool,” he muttered.

“Sorry that my husband is such a pig,” Claire whispered.

“Don’t think anything of it. We’ll get him straightened out.”

To his credit, Andy managed to assist the driver with a couple of the bags. When Andy brought them inside, his sleeves were rolled up to his shoulders, showing off his arm muscles. What a jerk. She knew Andy would never cheat on her, but trying to impress another woman right in front of her still made him a total manwhore.

He set down the last bag and wiped the sweat from his face. “So, Lin, you work with Claire, huh?”

“Just for this week.”

“It’s Mistress Lin, sweetie. She’s one of the most accomplished dommes in the world.”

Andy smiled, giving Mistress Lin a raise of his brows. “I don’t doubt it.”

Agh! Claire thought her husband should have just dropped his pants right there and started jerking his cock. He was practically doing it already with his eyes.

“We’re going to need dinner for three tonight,” Claire said. “Why don’t you go start things while I get our guest settled in?”




While Andy was cooking, Claire showed Mistress Lin the spare bedroom on the second floor.

“You’ll have your own bathroom down the hall,” Claire said. “We originally got a three bedroom house in hopes of having children.”

Mistress Lin put an arm around Claire. “Try to stay focused on one thing at a time. Let’s first worry about getting your husband on track. Okay?”

“Yeah, I guess so. Did you see the way he was looking at you? It’s like I don’t exist.”

“That’s just because I’m something new. Men are wired to seek out variety. It’s only natural. Maybe we can use it to our advantage.”

“Maybe. I sometimes think Andy is unteachable.”

“No man is unteachable. Some just take more time than others. I’m sure we can get through to him.”

Claire helped Mistress Lin unpack as Andy cooked dinner. Her only concern was that Mistress Lin might do something crazy like bend Andy over the table during dinner and start whacking his balls and behind. The jerk deserved no less, though, Claire was fairly certain that would have Andy running for the hills. Mistress Lin may have been the so-called top domme in the world, but what did that even mean? It’s not like there was a committee to settle these matters. Was there? Claire didn’t know, and that wasn’t really her concern. A strange woman had managed to wander her way into their home—a woman who Andy was definitely attracted to, and that was enough to give her pause. Perhaps she was the one being controlled and manipulated.

Mistress Lin didn’t do anything outlandish during dinner. She sat with her back straight and ate with such propriety that Claire could have mistaken her for a debutante. Even the way she ate was sexy, taking each deliberate bite between those wet lips and drawing the napkin to the corners of mouth, dabbing twice before refolding the cloth and returning it to her lap. 

Claire tried to mimic her table manners while Andy was running around the kitchen like Gordon Ramsay. He kept asking Mistress Lin if she needed a second helping or a refill of ice water. And the fact that he was actually referring to her as mistress unnerved her. She had been such an idiot for giving him that request.

Watching Andy race around the kitchen gave her an unpleasant realization. Andy wasn’t the uncouth alpha who would never submit to another woman. He just wasn’t interested in submitting to Claire. The thought stung. She could have dealt with him not being submissive to women. Claire knew she had a strong husband. He wasn’t like all those soft city boys. He didn’t mind getting his hands dirty or working until his body broke. But watching him become instantly malleable to Mistress Lin’s direction, as if under hypnosis, revealed his potential. Unfortunately, none of that submission was directed towards her.

Mistress Lin pushed back her chair with lady-like elegance, the chair’s legs not even scratching the floor. She dabbed her mouth and folded her napkin, setting it on the table. “Thank you, Andy. Dinner was delightful.”

Like a total goofball, Andy’s whole face lit up. “Glad you enjoyed it. Sorry I didn’t make any dessert.”

“That’s okay. Some tea would be nice to relax before bed. Do you have any?”

Andy almost took a spill on the floor as he jumped to his feet and ran to the cupboard. “Sure, we’ve got plenty. Hey, Claire, didn’t you get a bunch for your birthday? You haven’t been using it, right?” 

If Claire’s eyes could shoot death rays, Andy would have been a pile of charred ash. Mistress Lin settled what Claire figured was supposed to be a reassuring hand on her. Except to Claire, the touch didn’t feel very reassuring. She was kicking herself for allowing this woman to ever enter their home. What had she been thinking? She should have listened to Rose. Now she was stuck with this woman for the rest of the week. Maybe she could arrange something with Rose in the morning. This clearly wasn’t going to work out.

“Oh, here it is!” Andy said, acting like he’d discovered a pile of lost treasure.

“Great. Please bring it up to the spare bedroom. I’ll be waiting there for you.”

Andy nodded. “Hey, Claire, you want anything?”

She frowned a frown so surly her face hurt. “No, I think I’ve had quite enough for tonight. I’m going to bed.” 

She wanted to add that Andy could find his own damn room to sleep in. Maybe he could curl up beside Mistress Lin’s bed in case she needed anything from him during the night. She threw down her napkin and stood.

Mistress Lin grabbed Claire’s arm. “Come with me,” she whispered.

Claire followed her up the stairs. “Listen, I appreciate your help, but I think it’s best if we just drop the whole domination thing with Andy. He’s obviously not interested in submitting to me.”

At the top of the stairs, Mistress Lin turned, staring at Claire. “Nonsense. Your husband has a strong reaction to dominance. You just have to discover the dominant woman inside yourself. Claire, becoming a domme isn’t about having a client list or donning fancy outfits. Anyone can do that. You demanded your husband call me mistress, but not yourself. What kind of message do you think that sends to him?”

“I can’t tell my husband to call me mistress. That would just be weird. Andy and I have known each other since we were kids.”

“Then nothing is going to change. If you’re serious about conquering your husband, follow me to the bedroom. If not, go to your own room and I won’t say another word. I’ll take my tea and tell Andy I need to sleep. Tomorrow I’ll mention to Rose that it would be best for me to stay at her place. But if you really want to claim your husband and to see the submissive in him truly blossom, come with me.”

Conquer? Claim? They seemed like such strong words. Staring up at Mistress Lin, her dark expression bearing down on Claire in the dim-lit staircase, she felt her chest tighten. 

Not waiting for an answer, Mistress Lin turned and started down the hall. 

Claire paused at the stairs, deciding her next move. She could have gone to her bedroom and been done with it. In a couple of days, Andy would realize that he’d acted like a jerk. She could wear sexy lingerie at night to keep the heat between them going. Claire could probably enjoy great sex with Andy again if she’d only drop this incessant need to see him submit to her. They could have a vanilla anniversary, go out to dinner in the city, and stay overnight at one of the fancy hotel suites downtown. She could probably get her money back for the chastity device, and if not, it could still be a kinky item they could use during foreplay.

Yes, she could have done just that and it was probably the wisest move. Perhaps she was becoming quixotic, but Claire wanted more out of their relationship. She’d felt the lure of power exchange, and it wasn’t something that could easily be put away and forgotten. She wanted Andy to experience that rush as well. Her husband failed to understand how many levels that sexuality could be expressed upon, and she wanted to see how far they could go.

Taking the last steps, Claire turned toward Mistress Lin’s room. She didn’t even have to knock. The door swung open before she raised her fist.

“Heard your footsteps coming down the hall,” Mistress Lin said. “You made the right decision. Come in.” 

She closed the door behind Claire.

“So what do you have in mind?” Claire asked.

“First of all, I want to make it clear to you that I’m not trying to steal your husband or get him to look at me. I’m not that kind of woman. At this point in my life, I can’t turn my dominance off. Once your true inner dominance is released, you’ll be the same way. Men respond to it whether I want them to or not. I think once he knows that you and I are on an equal footing, you’ll see his interest become directed at you.”

Claire knew that was a total lie, but she played along. “Fine. What do you think we should do?”

“Go to your bedroom and pick out the sexiest lingerie you have. Preferably something that Andy hasn’t seen you in.”

“I have a few pieces I picked up last week before Andy started defying my orders. You don’t think I need something kinkier?”

“No, it just needs to be feminine. Hurry up. He’ll have the tea ready soon.”

Claire slipped out of the bedroom and scurried down the hall. On her way back, she heard the kettle singing. By the time she returned to the spare bedroom, Mistress Lin had already changed into a latex bodysuit.

“What did you bring?” Mistress Lin asked.

“Standard lingerie with a garter belt and stockings along with a pair of heels”

“That’s perfect. I didn’t want to wear anything too revealing. I respect you too much to do that in front of your husband.”

“Thanks. So what are we supposed to do when he gets up here?”

“Just follow my lead. Remember that you’re a goddess—a princess. You deserve to be worshipped as such. Understand?”

Claire nodded.

“And do you believe it?”

“I guess so.”

Mistress Lin sighed. “I suppose I can work with that. You’d better get changed. He’s going to be up here any minute.”

Claire was removing her clothes when she heard the wooden stairs creak.

“Keep changing,” Mistress Lin whispered. “I’ll handle the door.”

As Claire was clipping her white bra together, a knock rasped against the door.

“Just a minute,” Mistress Lin cooed. “I’m changing into my PJs.”

“Oh!” Andy spoke like he was a fifteen-year-old boy entering puberty. “You want me to leave this outside your door? I don’t think Claire would want me coming in with you in your pajamas.”

Claire offered a tiny smile at hearing his words. At least he hadn’t lost all respect for her. Maybe there was a tiny bit of hope after all.

“No, just stay right there. I won’t be more than twenty seconds.”

Claire moved as quickly as she could, pulling up the stockings and garter belt. Mistress Lin helped her clip the garters. With only seconds remaining, Claire stepped into the white heels.

Mistress Lin looked her over. “I think you just need one addition.” She went to one of her bags along the floor and pulled out a pearl necklace. She unclasped the hasp and placed it around Claire’s neck. “Now you’re ready.”

Claire certainly felt like a goddess. She had planned on wearing the bridal lingerie for their one-year anniversary, but if Mistress Lin thought this would help Andy submit, she was willing to try just about anything.

Mistress Lin opened the door, greeting Andy in the black latex. Claire couldn’t blame him for looking. 

The tray rattled in his hands.

“Come on in, Andy,” Mistress Lin said. “I’m just getting ready for bed.”

“You’re wearing that to bed?” Andy croaked.

“Pajamas for dommes,” Mistress Lin said. “I have a guest with me, too.”

Andy walked in the bedroom and looked at Claire. This time, she was certain Andy was going to drop the tray. Mistress Lin wisely grabbed it from him before tea splashed all over the room.

Andy’s mouth hung open, staring at her like a mute. “Claire, what are you doing in here?”

“Just chatting, sweetie. Did you bring me tea?”

Andy stared at the one teacup on the tray.

“Claire and I were discussing your progress, Andy.”

Andy turned to Mistress Lin. Even barefooted, he stood a good six inches taller than her. “My progress?”

Mistress Lin set down the tray and placed a hand on his shoulder. “If you’re going to speak to me, I insist you do it from your knees. I don’t look up at anyone.”

Claire was shocked to watch her husband drop to his knees, wondering if he would ever respond so easily to her demands. It was as if Mistress Lin had placed a hex over her husband. 

Mistress Lin stepped beside Claire, running a hand along her garter belt. Andy’s eyes followed, taking in Claire’s bridal set.

“Your wife is a beautiful woman, Andy. So young and such grace.” Mistress Lin’s hands passed along her bra cup. Claire felt her breath flutter. 

“Full breasts and a gorgeous face. Legs that go on forever.”

Andy nodded passionately. “Yes, she’s gorgeous.”

“Yet, you seem to want to defy her every command. Do you not respect your wife, Andy?”

His eyes darted between Mistress Lin and Claire. “Of course, I do. I just don’t know what’s been going on lately. One day I’m working at the mine, minding my own business, and the next thing I know my wife is a dominatrix and strange women are coming to my house, stepping out of limos. Excuse me for needing a moment to catch up.”

Staring at him knelt against the floor, Claire did feel a degree of pity for Andy. He hadn’t asked for any of this to be thrown on him. In all honesty, she thought he was taking it all in pretty good stride. Most men would have made a beeline for the door as soon as they had discovered what she was up to. And it had been Claire who had first lied to Andy. He had every right not to trust her.

“Andy, I know this has been difficult for you,” Claire said. “Losing your job can cause an identity crisis in anyone. To make matters worse, you probably think you woke up with a new wife. But I want you to know that I’m the same girl you fell for after the football game. I don’t even care if you call me mistress. Titles aren’t important to me. I’m sorry for lying to you. While it came from a good place, that’s no excuse. Can you forgive me?”

“Of course, Claire. I just want you to be happy. That’s why I keep kicking myself. I should have provided you with the world and I failed. I know you think it’s not a failure because none of this was my fault, but for a guy, that doesn’t count for much.”

Claire was about to respond when Mistress Lin lifted a hand. “Andy, did you ever think that what you needed to provide Claire with wasn’t monetary? What if instead of providing her with money, you offered your submission instead? Submitting to Claire could be its own form of currency.”

“Yeah, except we can’t pay the mortgage with submission,” Andy argued.

“Sweetie, we have enough money coming in to cover a couple of mortgages, so relax. Our happiness is more important than money. I don’t know how you’ve felt about things, but for me, our marriage has been lacking.”

“Come on, Claire. It isn’t that bad.”

“Yes, it is. I know you don’t want to say anything, so I will. As of a couple of weeks ago, I honestly thought it was over between you and I. Don’t take what I’m saying the wrong way, Andy. I love you and I always will. But I didn’t get married to have a roommate. We both deserve more. It just wasn’t the sex, either. We had both become cold toward one another. Even though we weren’t cruel to each other, there was zero passion in this relationship. I know it and so do you. When I told you to get on your knees and lick my pussy that was the first fire I’ve seen in you since our honeymoon.”

Andy blushed. “Claire, don’t talk about our private stuff in front of other people.”

“Andy, I’m well aware of your marital situation,” Mistress Lin said. “Claire filled me in on everything. I’m not here to judge. Besides, I’ve seen it all. If I didn’t care, I wouldn’t be here. I could be in bed relaxing right now in the city. But I’m not. The story of you and your wife moved me. I think you two could have a beautiful relationship built around power exchange. However, that’s never going to happen until you learn to let go of your preconceived notions of marital roles.”

“You need to decide now,” Claire said. “I’m not going to wait forever for you to make up your mind.”

“What does that mean?” Andy asked, a little venom in his voice.

Claire stepped forward. She grabbed him by the hair on the front of his head. “It means shut up and worship my body. Start with my heels.”

As Andy opened his mouth to speak, a snap of Mistress Lin’s fingers stopped him cold. She pointed to Claire’s feet. Slowly, Andy’s gaze lowered, passing the tight panties drawn close to Claire’s pussy, down her slender legs until his eyes settled on the heels.

Claire stuck her heel under his chin. “Lick, hubbie. Do a good job and maybe I’ll give you a reward.”

That was all the enticement Andy required. He grabbed the back of her heel and kissed the toe, running his tongue along the shiny plastic.

“Once you break through the male pride, most men are rather acquiescent,” Mistress Lin explained. “There’s a natural submissive in your husband, Claire. Before this week is up, I’ll unearth it. Once his submission is tied to his sexual responses, he’ll be begging you to dominate him.”

Claire watched Andy lap at her heels. Mistress Lin was right. He was eagerly worshiping her. So much progress had been made since the last time when Andy had barely given her heels a peck of his lips.

“Did you hear that, Andy? Mistress Lin sees you for the little submissive boy that you are. You’re not fooling anyone except maybe yourself. There’s no shame in submitting to your wife. I won’t tell anyone outside my circle of domme friends. The neighbors will never know that you’ve knelt before me and worshiped my heels. Unless of course, you’re a very naughty boy.”

Claire watched him tremble at her words. She slipped her foot out of her heels. The lace fabric of the stockings became damp as Andy’s tongue passed the arch of her foot. Without being prompted, he took her toes in his mouth. His eyes closed and his breathing deepened as he lost himself in the act.

After worshiping her feet, his lips and tongue moved across her ankle and the boney part of her shin. He continued his kisses along the inner portion of Claire’s thigh. Her heart raced as she watched him. It was a nervous unrest. Unlike her clients, Claire worried that if she were to do or say the wrong thing at any point in time, Andy would become turned off. She felt that his submission was right at the budding stage, still delicate and in need of being drawn out of him with precision.

As his lips ended at the hem of her stockings, he stopped and looked up at her with eyes so weak she felt the dominance in her surge. Andy’s single desperate look opened something inside of Claire, something that revealed a great truth. She saw him for who he had always been: Andy Hamilton, the boy down the street with braces who drank Slurpees until his stomach hurt and who had once broken her Barbie doll during recess. Andy Hamilton, the teenager who was too nervous to ask her to prom, but had instead told all of Claire’s friends that he wanted to take her so that she could pass back the message for him to ask. And who was she? The girl who got numbers on a weekly basis, the girl who had stacks of notes passed to her during class—check yes or no—the girl who once had a thirty-year-old man in a convertible promise her the world when she was seventeen. 

Yet, she had turned down dates with the quarterback and the point guard. She’d checked no enough times to be considered a prude. But when she caught Andy shyly watching her after a football game, she had been the one to approach him.

She’d never asked herself why she had chosen Andy. The very basis of the question seemed offensive, like a mother debating why she loved her children. She loved him. There didn’t need to be any reasons as to why. 

Yet, as she watched him stare up at her, she was given the answer to a question she had never bothered to ask. With his lips mere inches from the lace panties concealing her now wet pussy, the answer seemed so obvious. She had been attracted to his submission.

And why had she been attracted to his submission? Because she was his antithesis. His domme. The one who would uncover his hidden submissive side and bring it to the surface, nurturing it and fostering its full potential. The self-actualization she underwent in those few seconds—seconds that seemed to tick by endlessly—hit her like revelation. If there was really such a thing as fate or soul mates, its purpose was to bring them together as domme and sub, mistress and slave, top and bottom.

Her voice became strong and commanding as she spoke to him. “I’m going to pull these panties to the side. When I do, you are going to lick me until I tell you to stop. However, I want to make something clear to you, Andy. You don’t deserve this pussy. Your behavior has been puerile since we wed. You’ve used taking care of me financially as a buffer to your childish ways and to hide the fact that you’ve ignored me. That’s the real reason you’re upset. It has nothing to do with money. You’re simply beginning to realize that without a paycheck, you have nothing to offer me. But you’re wrong, Andy. You have much to offer.”

She ignored the bewildered expression in his eyes as she lay on the bed, placing her head against the pillows. 

“I hope you’re not too sleepy,” she said to Mistress Lin.

“Not at all. Tell you what though. I’m going to grab a bag and head down to the bathroom to get ready for bed. I’ll return when you two have finished up.”

Mistress Lin lifted one of her smaller bags and left them alone.

“Do a good job, hubbie, or I’ll tell Mistress Lin that you need to be punished.”

Claire felt the cool air against her pussy as she pulled the crotch of her panties to the side. The coolness didn’t remain for long. A warm tongue took its place, the wet tip tracing the outer verge of her lips. A warm current ran down her legs, causing her toes to curl inward. Decadent thoughts swirled in her head. She thought through each of her sessions since she’d started at the Thorn, replacing her clients with Andy. She watched him being caned by her and taking a strap-on. In the next mental reel, she saw him gritting his teeth and asking for another weight to be added to the sack attached to his balls, yanking his nuts closer to the floor. As she imagined each of these scenes, she felt his tongue work across her pussy, lapping up her wetness.

By now, she was so sensitive that she felt certain a single flick of his tongue against her clit would send her over the edge. When the tip of his tongue finally touched her bulb, she discovered she wasn’t far off her estimation. Her hands moved to her breasts, fingers slipping under the bra and massaging her nipples as the first orgasm enveloped her body, heightening every tactile nerve to its most sensitive state.

Andy lowered his tongue to clean her wetness before returning to her clit. She threw her head back and squeezed her legs together, pressing her thighs against Andy’s face. She listened to him moan as he swirled his tongue faster. It was such a welcoming sight to see him finally overtaken by the smell and taste of her body, focused on her pleasure and forgetting about his own. In that moment, she wanted to control him, to own him. Claire moaned as images flashed before her: Andy’s hard cock encased in steel, a gag stuffed in his mouth, a long phallus claiming his ass.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she muttered. Her hand found the back of his head. She pulled him closer, shaking his head as if it were a dildo. An orgasm no less intense than the first buffeted through her. 

Spent, she pushed him away, feeling the vibrations pulse through her body.

“Thank you, sweetie. That was a wonderful way to end the day.” 

She pulled her panties back over her wet pussy. Just the sensation of the fabric sent shivers through her. 

Andy sat on the bed, staring at the bulge between his pants. “Why don’t we go back to the bedroom so I can finish you off with my cock?”

“Not now, sweetie. I’m pooped.”

Claire heard a knock at the door. She told Mistress Lin to come in.

“How was he?” she asked.

Claire felt so drunk from the orgasms that she could barely respond. Beads of sweat dotted her forehead. “Can you not tell? He did good, but as soon as we were done, it was all about his pleasure. We’ll have to work on his selfishness.”

Mistress Lin approached the bed, standing behind Andy. “The thing about punishment is that it should be aligned with inappropriate behavior as quickly as possible in order to form a strong association.”

Claire smiled as she stared at Andy. He didn’t say a word or try to secretly mouth anything to her, but his large, pleading eyes were begging her to stop Mistress Lin.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Claire said. “A little pain now will save us both a lot of heartache later on.”

Andy leapt up. “Hey, what did I do?”

“On your knees,” Mistress Lin commanded. 

Her voice was so aristocratic that even Claire felt herself jump. Her husband didn’t need to be told twice. His knees rattled against the floorboards. 

“Claire, would like me to administer the correction therapy or would you rather do it yourself?”

Claire sank back into the pillows. She felt so warm and cozy in the bed that she couldn’t imagine getting up. “You go ahead. I’m exhausted. Besides, I’d like to see you in action. Do you have any implements with you?”

“Of course. Andy, would you be a doll and fetch me my Louis Vuitton bag?”

Turning around, Andy pointed to the closest bag. “This one?”

“Yes. Just place it on the bed and open the side pocket, if you don’t mind.”

Hesitantly, Andy crawled over to the bag and brought it back to the bed. The zipper rumbled as he opened the pocket.

“Reach in,” Mistress Lin said. “It should be the only implement in there.”

Andy pulled out an item and stared at it.

“That’s it,” Mistress Lin said, taking the looped leather strap from him. A wooden handle fused the two ends together. The leather was thick and it had plenty of length to pick up speed on the down swing. 

Poor Andy, Claire thought, giggling to herself.

Mistress Lin tapped the leather strap against the side of the bed. “Off with the pants and undies. I want this to be a proper spanking.”

“Hold on,” Andy said. He kept glancing between Claire and Mistress Lin, trying to figure a way out of this predicament. “I’m not about to get undressed for some strange woman. You’re not okay with that, are you, Claire?”

Pathetic. He was actually going to try to use faithfulness as an excuse against pulling down his trousers to get a bare-bottom spanking after eye-fucking Mistress Lin from the moment she had walked into their home. She thought he deserved twice the punishment for trying to be so manipulative.

“Oh, we can work around that,” Mistress Lin insisted. “Take off your pants, and I’ll spank you with your underwear still on you.”

Andy started to unbuckle his belt. Claire guessed he figured the spanking wouldn’t be so bad if he had the protection of his underwear. The notion unnerved her. He was supposed to be taking a real punishment.

Claire laughed when she saw Andy standing in his tighty whities with his cock pressing against the front of them. She definitely needed to get him into chastity. It might actually make things easier for him. He wouldn’t have to constantly worry about his dick ruling his life.

“Why don’t you come around here to the foot of the bed?” Mistress Lin said. “That way, Claire can watch.”

After a defiant sigh, Andy strolled to the foot of the bed. Mistress Lin told him to bend over. Leaning his elbows against the mattress, Andy got into position while avoiding Claire’s gaze.

She watched as Mistress Lin made some slight adjustments to Andy’s briefs.

“Hey, what are you doing?” he asked, turning his head around.

Mistress Lin swatted him with an open palm. “Back around. Look at your pretty wife. I’m just pulling the fabric of your briefs between your ass cheeks, so I can give you a bare-bottom spanking without you having to get naked since you’re so concerned about nudity. See how nice I am?”

Andy faced Claire, frowning.

“It’s what you deserve for trying to be a little cheater,” Claire said, “so don’t give me that look. Take your punishment like a real man. I told you things are going to be different around here.”

She didn’t want to be cruel, but Claire knew that she had to be firm if she wanted Andy to submit. Mistress Lin wasn’t always going to be here. They had one week to get Andy in line before Claire had to fly solo.

Mistress Lin lifted the leather strap, placing it against Andy’s behind.

“Time to begin, Andy,” Mistress Lin said. “I want you to think about your defiance over the last several months. You claim to want to take care of Claire. I applaud you for recognizing that a husband’s job is to make his wife happy and to provide for her. So many men fail to realize this. They see their wife as a maid or their fuck toy. But you’ve been mistaken in believing that the best way to pamper Claire is through money. You need to focus on following her direction and dedicate yourself to fulfilling her sexual desires.” Mistress Lin ran her hand along Andy’s back, leaning over until her lips rested behind his ear. “Don’t think that you can divert back to your old ways when I leave. I travel frequently, and I have no problem hopping on a flight to come out here to straighten you out.”

With the covers pulled to her waist, Claire slipped a hand beneath her panties. She began massaging her clit as she watched the fright in her husband’s eyes. She breathed deeper as Mistress Lin towered behind Andy. 

The strap lifted over Mistress Lin’s shoulder. The looped leather flashed along a curvature, snapping against Andy’s bare bottom. A cry lifted from him, one much louder than when Claire had used the hairbrush. Claire rubbed her clit faster, undulating her hips as the strap lifted for a second time. The cracking hide produced a high-pitch resonance against her husband’s butt—a kind of celebratory clap that rang of submission.

Her kitty purred and purred as she witnessed her husband enduring the beating for her. The strap continued thrashing against him as Claire lost herself in another orgasm and the pleading cries of her husband. “It’s for your own good,” she wanted to mutter. For our own good, she corrected herself. This was no longer just about Andy. It was high time she became the matriarch of this household. Patriarchy had been given its fair run. Time to move on and try something else.

She watched her husband bury his head between his arms as the thick hide scathed his backside. She wished there had been a mirror behind him so she could watch it brand his behind.

A furious swat almost sent Andy to his knees. He clenched the sheets, choking on his own hollering. 

Mistress Lin paused, running her hand along the leather strap. “It’s quite warm.”

“I bet that bottom is pretty warm too,” Claire mused.

Mistress Lin placed a hand to his backside. “Oh, yes. This ass is on fire. Should I give him more?”

Andy lifted his head. “Please, Claire. I’ll be good. I promise. I’m sorry for before. Just give me a chance.”

“Oh, okay. I guess he’s had enough. But I want to give him a couple swats before we finish.”

“Do you need me to show you how to swing it?”

“No, I’m not going to spank his ass.” She crawled out of bed and took the strap from Mistress Lin. “Turn around, Andy.”

“What are you going to do?” he asked.

Claire sighed, facing Mistress Lin. “Trust is something we’re going to have to work on.”

“It takes time, Claire. Until then, you might just have to put him in bondage.”

“Oh, okay, okay,” he huffed. “I’m turning around. Jeez.”

Claire smacked him on one of the fat marks striping his ass. “Don’t get snippy with me, mister! You just got done taking a punishment, and you’re quickly working your way to another one.”

He muttered an apology and faced her.

“Spread your legs,” Claire ordered. “And if I hear one peep of resistance, you’ll be coming to work with me in the morning. We have plenty of bondage devices to keep you immobile. I’ll let all the women at the Thorn work you over until you can’t sit.”

Grudgingly, Andy spread his legs. His cock had gone soft, hiding behind his tighty whities. Claire massaged his balls through the cotton and watched his cock lengthen. She was feeling so frisky she wanted to take him to bed to fuck her except that would ruin Andy’s training. 

“Tonight you’re going to bed with blue balls,” Claire stated. “I don’t want you sneaking off to the bathroom to jerk one out either. You’ll stay under the covers with a stiff cock and a heavy set of balls. It will be good practice for you, because that’s the way it’s going to be more often than not.”

Claire took her hand away and replaced it with the end of the leather strap. Andy clamped up, closing his legs.

“Damn it, Andy!”

“Hold on,” Mistress Lin said. “I have something in one of my bags that I think might help.”

She opened a couple of her luggage pieces, rummaging around until she pulled out a metal bar with ankle cuffs attached to both ends. “This spreader bar will keep his feet from moving.”

“Perfect,” Claire said. She took the device from Mistress Lin and locked it onto Andy’s ankles. She gave it a test by tickling his inner thighs. He wasn’t going anywhere. She stood and returned the looped strap to his sac. “Let’s resume.”

Claire rubbed the leather against his balls, watching his cock stiffen. She then lowered the strap to his knees and flicked her wrist. The shot couldn’t have been more perfect. The fat loop at the end of the strap caught him right in the nuts. The ankles cuffs rattled against the metal bar.

Claire admired the twisted expression on her husband’s face. “Jeez, Andy. You look like someone just kicked you in the nuts.”

Mistress Lin and Claire cracked up at the quip.

“That’s for being such a naughty little wanker,” Claire said. “I know all about your lesbian porn. No wonder you were never in the mood before. You were always sneaking off to empty your balls for some airbrushed chicks. No more, though. I want you to throw all of those things out, and if you can’t control yourself online, I’ll have to install some Internet restriction software and whack those balls into mini pancakes.”

Andy muttered an apology. Claire wasn’t listening. She’d heard enough excuses from him. She massaged his balls again, giving them a little squeeze to get that stomach wrenching pain spreading.

“Get hard for me,” she said. “Come on. Think about my wet pussy. Watching you take the strap gave me the best orgasm I’ve had in years.”

Her words had the effect she was looking for. Andy’s cock swelled against the briefs.

“See?” Mistress Lin said. “I told you he was a submissive one. He loves that his suffering gets you off, Claire.”

“Then this should feel splendid.” 

Holding on to the end of the leather strap, Claire placed it against the head of his cock and snapped the leather hide like a rubber band. To her surprise, it only made Andy harder.

Mistress Lin laughed. “You’ve got a pain slut on your hands, Claire. We’ll have to adjust his training to account for that.”

Claire stuck her hand in his briefs and squeezed the head of his cock with her thumb and index finger. She felt the blood rushing in—and precum dribbling out. Standing on the tips of her toes, she stared into his eyes. “Be a good boy for me tonight. I don’t want to find you playing with yourself. If I do, I’ll have to wake Mistress Lin, and I bet she’s a real grouch if she gets woken in the middle of the night.”

Andy nodded and promised both women that they wouldn’t hear a peep out of him. 

He kept his word. 

Claire slept soundly, waking only once in the night to use the restroom. As she crawled back into bed, she checked on him. He was still hard as a lance. She gave his cock and balls a squeeze before turning over. 

Andy groaned in his sleep.
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After Claire and Mistress Lin had left, Andy slipped into the shower. His ass was so sore that he had to keep the hot water from spraying on his butt cheeks. He surveyed the damage. His backside was striped with wide, purple marks from where the end of the loop had struck him.

He still couldn’t fathom what was happening. It was great to see Claire walking around with so much confidence. That alone would have been pretty sexy, but he wondered where her obsession to dominate him had come from. He wasn’t a prude. Andy could get down with some kinky foreplay, just not the kind that left his ass looking like he’d taken a spill off a motorcycle.

The shower stung too much. He killed the water and grabbed the towel hanging on the wall. Before she left, Claire had applied some lotion to his butt. Lots of good that did. The lotion just made the stinging worse than it already had been. Sitting down wasn’t so bad when it came to the soreness. It was the itching that drove him nuts. 

Good thing I don’t have a desk job, he thought.

Claire had left a to-do list a bajillion miles long. He decided to get started on it right away. He didn’t want Claire and that crazy lady to come home and find his work incomplete. The Asian woman was hot. No doubt about that. Good enough to make the cover of one of his dirty magazines. But holy moly did she have a few screws loose. Maybe she’d been abused as a kid or had daddy issues.

First to do was his favorite chore, or more correctly stated, what had become his favorite chore. Andy wasn’t sure what got him so aroused about hand washing Claire’s lingerie. Maybe it was the touch of the soft, sheer fabric or knowing that the articles had recently been up against her privates. Or it could have been that the sight of lingerie usually meant he was about to get some action and he had become conditioned to respond to the sight of them. Of course, that hadn’t been true lately. Nowadays, it seemed like lingerie signaled that he was about to get a can of whoop ass from his wife.

Andy felt himself get hard. “What the fuck?” he muttered, staring at the pitch in his shorts. This BDSM stuff didn’t get him aroused. That was for sure. Claire’s confidence was sexy, and the way she teased him was playful and fun, and who didn’t find power a little sexy? But he hadn’t enjoyed the strap. That thing had hurt like hell. Andy was tempted to go inspect it, but he didn’t want Mistress Lin to know he had been digging through her stuff. Chicks are experts at knowing when you move something. Andy was convinced if he moved the saltshaker a quarter of an inch, Claire would yap at him for making a wreck of the kitchen.

Andy really wondered why thinking about last night was giving him such an uncanny reaction. Fast-forwarding through the scene in his mind, he looked for anything in particular that got his blood pumping. Then he remembered something Mistress Lin had said: He loves that his suffering gets you off, Claire. He repeated the words again and felt his balls tighten. What was it about suffering for his wife, and knowing that she got off to his suffering, made him aroused? Did he have codependent arousal? Was that even a condition?

He folded the last pair of satin panties and placed them in the hamper. After arranging her lingerie neatly into the drawer, he scratched Laundry off the list. Next to clean were the storm gutters.

It felt good getting out of the house and up on the roof, doing manly stuff that didn’t involve getting bent over by his wife, even if his ass stung as he crawled around on the shingles and cleaned out all the wet leaves and twigs. 

Andy finished up earlier than he expected. He ran inside and grabbed a sandwich before starting on dinner. He probably had time to jerk off. Lord knows he needed to. Those balls had been aching all morning. But he worried about getting caught. He didn’t think Claire would notice, yet something about Mistress Lin struck him as enigmatic, the kind of woman you were best not to mess around with. It was the kind of feeling a man got after learning that his wife’s new BF was a divorce attorney, and then finding out that she only represented women. No, she was certainly more than just an eye-catching woman. She reminded him of this English teacher he had in high school. In most classes, the students were like prisoners out on the yard; they ran the classroom. The teachers would be up by the chalkboard looking like they wanted to blow their head off, yelling at the teens to cut it out and letting the back row know that this time they were serious. Yet, in Ms. Brock’s class, no one ever acted up, and as far as Andy could remember, she never had to tell anyone to cut it out. There seemed to have been a silent agreement among his fellow pupils that Ms. Brock wasn’t the kind of teacher you crossed. Mistress Lin had that same aura about her.

Each time he thought about her, his heart would race. It was a different kind of arousal than lesbian porn provided him. There was something to be feared in the woman, a kind of forbiddance that one could only respect from a distance.




As the day wore on, his ass itched more and more. He started dinner in an effort to distract himself. Setting the casserole on the cooling rack, he heard the front door open.

The girls were chatting in the foyer. “I can’t believe you’ve never used a double-sided strap-on,” Mistress Lin said. “I’ll have to pick you one up before I leave. They’re the best. No sense in being left out of the fun during a pegging session.”

That got Andy’s attention. His eyes became wide as he tried to figure out whom Mistress Lin intended the strap-on to be inflicted upon. Surely Claire wasn’t planning on using a double-sided strap-on during one of her sessions. Claire getting herself off during a session was too close to infidelity for his liking. But if it wasn’t for one of her clients then . . .

“Hi, honey,” Claire said, smiling. “I didn’t realize you were in the kitchen. It smells wonderful in here.”

“Thanks,” Andy said. “The food is cooling. Should be ready in a few minutes.”

“Perfect. We’re going to change into something more comfortable.”

While the girls went upstairs, Andy set the table and poured them their drinks. He enjoyed the act of setting the table and cooking for Claire. It reminded him of their early days of dating. Coming from average means, taking Claire out to a fancy restaurant wasn’t possible in high school, so he had tried cooking for her instead. He never did a great job, but he supposed it was the effort that counted. And while he never would have admitted it a few weeks ago, he missed those early days of courting. The chase had been invigorating and exciting. Now that he was married, he’d grown lazy. There was no longer a challenge. Claire was always present to give him sex when and if he wanted it. Now that their roles were being reversed, he felt that old hunger inside of him again.

Andy struggled to sit still during dinner. On the wooden chairs, he found himself squirming and trying to sneak in a scratch of his butt cheeks.

“Did you forget to wipe?” Claire asked. “You’ve been fidgeting over there since we sat. Don’t you think that’s a little rude with a guest?”

“I can’t help it,” Andy complained. “It’s from the spanking. My butt itches like crazy.”

“That’s normal,” Mistress Lin stated.

Claire didn’t look so convinced. “How does it look?”

“There’s some bruising. You two really did a number on me. I’m all right, though. It wasn’t so bad until recently.”

“It will pass in a couple of days,” Mistress Lin said. “Nothing to worry about.”

Claire set down her fork and nibbled on her knuckles. “I don’t know. Lin, I would feel better if you checked him out. Would you mind?”

Mistress Lin gave Andy a big grin. “Not at all.”

Following dinner, all three of them went up to the master suite. Andy told himself there was nothing to be embarrassed about. He’d been naked in front of female doctors before. This wasn’t any different. Mistress Lin was a professional, rendering her professional opinion. It was far less invasive than a physical anyway. He’d just drop his pants, show his two butt cheeks, and be done with it. After Claire’s fears had been put to rest that would be the end of it.

“Lay down on the bed,” Claire said. “I want Lin to have a good look at you.”

“I’m sure I’m fine,” Andy said, unbuckling his belt.

Claire wasn’t hearing any of it. She patted the mattress and repeated her instructions. Keeping his briefs on him, Andy laid prone against the bed.

Mistress Lin’s fingers wrapped around the waistband of his briefs. She slid them down to around his thighs, and her hands massaged his bottom. A cold gel dripped onto his butt. 

Andy tensed up. 

“Relax,” Mistress Lin said. “I’m just rubbing in a little lotion to help it heal faster.”

Andy told himself not to get an erection. When he got an erection, he told himself to get soft before he had to turn back around. His cock only got harder.

“He’s fine,” Mistress Lin said. “His bottom just isn’t used to getting a good thrashing. If you want to avoid bruising him in the future, give him a long warm up with your hand or by light swats of a paddle. For punishments, I always skip the warm up. A little itching reminds them of their error over the next couple of days. Good for correcting behavior.”

She swatted him on the behind to accent her point.

“Okay, I feel better now,” Claire said. “Is he going to be squirming all night? If so, that sounds like a punishment for me, too.”

Mistress Lin let out a long sigh. “In these cotton briefs he probably will. Does he have a pair of silk boxers or briefs? That would be very soft on his skin and the fabric wouldn’t irritate him.”

“He doesn’t. There are a couple of wool boxers he got for Christmas, but I don’t think that would help.”

“No, that would make things much worse. Andy, what size are you?”

“Um, thirty-three waist. Why do you—”

“Oh, he’s pretty thin,” Mistress Lin said. “He might be able to squeeze into one of your panties, Claire. They’re quite soft.”

“I wear size two. I think they’d cut off the circulation to his balls. But I was actually at the lingerie store the other day and I accidentally picked up a size twelve in a silk panty. Someone in the store must have misplaced them. Do you think they might work?”

“Size twelve sounds perfect.”

Andy was very suspicious of Claire’s so-called “accidental” purchase. He’d never known her to pick up the wrong size in anything. Of course, she was a lot busier now. Maybe she’d been in a rush.

“Can’t I just sleep in the nude?” Andy asked.

“The sheets aren’t much better than the briefs,” Mistress Lin argued.

“Don’t be a baby, Andy. It’s for one night. I think you’ll like them. Panties feel really soft against your body. Especially silk. At least try them on.”

Claire moved to the dresser. Andy told his cock to get soft again. There was no way he was going to let Claire see that he had an erection while they were talking about him wearing panties. He wouldn’t be able to tell her that it had been Mistress Lin’s massaging his bottom that had gotten him hard. He most definitely was not getting hard thinking about his wife forcing him to wear a pair of silk panties to bed as she slept next to him, possibly rubbing her behind against his crotch while telling him how good his cock and panties felt against her bum.

Claire picked out a hot pink pair of silk panties. Of course, they had to pink. There was even a tiny bow on the front.

Claire looked at him. “Oh, wipe that frown off your face, Andy. It’s a color. Who cares if it’s black, green, or pink? No one is going to even know you’re wearing them. And it’s for only one night.”

Andy squirmed on the bed. At least his erection had gone down. Even sitting on the sheets was enough to cause him to itch. Maybe it was best, he figured. He would get a good night’s sleep. Judging by tomorrow’s list of chores, he would need it.

“Fine,” he said. “One night and that’s it.”

Claire giggled and brought him the panties. “I want to put them on you.”

“You’re enjoying this way too much.”

Andy stood in front of the bed. He stepped into the panties and watched as his wife brought them up his legs. Mistress Lin stood behind Claire, a foreboding smirk on her face. Her lips didn’t move, but Andy sensed he could read her thoughts: This is only the beginning Andy. Say goodbye to your old wardrobe. Say goodbye to your old life. Don’t worry, though. You’re gonna love it. And if not, tough. Your wife is your mistress. You now serve her.

The silk tickled his thighs. When the cool material settled against his ass, Andy finally felt relief. They were big enough to compensate for his male anatomy, yet tight enough to hug his cock and balls. As Claire adjusted them, he felt the silk rub against his head. That’s all it took for him to get hard.

“Oh my!” Mistress Lin said. “I think he likes those.”

Andy tried to fight it. He thought of every unsexy image he could. It didn’t matter. His mind always came back to the fact that he was standing in front of his wife and her friend in a pair of hot pink panties because his beaten behind was too sore to stay in briefs. He was like a naughty little girl standing in front of his mother and auntie with a bruised behind.

“You little liar,” Claire said. She playfully swatted his balls. “I thought you might like panties. I know how much you enjoy stealing mine when you masturbate.”

“Claire!” Andy looked at Mistress Lin and blushed. He doubted the woman cared. She’d probably seen far freakier things in her line of work, but he still didn’t want to share with other people that he got off to sniffing his wife’s dirty panties.

“I think that’s adorable,” Mistress Lin said. “Some of my really good slaves have been afforded the opportunity to purchase my used panties. It’s always such a treat for them to have a little of me to worship. It’s the closest any of them will ever get to my pussy. A few even sleep with them right next to their pillows.”

The erection didn’t wane as Mistress Lin spoke. Andy found his cock getting harder and harder at each naughty detail she described. He imagined rich men begging Claire for a pair of her undies. Maybe they even wanted to sniff her bra. While part of him loathed the idea of men getting a pair of his wife’s undergarments, he was equally turned on by having such a sexy and alluring wife that men were actually willing to pay for the right to own her used attire. Not many men could say that about their wife.

Claire massaged his balls and tapped her index finger against his cock. “Be a good boy and maybe you and I can have some fun tonight.”




Downstairs, Andy washed the dishes by hand. He went ahead and cleaned the kitchen too so that he’d be ahead on his chores for tomorrow. His pulse raced the entire time. Claire had told him that she’d have a special reward for him when he came to bed. 

Returning to the second floor, he saw Mistress Lin had already shut her door. He found Claire in their bed, wearing a black kimono robe. Her blonde hair draped over her shoulders, ending just above her cleavage.

“All done with the chores,” Andy proudly espoused. “Even got a head start on tomorrow.”

Claire smiled and set her Kindle against the nightstand. “You still have one other chore left.” She pushed back the covers and spread her legs, pulling her knees close to her. The kimono robe opened. Andy saw that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her creamy thighs stared back at him. She must have started working out lately because he’d never seen her belly so flat. Her pussy protruded from her hips, glistening with her juices.

He’d been waiting all day for this. Rolling around with Claire and sliding his thick cock into her hot pussy was just what he needed to forget about his itchy behind and the silk panties. Staring at her in the bed with her legs pulled back made him want to ravage her. She reminded him of a Scandinavian goddess. How the hell did he ever lose interest in her, he wondered, and what did he ever do to deserve someone so immaculate?

Breathing faster and feeling his cock hardening, Andy shed his clothes.

“Leave on the panties,” Claire said. “They look cute.”

Andy took his hands away from the panties. If that’s the way Claire wanted to get down, Andy figured he could play along. In a few minutes, the panties would be on the floor and he’d be sliding into her warmth. He’d make sure to get Claire screaming tonight so that Mistress Lin would know what a real man he was. Maybe he’d even slam the headboard against the wall for good measure.

Climbing onto the bed, Andy took Claire’s legs in his arms and began kissing up to her knees, teasing her all the way to her inner thighs. 

“I’ve been waiting all day for this,” he groaned.

Grabbing him by the hair on his head, Claire directed him to her pussy. The smell of her sex weakened him. Claire knew how to take care of herself. There was never a foul odor from her, yet she maintained a unique scent, and when Andy smelled it, his cock was conditioned to respond.

Her lips and clit were dripping with steamy juices, ready for his cock to enter her, to bring him and her to Earth-shattering orgasms. 

Sticking out his tongue, Andy licked her lips. He teased the area around her clit, pushing back the folds with his tongue and sucking on it. He could almost feel the heat coming off her clit, urging him to light up the dense region of nerves. He continued teasing her until she got fed up and forced his mouth over her bulb. Andy had never seen her so forceful. His wife was often too shy to even tell him what she desired.

Her back arched as his acrobatic tongue went to work. Andy hadn’t realized how much giving oral sex could make him feel like a man. Worshiping his wife’s body was a new experience for him. So often before, he was only interested in getting his cock inside her as if she were a masturbation device instead of his wife, the one he’d promised to love and to cherish forever. He felt like such an ass. He wasn’t deserving of Claire. How long had it been since he’d given her a kind compliment or made her feel special and wanted? The strange part was that he’d been totally unaware of the growing distance between them. When he first starting dating Claire, just making out with her caused him to almost blow his load. If Claire had demanded he swim the English Channel to get in bed with her, Andy would have thrown on a pair of speedos and bought a plane ticket bound for Europe.

Bringing her to an orgasm, Andy realized how close they’d come to a divorce. He hadn’t wanted to admit it before. Now that things were getting better between them, he could actually look at how desolate their love life had been. Not just the sex. Those evening tickles that turned into something more, those kisses at the door before leaving for work, him telling Claire that he had to leave because he was going to be late, and chasing after her when she was hopping into the shower had somehow faded. They’d drifted an ocean apart, at risk of becoming the very thing they swore they’d never allow themselves to be. Legal divorces were bad, but silent, passive aggressive divorces not written on paper that continue decade after decade between two people laying on the same mattress were worse than any courtroom battle. How could he have allowed it to happen with a girl as sweet and as fun as Claire?

As if offering an apology, Andy licked faster, creating a counter-clockwise frenzy. Claire’s hips lifted, her nails digging into his scalp. When his body stopped shaking, he kissed along her thighs, snaking up her abdomen and chest with his tongue. He kissed her cleavage and the tender area on the side of her neck until Claire’s mouth found his. Since he was sixteen, his body hadn’t shuttered from a kiss alone, and his cock was practically twitching in the panties.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” he asked, a little growl in his voice.

Claire whispered as if they were still back in her parent’s home. “Andy! Not with Lin in the house.”

“Huh? Why is it okay for me to give you oral, then? I think you were moaning loud enough for her to hear.”

“That’s different. You know the bed creaks when we have sex.”

Andy shook his head. This wasn’t going to work. His cock needed to get off. Demanded to do so. 

“Fine then. I guess oral will work, but we’re having sex tomorrow night. I’ll get out the oil tomorrow and grease this bed until it doesn’t make a peep.”

Rolling onto his side of the bed, Andy pushed down the panties.

Claire slapped him on the chest. “Andy, put your panties back on. I’m not giving you head. That would be weird.”

Andy looked at her, his mouth open. “Why would that be weird? I think getting head would be the least weird thing that’s gone on in this house in quite a while.”

She smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “Hold it in. Trust me. It will be worth it. Besides, it’s a little strange to give oral to a guy wearing pink panties. I’d feel like a lesbian.”

Andy listened to her giggle as she turned over and cut out the light. His cock wasn’t getting soft, but he was pretty sure that his panties were getting wet. He didn’t tell Claire. She’d probably offer him a maxi pad.
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Claire felt so reinvigorated after getting her clitty licked that she didn’t even need coffee. She was definitely going to be having Andy spend a lot of time between her legs in the very near future. A woman’s pussy was designed to be brought to multiple orgasms. It was such a shame that so few women had even one orgasm during sex, let alone multiples of them.

Her only concern was that Andy might succumb to the pressure and masturbate while she was away. The chastity belt would fix that, but until then, she wanted Andy to hold out. Her clients had taught her how incredibly sensitive and horny they became when their orgasms were restricted. After coming, they told her that they felt their submission wane. Mistress Rose had described it as the kryptonite of submission. Even the most dedicated subs experienced it on some level.

Mistress Lin and Claire had a double domme session with one of the Thorn’s most prized clients that day, Peter Schmidt, hotshot software CEO. He’d flown in from Silicon Valley for business as he often did.

When Claire walked into the throne room, she saw him kneeling against the red sofa. She was surprised by how attractive he was. From his occupation, Claire figured he would have been a geek with glasses and a quirky laugh.

Wearing only a leather thong, he bowed his head to Claire. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Mistress Claire. Mistress Rose has told me wonderful things about you.”

“Thank you. Mistress Lin should be here at any moment. Have you met her yet?”

“I haven’t, although I’m quite aware of her reputation. When I heard she was coming here, I knew it would be the perfect opportunity to meet with two highly regarded dommes.”

Claire blushed at even being mentioned in the same sentence as Mistress Lin. “She’s actually staying with me this week, helping me train my husband. He’s just starting his submissive journey.”

“He’s a very lucky man. When I first began exploring my desire to submit, I was clueless. I tried introducing it to girls I dated. I quickly learned not to do that. Very few women understand the complexities of the submissive man. They think it means you’re weak or stupid. Mistress Rose was the first woman I encountered who was willing to learn what submission was actually about. Your husband is extremely fortunate to have the guidance of two dommes.”

Damn right. She just wished her husband would realize that he’d won the lotto instead of remaining in silly denial about his submission. She might not have been a world-class domme quite yet, but she could spot a subbie. Even walking the streets, she could smell the submissiveness in men and see it in their gait, men yearning to have a woman bring them to their knees and relinquish their power.

Although, Andy was still new to this. She couldn’t expect him to fall on his knees and kiss her feet, begging her to lock up his cock and slide on a pair of panties just yet.

The door behind Claire opened. In a black evening gown with a train running behind her, Mistress Lin entered the throne room. As she moved, the train of Mistress Lin’s dress never became tangled under her heels. Claire almost thought she must have harnessed some kind of extra sensory powers allowing her to keep the dress away from her feet. Mistress Lin didn’t introduce herself to Peter. Seductively, she stepped forward, her heels clicking across the concrete as her long legs parted the slit in the evening gown. 

Peter smiled, staring at her with wide eyes. “Wow! When I saw you online, I knew you were pretty, but the pictures don’t do you justi—”

“Did anyone ask your opinion?” Mistress Lin said.

A look of incredulity overcame Peter’s expression. “No, but I was talking to Mistress Claire earlier and—”

“That was a yes or no question. Claire, would you be a doll and grab me a gag?”

Claire stifled a laugh. Peter probably thought since he was Mistress Rose’s first client that he was free to order the girls around as he saw fit. Obviously, that wasn’t going to work with Mistress Lin. “Sure. Is a ball gag okay?”

“Make it an open gag.” She turned back to Peter. “Bet that gets your dick hard, doesn’t it?”

Peter nodded.

The open gag had a cylinder tube that went into the sub’s mouth and pressed down on the tongue, restricting speech. The open design allowed for body fluids to easily flow down into the hole. Since the wearer’s tongue was restricted, the sub had no way to prevent the ingress of fluids. Additionally, with the tongue clamped on the bottom of the mouth, the sub didn’t have any choice except to swallow.

Claire picked up the gag and brought it to Mistress Lin.

“Thank you, dear.” She took the gag and lifted Peter’s chin. “Open up, slave.”

While Claire didn’t have a problem with spitting fetishes in general, it struck her as a rather intimate exchange that she wasn’t totally comfortable with. Her saliva was reserved for only one slave, even if he didn’t know he was a slave yet.

After placing a lock on the gag, Mistress Lin sat on the sofa and asked Claire to join her as Peter crawled in front of them. From a nearby table, Mistress Lin grabbed a pack of smokes and took out a Virginia Slim 120. 

She offered one to Claire. 

“No, thanks. I don’t smoke.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I have to quit soon myself. Until then, I need a good ashtray to catch my ash.” She passed Peter the lighter. “You didn’t think you were going to get our spit, did you? Oh, no. First you need to learn some respect for women. Maybe you didn’t notice, but this isn’t a titty bar. We aren’t here to shake our goods for you. This is about you servicing us. If you’re a real submissive, the act of serving, regardless of your fetishes, will arouse you.”

Mistress Lin placed the cigarette in her mouth as Peter flicked the lighter. She leaned over until the tip of her smoke caught the flame, offering Peter an exquisite view of her full cleavage. The tobacco crackled as she inhaled. Mistress Lin motioned with a crooked finger for Peter to come closer. Shuffling on his knees, he scooted between her legs. She held the smoke for quite some time before releasing it. When she did, a thick plume of smoke splashed across Peter’s face. He turned his head and coughed.

“Do you not enjoy my smoke offering?”

“Sorry, Mistress,” Peter said, turning back around and facing her.

Obviously, Peter wasn’t a fan of smoking. Having never seen a man endure a fetish he didn’t request, Claire was intrigued by his devotion. When a fresh cloud of smelly smoke blasted into his eyes and nose, Peter stifled a cough as he continued staring at Mistress Lin, even while his eyes watered. This was the first time she’d actually seen a man truly dominated at the Thorn. Before, they were merely entertaining the sexual fetishes of wealthy clients. Mistress Lin asked something different of Peter. She didn’t care about his fetishes. Her interest was whether he was will to submit and suffer for her amusement.

“Head back,” she said.

Mistress Lin placed the end of her cigarette over the hole of the gag and tapped. A column of ash broke off the tip and disappeared into Peter’s mouth.

“Now swallow. And don’t try to produce saliva. With your tongue penned, it will be too difficult. Just swallow my ash like a good ashtray.”

Claire noted the disturbing expression on Peter’s face as he forced himself to consume the ash. And no sooner had he swallowed before Mistress Lin raised a fresh clump to dump into his mouth.

As she continued smoking, Mistress Lin made small talk with Claire, asking her about weekend plans and whether she had any ideas for lunch. The cigarette was soon down to the filter. She stamped it out on the back of her heels, rolled it up between her fingers, and tossed it into Peter’s mouth.

“It won’t hurt you,” Mistress Lin said. “I’ve had plenty of slaves eat my buds. What good is an ashtray if you can’t leave your buds in it?”

Claire didn’t have an answer and neither did Peter, it seemed. That or he was too busy trying to choke down the cigarette. Just being near the smoke was starting to make Claire dizzy. She couldn’t imagine what it was like for Peter.

Mistress Lin removed the gag so Peter could chew and swallow the bud without choking. He coughed and cleared his throat.

“Cigarettes are a little different from that end,” Peter said. “Good way to get someone to quit smoking, though.”

“You smoke?” Mistress Lin asked.

“Occasionally.”

“Naughty boy. If you were one of my slaves, I’d have you quit with me.

Peter offered her a wink. “I wish I was, Mistress Lin.”

“That’s about enough of your eye fucking, slave.” She opened her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor, revealing her latex bra and panties. “Claire, will you go to the closet and select us both a strap-on?”

Claire got rid of her dress as well and stepped out of the throne room. In the closet, there were endless phalluses to choose from. Claire avoided the double-sided ones. That wasn’t something she was going to use on a client. She’d made a vow to herself on day one that she wasn’t going to do anything she felt qualified as cheating on her husband. While some dommes might have been able to justify using a double-sided dildo, Claire believed orgasms were something only to be shared with her husband. 

Several realistic cocks piqued her interest. She settled on a hot pink one for herself. She chuckled as she thought about Andy at home in his panties. She’d told him to wear them again today. For his itchy behind of course. No other reason. It wasn’t like she was slowly feminizing her husband. He was probably at home smoking, too. Claire had never liked the habit. She didn’t want to put too much on him too soon, but she made a mental note to raise the prospect of quitting to him.

Claire picked up a thick black cock for Mistress Lin. When she returned to the throne room, Peter had already been immobilized on a sawhorse-like device. His legs were spread, ass presented unobstructed. Mistress Lin secured a posture collar to his neck, forcing his chin to lift.

“Just like a roasted pig,” Mistress Lin observed. “Do you want the ass or the mouth, Claire?”

“Since it’s my first time, I’ll go with the mouth.”

In truth, Claire just wanted to see how Mistress Lin fucked a man.

The revered domme took her time lubing the cock, remarking how small Peter’s pussy looked compared to the strap-on. She inserted a finger into his ass to prepare him. Peter gasped as a second finger slid into his tight hole.

“That was nothing, slave,” Mistress Lin stated. “You’ve got a fistful coming your way.”

Claire detected a bit of Andy’s bravado leave his eyes as Mistress Lin rubbed the head of her cock against his pussy hole. When she saw he was about to speak, Claire moved the head of her own cock into his mouth.

“Don’t talk, slut,” Claire said. “Just shut up and let us fill your holes. In this room, you’re just a two-bit whore.”

“Still an upgrade from an ashtray,” Mistress Lin noted.

Claire pushed her cock to the back of Peter’s mouth until he gagged and tears filled his eyes. “Oh, that’s right. I forgot about the cigarette. I hope he doesn’t getting any ash on my cock.”

“If he does, just wipe it on his face.”

Claire never spoke this way in front of her clients. Yet, being in Mistress Lin’s presence, it almost felt tame by comparison. There was a primal, perhaps even sadistic, need to bring this so-called hotshot businessman to a place of degradation that would follow him long after the session had ended. After making him gag several more times while Mistress Lin teased Peter with the head of her cock, Claire slapped the slave across the cheek with her pink phallus.

“Don’t you know when someone strikes you that you’re supposed to turn the other cheek?” Claire said.

Peter slowly turned his head so Claire could whack him on the other cheek with the strap-on.

“Playtime it over,” Mistress Lin said. “Open that pussy.”

Grasping Peter’s legs, Mistress Lin slid her lubed cock into his ass. A shriek escaped Peter’s mouth, but Claire was there to plug him. Hot breaths escaped his nostrils as the pair of cocks filled him.

“DP for a CEO,” Claire mused.

Mistress Lin roared with laughter. “Good one, Claire.”

Rhythmically, Mistress Lin began moving her hips until her entire cock slipped into Peter’s tight hole.

Peter seemed to be doing his best to suck Claire’s strap-on, but as Mistress Lin fucked him harder, Claire saw how difficult it was for him to continue. If Claire didn’t know better, she would have thought Mistress Lin really did have a dick. Sweat rolled down her face and across her chest. Her mouth was opened and curled, her brow furrowed. Nails raked and clawed at Peter’s hips, pulling his ass closer and filling him with every inch of the strap-on. The clapping sound of their thighs smacking together filled the room. Mistress Lin feigned an orgasm and thrust her hips into Peter one last time, filling him with her thick cock. 

She unhooked the phallus and tossed it to the floor.

“Crawl behind me, slave, and follow me to the throne,” Mistress Lin ordered.

Claire watched Peter’s mouth slide off her strap-on.

“Give it a farewell kiss,” Claire ordered.

With his eyes cast to the floor, Peter offered a kiss to the tip of her cock before he turned and followed Mistress Lin. 

“I normally never grant this privilege to a slave, especially a first time slave. Consider yourself very lucky.”

Intrigued as to what she was up to, Claire followed. She watched as Mistress Lin lifted the padded seat of the throne. Below it was another seat with a round opening in the center. She then unlatched the entire box seat and revealed a hidden compartment with a harness.

“Lay your head here,” Mistress Lin instructed.

Peter crawled up the dais and turned, lying supine with his head against the leather harness under the chair. When Mistress Lin lowered the seat of the throne, Peter’s head disappeared inside. Mistress Lin smiled at Claire as she lowered her latex panties and sat on the throne. 

“I do love a good queening session,” Mistress Lin said. “There’s no better form of worship.”

Hmm, Claire thought. An interesting position, indeed.




***




Andy’s cock just wouldn’t stop getting hard. All day it had been popping up, demanding he give it a few strokes. He’d promised Claire that he wouldn’t touch it. Supposedly, she was planning a big surprise for him. It sounded like the kind of surprise worth waiting for. Still, there was only so much a man could take. It wasn’t that he hadn’t gone this long without coming before. He had. It was just that he’d never been so turned on at the same time.

The smell of Claire’s pussy was still fresh on the sheets. Several times during the morning, he’d taken a break from his chores to run upstairs to give them a whiff. Each time, his cock would get stiff against the panties, leaking more precum. He couldn’t take it anymore. He’d already made up his mind to take Claire as soon as she walked through the door.

However, that didn’t happen since his wife and Mistress Lin were forced to work late. Andy ate alone, feeling sorry for himself. Through a text, Claire insisted she still had a surprise for him. All he had to do was lay down on the bed at 9:30 wearing one of Claire’s sleeping masks. If wearing the mask was going to get him some much needed action, Andy could play along with the strange request.




In position and waiting for her, he heard the stairs creak. 

The door opened. 

Footsteps neared the bed. 

Andy stared into the darkness in front of him. From the corners of the mask, he saw light stream through. 

Then the light faded. 

“Don’t say a word, honey. I don’t want you to speak at all tonight. Simply lose yourself in the act.”

Andy’s heart drilled into his chest. He felt like a secret agent rendezvousing with a Russian femme fatal for a late night tryst.

The springs of the bed groaned as Claire’s legs straddled him. A potent smell filled his nose. Suddenly, the mask was ripped away from his face. Andy blinked and stared ahead. Looking back at him was his wife’s ass and pussy, only a couple of inches from his face. Andy stared at her tight ass, the brown hole winking back at him and the folds of her wet pussy. As he opened his mouth to speak, she sat on his face, suffocating him in the soft tissue. Her pussy settled over his mouth, her ass covering his nose. Unsuccessfully, Andy tried to breath.

“I suggest you start licking if you want air.”

Andy took the hint and stuck out his tongue. He found the warm interior of her hole, swirling his tongue around and drinking her juices. Andy could hardly believe what was happening. It was one thing for Claire to have him go down on her without reciprocating the act. He could handle a little teasing. He even thought that it spiced things up a bit. But actually sitting on his face? And with her ass shoved in his nose as well? It was such a submissive pose, and yet, Andy had to admit there was something hypnotically intriguing about the position. For one, lying on his back was relaxing. So often in sex, Andy was the one on top or standing. Here, he didn’t have to do anything except keep his tongue moving. He felt consumed by her pussy and ass. If he licked her pussy, her ass covered his nose. When he moved to her clit, her pussy covered his nose. And the entire time her soft, plump behind squeezed against his face.

As he flicked his tongue against her clit, Claire twerked her hips, sliding her pussy against his nose as if it were a dildo. Lying below her, he was nothing more than a sex toy, and by God, he told himself he’d be the best toy she’d ever used. Certainly there were worse forms of objectification than this.

Claire’s hand moved over his panties, massaging his cock and balls. Instinctually, Andy pumped his hips. 

She patted his cock through the panties. “Settle down. I know how badly you want me to take it out. But you have to maintain your focus. And don’t be afraid to go exploring with your tongue. Lick whatever strikes your interest.”

With his nose plunged in her pussy and his tongue doing laps around her clit, Andy stared at her forbidden hole, curiosity perhaps getting the better of him. Her implications were clear. She was giving him a free pass to taste her ass. Did he want to put his tongue there? They had never attempted anal, and Andy had never licked her ass. That wasn’t something you did without asking, and Andy had never found the courage to look at Claire and say, “Hey, honey, mind if I lick you ass tonight? I was kind of curious to know what your butt tasted like.” 

Yet, now it was right in front of him, waiting for him. She wasn’t telling him to do it, but the offer stood.

He watched her anus wink at him as she undulated her hips. Andy knew she was getting close to an orgasm. He moved his tongue faster, sending his wife to the big O. Her pussy juices poured out over his nose and down his face. The entire time he kept staring at her ass.

Her hands pulled back the panties, freeing his stiff cock from the restrictive material as her tongue slid along his shaft. “After work I went by the lingerie store. Since I know you may have a bruised behind for a couple more days, I picked out a few additional panties for you. Feel free to wear them whenever the mood strikes. I think you look cute in them and I think you like them, too. I even got you some sexy high waist panties. Very retro.”

The first pump of her hand almost made him come. She laughed as his cock twitched. What was happening to him? Andy considered himself to be rather difficult to get off. He was certainly no minute man. Yet the simple threat of putting him in panties had gotten his cock throbbing.

Her fingers played with his balls, ignoring his cock until it settled down. Andy couldn’t take it anymore. He’d stared at her ass long enough. He ran his tongue up her slit, nearing her ass. Claire must have known what he was up to. She lifted her hips so that her ass draped right in front of his mouth. Andy felt like his heart was going to explode if it were to beat any faster. Of course, dying of a heart attack with his wife’s pussy and ass was a pretty good way to go out.

“Don’t be shy,” Claire said. “I want you to worship every crevice of my body. I have so many different tastes for you to discover, hubbie. Just reach out and experience them.”

Closing his eyes, Andy stuck out his tongue and licked the outer ring of her anus. It didn’t smell or taste bad. Andy was pretty sure Claire had washed it with some kind of fruity soap. Claire yelped in a pleasant way as she returned her hand to his cock. The stimulation she offered him took away any linger inhibitions. Andy dug in, plunging his tongue into her hole, not worrying about what was proper or weird or acceptable. Fuck that. Life was too short to worry about what the neighbors would think or what his old high school buddies would say. His wife’s ass was in his face, and he was going to feast on it. No shame there.

With his tongue in her ass, Andy glanced over the smooth terrain of her back and the golden hair spilling over her shoulders. Even from this end, she was absolute perfection, her skin glowing with puissant sexuality. He brought a hand around to her clit and began rubbing as he licked. Andy didn’t last long. He came so hard he thought his semen had shot against the ceiling. As he came, he buried his face into her cheeks until his eye sockets hurt.

Afterwards, he felt dirty in the absolute best possible way. His face was covered in his wife’s juices and cum, her scent marking him in a primal, claimed manner. He wished he could have fallen asleep with Claire’s groin resting against his face.

“I was hoping you could wait until our anniversary to come,” Claire said. “Since you’re a beginner, I decided to go easier on you.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m sure I’ll be quite horny by then. In fact, I could go for a second round right now. You taste so good.”

“Oh, my little ass muncher wants more,” she teased. “Not now. You’ve had enough for one night. Besides, I have to get to bed. I have a busy day tomorr—”

The blare of Claire’s cell phone interrupted. Andy reached out for the nightstand and passed Claire her cell. She answered the call while still straddling Andy’s face. He thought how deliciously naughty it was to have his wife’s ass and pussy hovering over him as she talked on the phone. The caller couldn’t imagine that her naked behind was sitting on her husband’s face.

“No, I understand,” she said. “Yes, that’s fine. Sure, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Claire ended the call and sighed.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah, that was Rose. A client of mine, this guy Tony, wants to schedule an overnight tomorrow.”

“Isn’t that a little short notice?”

“Yes, we normally require those kinds of sessions to be scheduled at least a week in advance. His schedule suddenly freed up, and he won’t have the chance again for a while. I don’t have to, but it would be good for my career, and Tony is willing to pay extra.”

It was the first time Andy had heard Claire use the C word. He thought this was just supposed to be a temporary job until they both got back on their feet.

“What are you going to do?”

“I guess I will do it. It’s only for one night. Besides, Mistress Lin is here, so you’ll have some company. Maybe it will be good for you and her to talk.”

Perhaps. Andy knew one thing. Thinking about spending a night alone with Mistress Lin got his heart beating even faster than Claire’s ass and pussy.
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Andy struggled to focus the entire day. When he went into town to the supermarket, he didn’t realize he’d forgotten the list until he was walking into the store. He tried to remember all the items. When he got home, he saw he’d neglected to grab the detergent. Without it, he wasn’t going to be able to do the laundry. That meant he had to go back into town a second time. 

The whole day, he couldn’t stop thinking about being alone with Mistress Lin. Andy knew nothing crazy was going to happen. For one, he was faithful to Claire, but just the thought of having to meet her sultry stare and eating dinner alone with her was enough to get his knees rattling.

After lunch, Andy got a text from Claire: Hey, babe. Hope everything’s going well. I just talked to Mistress Lin. She told me that salmon would be fine for this evening since it’s already on the grocery list. Also, could you wash her laundry? She told me there’s a small pile right when you walk into her room. It would be a big help to her. Just make sure to hand wash them. I’ll be back in the morning at around nine, so I won’t be working tomorrow. And don’t worry about Mistress Lin getting to the house. She’s going to have a town car drive her. Also, be a good boy and follow all of Mistress Lin’s instructions. I know she has some fun activities planned for you while I’m away. Kisses. XOXO.

Andy put his hand to his chest. His heart was firing like a piston. That can’t be healthy, he thought. He didn’t know what activities Mistress Lin had planned, but Andy had a few ideas and each one got his dick hard. 

After preparing the fish and leaving it to marinate in the refrigerator, Andy went upstairs and turned toward Mistress Lin’s room. He found himself tiptoeing down the hall. Andy reminded himself that this was his home. He could go wherever he pleased. 

When the door swung open, he saw the bed neatly made and her luggage stacked in a corner. Next to his feet was a small pile of laundry. Andy felt his neck tighten. Among the pile sat a black set of lace lingerie. Andy noted a white film along the crotch of the panty.

Fuck.

He told himself to just grab the laundry, go downstairs, and wash them. He’d be done in ten or fifteen minutes. This was Mistress Lin’s private stuff. He had no business doing anything with them beyond a good wash like he had been asked to do. But surely she understood the temptation. And didn’t Claire know? Was she okay with this? She was the one who’d teased Andy about sniffing panties. She must have known he’d want to do the same with Mistress Lin’s attire. Maybe this was a test or maybe she wanted him to worship the scent of another dominant woman as a part of his deeper conditioning.

Reaching into his pants (and panties), Andy felt his stiff cock. Scooping up the lingerie, he decided to go down to the laundry room first. He’d figure out what to do with the lingerie once he got downstairs.

Standing beside the laundry’s sink, he spread the clothing out on the counter. As he filled the sink with warm water, he inspected the panties. The discharge looked like her cum, and he noticed they were still damp. It was too much. Andy lifted the panties with both hands, spreading the gusset. He placed the damp cotton against his nose and inhaled. Andy nearly fell over by the Oriental brand. It was a domineering scent that told you this woman’s pussy didn’t fuck around. He kept inhaling the crotch until he became dizzy and heard a splashing sound.

“Shit,” Andy muttered. The sink was overflowing with water. He turned the knob and grabbed a few towels from the upstairs bathroom. He needed to get a hold of himself. As he passed the bathroom mirror, he saw how rubicund his cheeks had become. His eyes were dilated as if he had just fallen in love with the pair of panties in the laundry room. Despite feeling some guilt for what he was doing, Andy couldn’t stop himself. He gave the bra cups a sampling as well, drawing in the invigorating sweet scent of her breasts.

“All right, enough fun,” he said. His balls were already sore and the front of his panties were wet from his own leakage. His panties. Yesterday it had been the panties. The realization made him all the weaker for the attire in front of him. Here he was at home, jobless and sniffing the fine lingerie of his wife’s friend like a dog in heat. It was pathetic. What would his former coworkers at the mine think? Bill probably would have taken off his hard hat and given a long, solemn shake of his head. He didn’t even want to think about Mr. Carmine. It was that man’s fault for everything. If it hadn’t of been for him, Andy would’ve still had his job, Claire never would have needed to look for work, and Andy wouldn’t be in the laundry room huffing some Asian woman’s lingerie.

But did he really want that? There was no way to romanticize the way life had been going before losing his job. If things had continued much longer, he and Claire might seriously be considering separation by now. Even though it was a little strange, their love life had never been better. And while Andy was still ambivalent about his wife being a dominatrix, or her desire for him to submit to her, he had to admit that so far it had been thrilling. Even during the strapping, Andy hadn’t felt so alive in years.

After letting out some of the water in the sink and giving the bra and panties a few final whiffs, Andy dropped them into the water. He added a pinch of detergent like Claire had taught him and set the wet undergarments over the sink. The rest of the laundry was unadventurous stuff that went into the washer with the rest of Claire’s laundry.

For the rest of the day, Andy worked on staining the deck. It felt good to get outside with his shirt off and to breathe some fresh air while doing a chore that didn’t make him feel like a sissy or a pervert. Although, every time he bent over, the high waist panties rode up his butt, reminding him that he might not have been as masculine as he would have liked to believe.

Sitting in his underwear drawer were six pairs of panties neatly folded alongside his briefs. When he’d gotten out of the shower, Claire had been waiting with a pair of lime green panties. Masculinity aside, it was sort of kinky wearing the panties. Andy only wished it could have been ones Claire had worn beforehand. Those would have been undergarments he wouldn’t have minded riding up against his crotch.

After staining the deck, Andy threw the salmon in the oven and took a shower before Mistress Lin arrived. As he turned off the water and wrapped a towel around his waist, he heard the front door open and close. Andy quickly dried and started getting dressed. The lime-green panties were too sweaty to put back on. Andy was about to just wear briefs until he thought better of it. He wouldn’t put it past Claire to have Mistress Lin check to make sure that he was still wearing panties.

He went to the drawer and inspected the selection. Of course, they were all super feminine. Besides the lime-green and hot pink pair, which he’d already worn, white, yellow, red, purple, and blue remained to choose from. Andy figured the blue pair was the least feminine of the bunch. After throwing them on with a pair of shorts and a grey tee, Andy ran downstairs.

Mistress Lin stood in the kitchen.

“Smells great,” she said.

Struggling to keep his eyes off the knee-high boots she wore, he thanked her and motioned toward a seat.

Her boots produced a loud clatter as the steel heel struck the floor. He listened to the taut leather of her dress stretch across her ass and hips as she sat. Turning away from her, he took out the salmon and cut them both a piece.

“This is really good,” Mistress Lin said after trying the first bite. “When Claire told me you just started cooking recently, I wasn’t sure if I should get takeout.

“Thanks. I just get the recipes from online. Some of them are pretty bad, but this one I’ve tried out a few times.”

They continued dinner mostly in silence. Andy kept thinking about the activities Mistress Lin had planned. Maybe Claire was just messing with him. She probably knew he’d be worried about her during her overnight with Tony. It might have been her way of deflecting his thinking.

“You think Claire will be okay?” Andy asked.

“She’ll be fine. Rose seems very capable. Besides, she’s not alone. There’s another girl there with her to watch. By the way, did Claire tell you I had something planned for tonight?”

“She mentioned something about that. I didn’t know if she was kidding or not.”

“She wasn’t kidding. I thought it would be fun if we played a game.” Mistress Lin stared across the table at him. “Relax. I’m not going to hurt you. Meet me in the den after you’re done cleaning. I have to grab my notebook.”

After Andy had washed the dishes and put away the leftovers, he stepped into the den. He expected to see a few implements and maybe some bondage rope. To his surprise, Mistress Lin stood beside the recliner with only a notebook and pen in her hands.

“Have a seat,” she said.

“What do you have planned?”

“Just going to ask you some questions. Did Claire mention to you that I travel a lot?”

“She didn’t tell me much, but I think she said you were a traveling domme.”

Mistress Lin pulled a chair in front of the recliner and sat. “I am. My clients are from all over the world, so I’m kind of forced to. Several years ago, I saw a man in Britain. After about a year of meeting one another, he confessed to me that he was MI6. You know what that is?”

“Isn’t it Britain’s version of the CIA?”

“More or less. This guy was a field agent. A real James Bond type. His specialty was interrogations. This guy could tell whether someone was lying with far greater accuracy than a polygraph. He’d developed a big fetish for having a woman kidnap and interrogate him, but he wanted it to be realistic, so he taught me all the tricks of the trade so I would know what I was doing. It’s actually not as hard as people think.” 

She reached out and held his wrist, her fingers settling against his radial artery. 

“It’s all about pulse, perspiration, and eye movement. The rest is more of an art form. The way someone swallows or breathes, unconscious body ticks, awkward laughter. It all tells a story.”

Andy felt beads of sweat forming along his hairline. If anyone else had tried this nonsense on him, he’d know they were full of it. Mistress Lin, though, didn’t strike him as the kind of woman who bluffed when it came to her abilities. 

“So we’re going to play a game. I want you to try to maintain eye contact with me the entire time.” 

He looked into her brown eyes. Her gaze was so intense that his peripheral vision faded. 

“Did you know if you stare into someone’s eyes continually, that within ten minutes you’ll start hallucinating?” 

Andy shook his head. 

“It’s true, but don’t move. Just answer yes or no when I ask you a question. Ready to begin?”

“Sure.”

“First off, try to relax. Your heart rate is soaring. Are you nervous?”

“A little.”

“It’s because you believe me when I tell you I can discern whether you’re telling me the truth, isn’t it?” 

Andy hesitated. 

“It’s okay, you can tell me.”

“That’s part of it. I’m just not used to someone who’s so . . . intense.”

Her smile broke some of the tension. She blinked and continued. “That’s understandable. So to start off, do you find me attractive, Andy?”

“Why are you asking me?”

“Don’t worry about my reasons. I’m just asking questions I already know the answers to so I can establish your normal autonomic responses.”

Andy frowned. Mistress Lin wasn’t going to be winning any humility awards even if she was right. 

“Sure, I find you attractive.”

“And do you find Claire attractive?”

“Of course.”

Without losing eye contact with him, Andy heard Mistress Lin scribble in her notebook.

“Does it turn you on that she dominates other men?”

Andy felt the sweat building along his forehead. He unconsciously swallowed. A thumb stretched. Did she notice?

“In a way it does. I don’t like that other men are getting off to my wife, but I guess it’s kind of sexy to think about.”

“Do you wish she’d dominate you more?”

As Andy answered her questions, he lost himself in her eyes. The questions kept coming, one after another. There were no breaks as she rattled off questions about panties and spankings and body worship. Andy didn’t think any sexual activity was excluded. She delved into his childhood, his hopes and dreams and secrets. She made psychoanalysis into an erotic art form. Halfway into the interrogation, Andy was only dimly aware of the answers he was providing. The only senses he seemed capable of focusing on was the set of eyes before him and the scratching sound of the pen. He saw her face morph into Claire’s, his own, and then back into the Asian beauty. Yet he couldn’t look away. The rise and fall of her lips held him in a trance.

After a while, he didn’t even think the answers he provided mattered. Mistress Lin had extracted the truth out of him. By the end, he felt naked and exposed in a way he had never felt before. Those eyes before him were like great spot lights peering into his soul, a panopticon for which there was no escape.

She released his wrist and pushed back her chair. It took Andy a moment to adjust to his surroundings. When he blinked, he still saw Mistress Lin’s eyes staring back at him. The feeling was similar to stepping out of a matinee movie and into the bright light.

“How did I do?” he asked.

“I got what I needed. How do you feel?”

“I don’t know. That was the weirdest thing ever. Your face. It was changing.”

“Yes, that’s normal. It’s a quick way to hypnotize someone.”

Andy stood. His feet wobbled. “Why did you want to hypnotize me?”

“So you would tell me the truth. I’m not suggesting you would have intentionally lied. Most people don’t know the truth about themselves. We convince ourselves of lies and half-truths and justifications. I needed to reach into your subconscious and see who the real Andy is.”

“And? What did you find?”

Mistress Lin snapped shut the notebook. “That’s none of your business.”
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Drinking the last of her coffee, Claire told herself to keep her eyes on the road. Actually, that wasn’t the real problem. Keeping her eyes on the road was easy. Remaining focused was the tricky part. The passing white lines marking the lanes of the road were hypnotizing. Her car drifted to the right side of the lane, eventually veering into the next one. A passing eighteen-wheeler snapped her out of the fog, the trucker’s horn blaring. She sat up straight, a slamming sensation in her heart rattling the drowsy feeling out of her head.

The only rest she’d gotten was half an hour when she tossed Tony into the cage. The power nap did her little good. 

Nevertheless, it had been a fun night. Claire had gotten plenty of practice with the flogger, and at two hours, she set a personal record for the longest CBT session of her brief career. Tony’s poor balls were probably on ice by now. They had endured bondage, clothespins, pinwheels, hot wax and plenty of slapping. Claire got a little wet just by reflecting on the scene.

The coffee and the sunrise kept her awake enough to make it back home safely. Mistress Lin was about to leave as she was coming in, and it sounded like Andy was in the shower.

“Did you have any success interrogating him?” Claire asked.

“Of course. We had a very productive talk.”

“What did you learn?”

Mistress Lin passed her the notebook. “I scribbled down the results in here and wrote up a detailed summary. What’s more interesting is not what he’s into, but what he lied about and didn’t want to admit.”

“What do you mean?”

“Anything he lied about means he’s either in denial about it, or he doesn’t want to admit it because he has shame associated with it. That’s important to know. It changes how you have to approach that particular fetish. Take feminization. There’s no doubt Andy enjoys his panties and wants you to push him further. However, he wouldn’t admit that to me, and I doubt he will to you either.”

Claire thanked Mistress Lin and took the notebook, placing it in her purse. Andy was stepping out of the bathroom as she entered the bedroom. 

“Hey, how was your overnight?”

“Fine. But I’m exhausted. I’m going to hit the sack for a few hours. Wake me up for lunch?”

“Sure. I’m going to finish the deck, and then I’ve got some mowing to do. I’ll wait until you’re asleep.”

“That’s okay. The sound of the mower is peaceful to me.”

She stripped out of her clothes and crawled into bed, skipping even putting on her PJs. Claire was too tired to change. The soft sheets and the mattress were so comforting that she swore she would never get up. She watched Andy go to the dresser. He pulled out a pair of men’s briefs and threw them on. She didn’t say anything. There was plenty of time to work on his feminization. Right now, she needed to rest.

As Andy stepped out back, Claire quickly looked over Mistress Lin’s notes. She wasn’t surprised to discover Andy found Mistress Lin attractive. He’d have to be gay not to. Even Claire thought she was pretty. The question had only been to get him squirming. There weren’t too many surprises. She was glad to see that he didn’t have any interest in cuckolding. She didn’t mind verbally teasing him, but she wanted to remain faithful to her husband.

Overall, the summary was fairly straightforward. Andy had a craving for Claire to exercise greater control in their marriage, but he was still wrestling with his role in such a construct and whether Claire would lose respect for him as a man. That last bit was probably the most important insight of the interrogation, and it made Claire understand why Andy was in such denial regarding feminization. He was worried that if Claire feminized him, she would lose her sexual attraction to him and seek out other men. While it might have struck her as typical male insecurity, she knew this was a delicate matter that would need to be handled with concern.

Claire returned the notebook to her purse and pulled the cover up over her head.
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She woke to the sound of the mower whining out back. Claire stretched and sat up, feeling a million times more refreshed. Checking the time on her phone, she was surprised to see she had slept for only a couple of hours. It was still early in the day, plenty of time to hit up the city with Andy.

Rising out of bed, she went to the window and watched a shirtless Andy pushing the mower. Rivulets of sweat were rolling down his back. It was a shame there were no panties under his denim. She imagined a pink pair sticking out the back and smiled. In time, she thought. In time.

After her shower, she went downstairs. By then, Andy had finished up with the lawn and was making sandwiches for them.

“Did you rest well?”

“I did. I feel much better. How are the chores going?”

“Good. I was actually going to start looking for ideas online for the bathroom. I want to make it a nice little oasis for you. I was thinking of doing it as an anniversary gift. I know I could just buy you something, but I thought it would mean more if I actually made you something.”

“That’s very sweet of you. Since I have the day off, why don’t we go into the city? There are plenty of nice stores there. You could probably get some good ideas. Plus, I have some shopping I want to get done. I’ve barely had a day off since I started at the Thorn.”

“Yeah, sure. That sounds nice.”

“Why don’t you hop in the shower, and I’ll pick you out a cute pair of panties?”

“Claire, my butt is fine.”

“I know, but it’s not like that was the real reason you were wearing them. Come on, it will be kinky. It’ll make me wet thinking about your cock nice and snug in a tight pair of panties.”

Andy groaned and said he’d wear them, adding that it was only because doing so would please Claire. Whatever. Claire would pop that masculine bubble quickly enough. She knew Andy would feel so much freer once she did so. It must have been exhausting for him to try to hide from who he really was all the time. No more, though. Claire was determined to be both his conqueror and liberator.

After his shower, they piled into Andy’s truck and headed into the city. Claire knew it would do Andy some good to get out of town. It also wouldn’t hurt for them to spend some time together. She’d been working so much that they never got more than a few hours with each other in the evenings.

“Where in the city do you think we should go?” Andy asked.

“We can go to the commercial district. I saw several stores around there that I think would be good. We can park in the garage that I use and walk from there.”

Andy pulled off at the same exit Claire took each morning. After they parked, Claire showed him a store with several bathroom layouts. Andy took some pictures with his phone and said he’d do some measuring back at the house.

As they left the store, Claire pointed across the street. “Oh, look. That lingerie store has tons of sexy outfits. Let’s go in.”

Andy grinned. “Sounds good to me.”

She took his hand, and they crossed the street. Intimate Moments was a store the Thorn used occasionally when a client had a public humiliation fantasy. The store’s owner was a client of the Thorn, and he had several female associates who were very understanding and enjoyed playing along. 

“They’ve got a great selection,” Claire said. “I just hope Gabriella is working today. She never fails to help me find just what I’m looking for.”

Andy nodded like a boy walking into a candy store. Claire could barely contain her laughter. This was going to be too good. She’d never go into a regular store and do this. She didn’t believe in getting her kicks at the expense of making some poor sales girl making minimum wage feel uncomfortable. She also had no interest in freaking out the general public. But Intimate Moments knew how to be discreet while getting the faces of men blushing as bright as a fiery pair of red knickers.

Fredrik came out as soon as he saw Claire entering the store. He was looking dapper as usual, wearing a grey three-piece suit with a purple tie. He smiled, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “I didn’t know you were coming by. You should have called.”

Claire hoped Fredrik didn’t blow her cover. He probably figured Andy was a client who knew what was about to happen. “I was in the area. We were down the street looking at bathroom remodeling options. This is my husband, Andy.”

A look of surprise spread across Fredrik’s face. “Pleasure to meet you, Andy. How can I assist you two today?”

“Actually, I was hoping Gabriella was in. She’s always very helpful.” Claire tried to give him a couple of winks to let him know she was looking for the usual assistance. Hopefully, he’d figure out that they weren’t here for Claire.

“Oh, sure. She’s in the back. We’re a little slow, so she was helping me stock some items. I’ll go grab her. Can I get you two something to drink? Maybe a little tea?”

“Sure. Tea would be great,” Claire said.

“You got it.” 

Fredrik turned and started for the rear of the store.

“You two sound like best friends,” Andy said. “You must shop here a lot.”

“Mostly just browsing.”

As they waited for Gabriella, Claire strolled around the store, looking for any new items she thought might look cute on Andy. For an independent lingerie store, they maintained an impressive inventory.

Claire saw Gabriella rushing out from the back. She was a young woman with short, dark hair and a smile that put her customers at ease.

“Hey, Claire. What a pleasant surprise.”

“Sorry for interrupting. I was just in the area and thought I’d drop by with my husband.”

“Oh, you aren’t interrupting. Thanks for getting me out of stock duty.” She turned to Andy. “Hi, I’m Gabriella. It’s so nice to meet you. Do you two want to come back so we can get you started on a fitting room?”

They followed Gabriella to the rear of the store. After setting down her purse, Gabriella asked Claire to help her with the tea. Andy offered to help, but Claire insisted she could get it with Gabriella’s help. 

When they got far enough away, Gabriella spoke. “So he doesn’t have a clue that you’re here for him?”

“No, I’ve gotten him to wear some panties. Nothing else.”

“Wow, girl. You are wicked. And I mean that in the best possible way.”

Claire laughed. “Thanks. He definitely has a fetish for expressing his girly side. He just needs someone to force it upon him.”

“Got it. Well, I can certainly help you in that department. Is he wearing panties now?”

“Yes, I talked him into wearing a pair before we came. They’re red. I noticed they were poking out the back of his pants as we walked in. I didn’t have the heart to tell him.”

“Awesome. Why don’t you hang out here for a bit? Let me handle Andy.”

If it had been anyone else, Claire wouldn’t have agreed, but she trusted Gabriella. She always got a strong reaction out of the clients at the Thorn. 

“Fine. Just go easy on him. He has no idea what’s going on, so he’s probably going to freak out.”

“Don’t worry, Claire. I’ll make him feel very relaxed.”


22




Andy paced the fitting room. What the hell was taking Claire so long? He decided to go check on her. Maybe she needed help carrying the tea. As he reached out for the knob, the door swung open.

“Hi,” Gabriella said. “Claire is in another fitting room trying on some outfits. Sorry we started without you.”

“Oh.” Andy reached down to grab Claire’s purse. “Which fitting room is she in? I’ll take her stuff over to her.”

“Don’t worry about her purse. You can leave it in the room. Claire actually sent me to check on you. Do you know your size?”

“Huh?”

“That’s okay. I brought a tape measure with me. Just turn around and stand straight.”

Gabriella started measuring his chest and waist.

“Why do you need my measurements? Do you all carry men’s clothes as well?”

Gabriella muttered to herself as she made a mental note of the measurements. “That’s what I figured. Gonna be a large on the waist and an A cup.”

Andy faced the woman, his blood pressure rising from this nonsense. “An A cup! What are you talking about? Where’s Claire?”

“Claire sent me over to assist you. Relax. I’m very understanding in these matters. Claire isn’t the first wife to bring her husband in to get outfitted in women’s lingerie. I don’t judge. Some men feel more natural in a lacy pair of knickers. You don’t have to feel ashamed. I think it’s very cute.”

Andy could barely think. One moment they had been down the street discussing whether it was worth trying to redo the cabinets in the bathroom or whether Andy should focus on putting in new tiles, and the next, some young woman was asking his bra size.

“Where’s Claire? I want to talk to her.”

“Sir, please relax. Now do you have a color preference? We just got in our fall collection. Perhaps cadmium orange? Very popular this season. I’ve got a lace set that’s just to die for. I do have to check to make sure we have an A cup in stock. But don’t fret. We can always order any size we’re out of.”

Andy tried to keep his composure. This woman wanted him to get roiled. He’d play it cool. Let her look like the little girl. “Ma’am, I don’t know what kind of joke you and my wife are trying to play on me, but I’m not falling for it. If you haven’t noticed, I’m a man. That’s M-A-N. I don’t wear bras and panties.”

Gabriella pointed to his waist. “Sir, you have a red pair of panties sticking out the back of your pants. Now there’s no reason to feel ashamed. I’ve got plenty of low waist panties that will keep everything very discreet while you’re out. I know how those high waist panties can get bunched up.”

Andy turned his back to the mirror. Looking over his shoulder, he saw the slither of red sticking out. His face matched its hue in an instance. Had everyone noticed on the street? There had been so many people on the sidewalk that a few passersby must have. And why hadn’t Claire alerted him? This was her stupid idea.

“I didn’t even want to wear them,” he pleaded. “It was Claire. She insisted I put them on.”

Gabriella only kept smiling. “I don’t know who you’re trying to convince. Personally, I don’t care. I mean, I would never date a guy in panties because I like real men, but hey, to each his own.”

Gabriella shut the door and left him. The nerve of that woman. Andy wasn’t about to sit in the fitting room while some young girl went to fetch a set of cadmium-whatever colored lingerie. He threw open the door. It was time he went to go find his wife and put an end to this charade. Andy would take a telemarketing job if he had to. Anything to stop himself from being turned into a bimbo. 

As he stepped out, two giggling college-aged girls were turning down the hall with a couple of baby doll pieces. Not wanting to be seen stepping out of a fitting room in a lingerie store for only women, Andy closed the door.

He took out his phone and texted Claire, asking what she thought she was doing. 

She quickly replied. Relax, sweetie. Mistress Lin gave me all of your test results. It’s obvious that you have a strong fetish for feminization. I would never deny you of your right to explore your sexual urges. Don’t feel ashamed. I think it’s adorable. Now be nice to Gabriella. She just stopped by and told me you were very rude to her. NOT COOL. Keep that attitude up, and I’ll march down the hall and give you a spanking loud enough for the whole store to hear. Now have fun and go wild with your girly side. ;)

Andy paced the room. This couldn’t be happening. They were a normal couple. Andy was a normal guy. And what was Claire talking about when she said she knew he wanted to be feminized? Andy had answered Mistress Lin’s questions concerning feminization several times by resoundingly stating that he had no interest in it. He had been telling her the truth—hadn’t he? Andy felt a slither of intuition that made him feel very uncomfortable. Surely he didn’t want to wear a bra and panties. He wasn’t a sissy. He liked being a man, and he was straight. He’d never had a gay thought in his life. Could those desires be mutually exclusive? Andy didn’t know. This was all so new to him. None of it made much sense.

He tried to think back to when he’d discovered that his drawer had been filled with panties. What was his initial thought? There was anxiety, some excitement. Yet that wasn’t the core feeling he experienced. No, it had been disappointment. Which of course meant he wasn’t into feminization. Guys who wanted to prance around in women’s panties got excited when they saw half a dozen fresh pairs sitting in their drawer.

Except the disappointment hadn’t been because of the panties, he realized. It was something else. He tried to think back. What about the drawer had disappointed him? Was it the styles or maybe the colors? 

Then, it finally hit him. Andy had been disappointed because his old underwear was still in the drawer. Their presence meant he would have to choose to wear the panties, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to do that. He wanted Claire to force it upon him, to give him no choice. Just like she was doing now.

The insight forced him to sit. Andy did want to be feminized. This whole time he had been lying to himself. Worse, he’d been taking his frustrations out on Claire. 

Shaking his head, he stared across the fitting room, looking in the mirror at the face of a man who secretly wanted to be outfitted in garters and lace. He didn’t have much time to do a whole lot of soul searching. Gabriella knocked on the door and entered.

“Heard you talked to my wife,” he muttered.

“Sorry for being a tattle tale, but it’s for your own good. Life’s too short to deny who you really are.” She hung several sets of bras and panties on a clothing rack. “Let’s start with the cute one first and make sure we have the correct size for you.” She held up the cadmium orange push up bra with lace trim. “Isn’t this hot? You were very lucky that we still had an A cup. These have been selling like hotcakes. Now if this doesn’t fit, don’t get your panties in a bunch. We have plenty of training bras to choose from.”

Wearing panties were one thing. A bra was quite another. But a training bra? Was this chick out of her mind? 

“Don’t you think this set is a little much?”

Gabriella stood akimbo. “What kind of girl are you going to be wearing only panties? Don’t mistake me. I’m all for women having the right to go braless. Hell, my mom burned a few while she was in college. But you at least need one for special occasions. Besides, you’ve never even tried one on. You might find they make you feel really sexy.”

Andy saw he wasn’t going to get out of this. He stuck out his arms. “All right, fine.”

She started laughing. “Really, Andy? You’re going to try on a bra while wearing your tee shirt?”

Andy sighed. He stripped his shirt off. Gabriella slid the straps over his shoulders and clipped them together along his back. The cups dangled forward on his chest. Gabriella tightened the shoulder straps until both cups fit snug against his pectoral muscles. The push up design of the bra pressed his chest muscles toward his sternum, giving him the appearance of having small breasts. The sight caused his heart to flutter.

Gabriella poked the soft tissue of his newly formed breasts. “Sexy! Got a little cleavage. Now let’s try on the panties.”

Andy hesitated. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to try them on. He did, and the sight of him standing in front of the mirror wearing a bra for the first time had him aroused.

“I need you to take off the pants, Andy. You can’t very well try on panties over your jeans.” She stared at his crotch and stepped beside him, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. “That’s okay. It’s very normal to become aroused while trying on lingerie. You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

Gabriella loosened his belt and lowered his zipper. His cock had filled the red panties so much that the hem lifted away from his body. Andy pushed the panties down his legs and stepped out of them. His cock lifted unobstructed.

“I might have to get you an extra-large,” Gabriella teased.

It was a snug fit, but Andy managed to stuff his cock inside the panties. The rear of them gave his bottom a feminine lift that was strange to view.

“You need to shave that behind. But I like it. They’re cute, and they fit your body well.”

“I think my balls are hanging out.”

Andy tried adjusting the crotch to cover his anatomy.

“Yeah, it’s going to be tough to find a fit considering you’re working with some extra goods. There are stores online that cater to men who wear lingerie. They make panties and bras especially with the male anatomy in mind.”

Andy turned his head, trying to gauge whether she was being serious or not. “You have to kidding.”

“Oh, no. Come on, Andy, do you really think you’re the first man to want to wear women’s undergarments? This stuff has been going on long before you came into the world. Unfortunately, few embrace their true desires. They either suppress them or remain in denial. You’re lucky your wife is so understanding. Many women would be freaked out by the idea of their man wearing lingerie.”

Gabriella next had him try on the matching garter belt. She showed him some cream-colored stockings, but she advised him to first shave his legs. “I think it’s a very pretty set. I’ll add them to your purchases. Hold on for a sec and let me see if Claire is ready. I know she’d want to see what we have so far.”

Bringing Claire in was the last thing he wanted, though, he knew she was going to eventually see it. He might as well get her approval now. 

Gabriella slipped out of the room. The college girls were across the hall, joking about how their boyfriends were going to explode just by the sight of their new attire. Andy hid behind the fitting room wall so they wouldn’t see him. What would a pair of cute college girls think about him trying on lingerie or having his wife come down to inspect his selections? And why did both of those thoughts make his dick even harder?

Looking at himself in the mirror was still difficult. The sight was so bizarre and uncanny. He wasn’t a transsexual. There was no desire in him to become a woman. That was good at least. Sex reassignment sounded like a hell of an undertaking. He considered what he was doing. It really wasn’t all that big of a deal. So he liked wearing women’s undergarments. If he checked the materials of the panties and bra, he doubted it would reveal anything different than what made up his own clothing. The only difference was the cut and color of the garments. Any creepy feelings he had about this were from society’s conventions about what was normal and proper.

Without a knock, the door swung open. Claire’s head popped in. She covered a smile. “You look adorable. I love the color and that garter belt looks hot on you. Claire reached out and snapped the belt. 

Gabriella came in behind her and closed the door. “Our only concern was keeping everything between his legs from falling out of the panties. I told him there are some places he can shop that specialize in lingerie for men. If you two just want the lingerie for some kinky play, then I think this will be fine. However, if Andy wants to truly embrace his feminine side, I’d look into some more proper fitting undergarments.”

“For right now, I think this is fine,” Claire said. “We want to take small steps.”

There were no complaints from Andy on taking it slow. As he started to change back into his old clothes, Claire told him to keep on the lingerie. 

“It looks cute,” she said, “and I want you to have the experience of wearing a bra out in public.”

“Won’t people notice? All I have on is a tee shirt.”

“I don’t think people pay you that much attention.”

Andy wasn’t so sure. Gabriella cut off all the tags so they could be rung up. As Andy slipped his tee over the bra, there were two noticeable hillocks on his chest. They didn’t look like extra fat either. Claire assured him that he looked perfectly normal.

After paying, Andy was ready to call it a day. Trying on the lingerie had been emotionally taxing.

“Before we leave I wanted to show you the store where we do all the shopping for the Thorn. It’s just up the street.”

Andy followed her to Dark Impressions. He stared up at the signage as they entered. “What are we doing here?”

“Just looking around.”

The store was unlike any other Andy had ever wandered into. All the employees seemed to be wearing gothic attire with lots of piercings and dark makeup. Some of the surly instruments along the wall weren’t foreign to him, but there were other objects Andy couldn’t name, let alone guess their use. And how exactly was a gas mask used during sex? The store struck him as being a mix between a medieval depot and a sex shop. 

“Hey, Claire! How’s work going?”

Andy looked up at the sales girl walking through the aisle. She had on military boots with a black skirt. Large gauge earrings stretched her earlobes, and there were two nose rings on her left nostril.

“No work today. I’m here in the city with my husband. This is Andy.”

Andy waved to the young woman.

“Oh, cool. What are you two looking for?”

“Nothing much. This is Andy’s first time in a BDSM store. I thought I’d give him a glimpse of my work life.”

“That’s great. Anything catch your eye, Andy?” She gave him a wink.

He scanned the store. There were so many strange sights that he struggled to keep his attention focused on any one item. His gaze finally fell upon a corset. He’d always had a fetish for them, and these corsets were of a quality not found in many stores.

“Those are pretty hot,” he said, motioning to the corsets.

Claire laughed. “You like that white one over there?”

With Claire’s flaxen hair, Andy knew she’d look like a goddess in it. He blew hot air out of his lungs and felt the front of his new panties stretch tightly around his growing cock. “Yeah, that would look great on you, honey.”

“I agree. I’ll wear it for you sometime.”

“What do you mean?”

“I picked that one up a while ago to use at the Thorn. I’m sure Rose wouldn’t mind if I took it home for a weekend.”

Andy then remembered the online pictures of Claire in the same corset. Knowing she was dressing up in such sexy attire for other men frustrated him. Why couldn’t he enjoy the same outfits? It was as if her clients got to see a sexier side of Claire that Andy had to ask to be a part of. He knew that was unfair to think and that she was just doing her job, yet the jealousy was there nonetheless.

“Yeah, that would great,” he said.

“Oh, I know what I want to show you,” Denise said. “I just got this in last week. Come look.”

Claire asked her what it was, but Denise only told them to follow. They stopped in front of a glass case. Denise went around the counter and opened a drawer that was out of sight from the patrons.

“I don’t know if you guys are into this or not. I got it from a metalworker last week, and I wanted to save it to show to a few of my better customers. It’s a one of a kind.”

Denise brought out a red velvet sack and gently rested it against the glass counter top. She placed a rubber mat against the counter and began emptying the bag. Andy didn’t know what to make of the strange contents spilling out.

Two halves of a thick metal ring were placed on the mat followed by a metal cylinder with a hole at the bottom. A plastic tube came out next that hooked up to an electronic device that was about one cubic feet with lots of vents on one side.

“What in the world is that?” Claire asked. “It almost looks like a ball crusher, except I’ve never seen one with tubes or a machine.”

“You have a good eye,” Denise said. “The man who made this converted it from a standard ball crusher. He spent two years designing and testing it. He says if he gets good feedback that he’ll take it to market.”

“So what does it do differently?” Claire asked. “It looks like a mad science experiment.”

Denise laughed. “It kind of is. First, I have to give you some background, so you can really appreciate this. The designer was a big CBT nut. Sorry, no pun intended. Anyway, he was into ball crushing devices, but he hated how they only focused the pressure on the top and bottom of the genitals. He wanted a device that would impact the entire surface area of his balls, so he came up with this.

“Now here’s how it works. The ring goes around the balls, and there’s a rubber lining that forms a tight seal so none of the air escapes. Then this cylinder encases them. Same as with a standard ball crusher. Here’s the difference, though. Instead of screwing the bottom plate to come up and smash the balls, there’s only this small hole at the bottom. That’s where the tube plugs into. This machine will control the amount of air pressure running through the tube and filling the cylinder. There’s even a gauge on the machine to alert you to the pounds per square inch, or as I like to say, the pounding per square inch.

“According to its inventor, the pain it’s capable of producing is crippling. Unlike a normal ball crusher, this one distributes the pressure evenly along the testicles. The man swore that despite his extensive history with CBT toys, he’d never experienced real CBT until he designed this.”

Andy could feel his balls wincing in the panties. The machine sounded like a good way to end up in the hospital with a ruptured testicle.

“Denise . . .” Claire said, offering an extended pause. “I have to have this! How much is it?”

“That’s the best part. I got it for free from the guy. He’s interested in receiving feedback right now and spreading the word. He’s convinced that if people try this they’ll love it. Then he’ll set us up with orders if we’re interested. I haven’t even tried it out yet. The guy might be full of it, but he’s a regular customer, and I think he’s pretty involved in the BDSM community, so I doubt he’s peddling junk. But take it at your own risk. Just let me know what you think of it. Maybe it’s something you can use at the Thorn.”

“Absolutely,” Claire said.

Andy left the store, holding another unexpected purchase. He’d almost forgotten about the bra he was wearing, and it didn’t appear that Denise had noticed. Of course, considering what the woman was probably used to seeing, Andy doubted him wearing a bra would have raised any eyebrows.

“Ready to head back?” Andy asked.

“Not quite. Let’s make one more stop. I thought it would be fun if you came by the Thorn to see where I work. You can meet Rose and the other girls.”

Andy was surprised by Claire’s offer. He had assumed the Thorn was off-limits to husbands in the same way men were barred from visiting their spouses working at strip clubs.

“Sure. I’d like that. Do you think they’d mind?”

“No, I think I’ve been there long enough to show you off. I’ll call to give Steph and the others a heads up, though.”

He was surprised when they turned into the Pinnacle Tower. Andy had always assumed the only offices in it were bankers and hedge funds.




On the sixty-ninth floor, they entered the club through the side door. Stephanie and Rose came walking down the hall.

Stephanie was first to introduce herself. “Hi, Andy! It’s so good to finally meet you.” 

The redhead almost took Andy’s breath away. It didn’t surprise him that they only hired pretty girls. She gave him a welcoming hug that made her breasts mash into his bra. 

“Oh. Got a little something under there, don’t we?” She patted his bra cup and whispered, “That’s okay. I won’t tell.”

“Tell what?” Rose asked, coming up behind Stephanie.

Oh no, Andy thought.

“I took Andy to Intimate Moments,” Claire proudly stated. “He just purchased his first bra.”

“Eyyy!” Steph shouted. “Congratulations. Do you mind taking off your shirt so I can see?”

“Steph, don’t push Andy,” Rose advised. “First time in a bra can be a difficult adjustment. Andy’s probably a little self-conscious.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Andy,” Stephanie said. “I didn’t mean to be nosey.”

“He can give you a quick peek,” Claire said. “Can’t you, sweetie?”

Andy looked at Stephanie and Rose. He knew he shouldn’t feel embarrassed. These women did this stuff day in and day out. But these were attractive women, the kind he’d probably be nervous to even approach. That didn’t mean he wanted to cheat on Claire or have an emotional affair. It just meant he had eyes like any other man, and he’d rather appear masculine to a pair of alluring women than showing off the A cup bra he’d just picked up with the help of his dominant wife.

Grudgingly, he peeled away the tee shirt.

Stephanie squealed with glee. “That is so elegant. I might have to pick up the same one for me. Is it new?”

“Yeah,” Claire said. “They just got it in for their fall collection.”

Rose nodded approvingly. “You’re one very lucky man to have such a fancy first bra.”

“Sissy,” Claire corrected. “He’s a very lucky sissy.”

Andy watched as Stephanie’s hand reached out to squeeze the cups. He was mortified, and worse, he could feel an erection mounting in his panties.

“Oh my,” Stephanie said, pulling her hand away. “I think rubbing your breasts has gotten you excited.”

Claire’s mouth dropped open, looking down at his crotch in disgust. “It appears that someone will be trying out the new CBT device tonight.”

“What new device?” Rose asked.

“It’s in the bag,” Claire said, taking it from Andy’s hand. “I stopped by Dark Impressions with Andy, and Denise gave me a new device to test.”

“Oh, nice. Come back to the office and show me. I have to give you your cut for this week anyway.”

Claire turned to Stephanie. “Will you give Andy a tour of the place while I’m with Rose?”

“I’d love to! Mistress Lin and Alexia are in the throne room right now, but I think Cynthia is setting up some things for an upcoming appointment.”

“That’s fine,” Claire said. “It would be good for him to meet Cynthia. I’d like him to see the medical room, too. If he gives you any trouble, Steph, you have my full permission to punish him as you see fit.”

Andy bit his lip with concern as he threw his tee shirt back on and followed Stephanie.

“I’ll show you where Claire does most of her sessions,” Stephanie said. She opened the door to the classroom and held it for Andy.

The scene reminded him of a porn set so much he almost chuckled. There was even an old style hand clock above the chalkboard.

“It’s cute,” he said.

“We mostly do paddlings and canings in the classroom.” 

Stephanie approached the front of the room and took a rattan cane down from the top of the chalkboard. Swinging it through the air, she elicited a swoosh sound that made Andy jump. 

“Even naughty girls get punished. Especially when they get horny after touching their breasts. You’ll have to learn some self-control if you want to be a good, proper sissy.”

Andy told himself to get his body under control, yet his erection only became fatter.

She tapped the end of the cane against the zipper of his jeans. “I guess someone wants a caning. Ever had one before?”

Andy shook his head. “Only the strap and the hairbrush.”

“Then step forward and bend over the desk. No slavery is complete without feeling the harsh cut of the cane. I don’t know how hard of a spanking you received with the strap or the hairbrush, but I think it’s safe to say that even the gentlest swats from the cane will be far more vicious.”

Stephanie wasn’t as patient as Claire. When Andy hesitated removing his belt, she swatted his hands away, knocking the lingerie bag to the floor, and yanked his jeans down without even needing to draw his belt loose.

“Get rid of the shirt too,” she said. “The only things I want to see on you are your bra and panties.”

Andy kicked off his shoes and stepped out of the jeans. Not leaving anything to chance, Andy even removed his socks.

“Agh. Those legs are so hairy. You need to have Claire show you how to shave them at once. That is gross and so unladylike. Did you not even get stockings with your garter belt?”

He pointed to the bag. “They’re in there with my old pair of panties.”

My old pair of panties. Now there was a line Andy never thought he’d be uttering to another woman, especially a woman as comely as Stephanie. He knew better than to test her. She was undoubtedly going to report back to Claire on his behavior. Andy had already earned himself a caning and an experimental CBT session at home. If he gave this woman any lip, he wasn’t sure if he would survive the night.

“These are cute,” Stephanie said as she held up the stockings. “Sit on the edge of the desk, and I’ll show you how a good schoolgirl puts on her stockings in the morning before coming to class. A lady’s proper attitude begins with the proper attire.”

His raging hard on refused to go down. Forget ever needing to take erectile dysfunction medication when he got older. A pair of lingerie along with some emasculation had him harder than the first time he’d entered Claire. 

He took a seat on the edge of the desk and waited. The desk appeared to be taller than standard, causing his feet to dangle off the edge as if he were still a schoolboy. Andy didn’t think the odd design was by mistake. 

The realization hit him hard. These women weren’t up here dishing out half-hour spankings while yawning and watching the clock. Everything was meticulously planned and thought out. Like this caning. Claire hadn’t suddenly remembered to stop by the Thorn any more than she had just happened to have noticed a lingerie store across the street where everyone knew who she was. He had been a marked man since Claire had asked him to drive into the city with her.

Stephanie told him to stay still as she began rolling the stockings up his legs. The fabric tickled the hairs on his legs, causing a sensation similar to static electricity. She brought the stocking all the way up to his thigh and then showed him how to clip on the garters.

“See?” she said. “Easy as can be. Now you do the other one.”

Andy looked for the stitching in the stocking to determine which side was the inside versus the outside. He placed the stitching against his toes and began unraveling the fabric. The experience of unrolling his own stocking was completely different than when Stephanie had done it for him. Something invigorating and warm was tapped inside him. He struggled with the clips, but with Stephanie’s help, he finally got them secured.

Standing, Stephanie gave him an inspection. “That cock just won’t go down, will it? Don’t worry. I’m sure by the time this cane is returned above the chalkboard that your cock will be as soft as a pair of panties. If not, we know you’re a true pain whore.”

Andy was told to flip over and to grab on to the other end of the desk. It was so high that he was forced to stand on the tips of his toes, causing his bottom to stick out and his thighs to tighten.

“Looks like someone needs a pair of high heels,” Stephanie remarked. “Maybe that will be next on Claire’s list.”

No way, Andy thought. It was one thing to put him into a pair of panties and a bra, but Claire would never make him wear high heels. What would be next, a fucking dress?

While Andy tried to reassure himself, it did little good. His wife had changed, and even Andy was discovering a side of himself that he never knew existed. They had only been at this for less than a week and already they were moving quickly. Who knew where he would be in a month or a year?

The cane settled against his panties, startling him from his thoughts. He told himself not to worry about the future. First, he had to get through this caning. In all honesty, the cane didn’t look that harsh to Andy. The wood was quite thin and Stephanie was a petite girl. How badly could a slither of wood swung by a small woman really hurt?

He’d soon find out.

The cane lifted from his bottom. He briefly saw the shadow rising along the chalkboard. Then it disappeared from his sight. The cane cut across his upper buttocks with a searing pain he never dreamt that it, or Stephanie, could have been capable of producing. The panties did little to absorb the blow. His knees slammed into the desk’s wooden panel, the force rattling through his bones.

Stephanie laughed. “Watch those feet or you’ll hurt yourself. That was only the first swat. Most guys don’t start squirming until around stroke number five.”

There was no way in hell Andy was going to be able to endure five strokes. Two more sounded excessive.

The cane tapped against the center of his bottom, drew back, and sliced across the air. The desk shifted as Andy jumped. Unlike the hairbrush or the strap, the cane created a sharp sensation that magnified in the seconds following the initial impact.

“Stay still,” Stephanie advised. “You’re lucky the throne room is occupied, because if not, I’d take you in there and tie you down to the spanking bench. Then you wouldn’t be able to squirm at all.”

She ordered him to stand and to reposition the desk before continuing with the caning. He still didn’t know how many strokes he would receive in total, only that Stephanie had been correct in her original estimation. The cane was far worse than either the hairbrush or the strap.

The following stroke connected with the vulnerable tissue where his buttocks and thighs met. The tender fold sent a flood of agonizing signals to his brain. Standing flat-footed, Andy attempted to rub away the pain in his rear.

“Well, I see I’ve gotten you down to a half tumescent state,” Stephanie noted. “Still plenty aroused, though. I suppose I can’t blame you. It must be incredibly erotic for you to think about your wife in this room, bending men over this very desk to cane and paddle them until they’re begging her to stop. They all get stiff cocks for your wife. I guess it’s the natural effect she has on men.”

Andy was no longer in a “half tumescent state,” as Stephanie had referred to it. He imagined Claire in a sexy head mistress uniform, ordering her subjects to count the strokes aloud and to thank her for disciplining them. Did simply imagining his wife in an authoritarian position arouse Andy? Was it the ease at which she command that role or did jealousy exist along with his admiration?

His thighs endured the next sharp blow. Knees turned inward as the back of his legs screamed. 

“Lower your panties,” Stephanie ordered. “I want to cane you on your bare bottom. “

No, no, no, Andy thought. While the panties were thin, he knew they’d absorbed the worse of the swats.

“Andy! Don’t make me do it for you.”

If he thought there was any amount of begging or pleading that would cause Stephanie to take mercy on him, he would have said it. Yet he knew this woman had heard all the excuses before. There’d be no benevolence from her.

His trembling hands moved behind him, grasping the sides of the panties and pushing them over his bottom. Stephanie instructed him to spread his legs so that his panties stopped along his knees. 

She stepped over to him and inspected the panties. Her thumb rubbed the gusset. “Naughty sissy. Wet as a whore.” 

The crude observation only served to make him harder. The head of his cock pressed against the desk, leaking more precum. 

Stephanie giggled and squeezed the head. “Such a disgusting sissy.”

The next blows came swiftly with little pause between them. Andy’s fingers blanched from squeezing the edge of the desk. Shoulders tightened as he processed the agony. The clock above the chalkboard ticked and tocked, indifferent to his suffering.

“This cane is quite warm now,” Stephanie remarked. “I would continue, but I don’t want to wear you out. I know Claire has all sorts of plans for you. Did you know that your wife is going to make you into her little bitch?”

While Andy had suspected nothing less, he shook his head.

“Oh, she is. And she will. It’s going to be interesting watching the evolution. There’s nothing more pleasing than to watch the swagger and independence be taken from a man. It’s only natural. Families work better that way. I think you’ll find yourself much happier, too. I know it’s hard to see now, but just remember that sometimes you have to go through some discomfort before you can get to the good stuff.”

Stephanie walked around the desk and opened a drawer. She brought out a bottle of lotion, filling her palm with the pink cream. Returning to his rear, she rubbed the balm into his behind. The cool liquid made him gasp.

In a calm and motherly voice, she spoke. “I want you to be good to Claire. You should always try your best to follow her orders and exceed her expectations. If not, we can meet again for additional sessions. I can swing this cane as many times as it takes.”

Andy nodded, promising that he’d listen to Claire and obey her. After the lotion had been rubbed against his rear, she pulled the panties back over his ass, patting his behind.

“Now put your clothes back on. I want to show you the rest of the club.”

Andy followed Stephanie down the hall as the hem of the panties rubbed against his fresh marks. As he entered the medical room, he saw a tall blonde stocking the cabinet with lube.

“Hey, Cynthia,” Stephanie said. “I wanted you to meet Claire’s husband, Andy. They were in town picking out his first set of bra and panties. They stopped by so Andy could have a tour.”

Cynthia turned and smiled, shaking Andy’s hand. “Hi, Andy. It’s great to meet you. Did you find something cute?”

Blushing, Andy admitted that he had.

“Oh, can I see it?”

Andy stripped off his clothes once again to show off his new attire.

“Oh, that is sexy!” Cynthia said. “You need to shave, though. I can see the hairs sticking out of your stockings. And what happened to your behind? It looks like you just got a fresh caning.”

“I had to bend Andy over the desk and give him a few swats,” Stephanie said. “He couldn’t keep his erection under control. I don’t think he understands that sissies don’t get their clit sticks hard without permission.”

Andy fought the growing pressure in his panties.

“He’ll learn in time,” Cynthia said. “If not, I have plenty of treatments which can help him embrace his new role as a woman.”

Andy shivered at the thought. He had no idea what sort of treatments Cynthia had in mind, only that he didn’t want to experience any of them. This shit was starting to freak him out.

“Yes, those hormones can tame any man. Well, I have to get him back to Claire. I just wanted to show him around.”

Andy returned to where he and Claire had first entered. His wife returned down the hall with Rose. Claire had a fat stack of bills in her hand, which she stuffed into her purse.

“Again, congratulations on your first overnight,” Rose said. “Tony was more than pleased.”

Claire thanked her and joined Andy by the back door.

“Ready to go?” she asked.

Andy nodded.
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“So what’s wrong?” Claire asked as they were driving back home. “You’ve got a very worried look on your face. Is it because Stephanie caned you?”

Claire could always read him. There was no point in trying to lie to her.

“It’s not that.”

“Then what?”

“Do you want me to become a woman? Cynthia was saying that she’s going to offer me treatments to become a woman. Like chemical ones.”

Claire laughed. “She was kidding, Andy. Listen, I may want you to wear some undergarments and a few other things, but if I wanted a chick, I would have married one. I want a man as my husband. With some stipulations, of course.”

Andy felt his rapid pulse begin to return to something within a normal range.

“Listen,” she said, “why don’t you and I relax tonight? We’ll shave your legs and then as reward for being a good boy today, you can spend some time between my legs. We’ll save the CBT device for another night. How does that sound?”

Andy smiled. “Sounds like heaven.”

If Andy still had to go to work, the idea of shaving his legs would have given him pause. Since he was at the house all day, it didn’t matter. 

When they returned to the house, Andy carried the bags up to the bedroom. After they ate, Claire started the bath water and called him inside. 

As much as he didn’t want to admit it, he hated removing the lingerie. There was something incredibly sexy about wearing the articles. Maybe the clothing reminded him of sex and all the fun usually associated with it. Yet, he felt something more, as if he were connecting with a forgotten, yet critical, part of his being.

Claire was adding oil to the bath as he walked in. The tile was cold against his feet. He stepped closer and threw a leg over the clawfoot tub. The water burned his fresh marks, causing him to rub his ass as settled in the tub.

“The cane is pretty nasty, isn’t it?”

“Hurt more than it looked like it would. I had just gotten over the lashing, too.”

“Guess you’ll have to work on your behavior. A woman can get wet without anyone noticing, but having a cock makes things different. You have to keep it under control.”

Andy settled against the rear of the tub. The warm water felt so good he didn’t even care about his sore bottom. “I used to be able to. Now I feel aroused all the time. I think I’m becoming addicted to my wife.”

“While I’m flattered, I only want you getting hard when I say so. And I certainly don’t want you touching yourself without me being present. Do you think you can control yourself?”

“I think so. I like knowing I’m saving it up for you.”

Claire grabbed a razor and her shaving cream. She told Andy to place his ankle against the lip of the tub. As the cool shaving cream was spread along his leg, the minty lotion tingled his skin.

“This might take a while,” Claire said. “There’s a lot of hair on you.”

The coarse hairs clogged the razor almost immediately. Little by little, the smooth terrain of his legs became exposed. Watching the glossy surface reveal itself made Andy’s cock harden in the water.

“There you go again,” Claire said.

“Sorry.”

“That’s okay. I want you to become aroused from me shaving your legs. It’s very erotic for a man to embrace his femininity. I never realized how important it was until working at the Thorn. I’ve noticed in all of my clients the deep need to nurture their femininity along with their submissiveness. Most men are told to suppress their inner woman.”

“No offense, honey, but what are you talking about?”

Claire wiped the razor with a towel and told him to sit on the side of the tub so she could get to his thigh. “I’m talking about femininity. You’re not all masculine, Andy. Human beings are more complex. It’s the yen and the yang. Failing to express that side of one’s self causes a lot of stress and neurosis in my clients. Embracing their femininity and submissive nature seems to free them in a way no amount of traditional therapy could do. A lot of them tell me they have spent their whole lives trying to make more money, sleep with more women, or increase their prestige in society. Nothing ever worked until they submitted to a superior woman.”

Knowing Claire, his wife, who used to plant tulips and wave to him when he got home, was that superior woman made him so weak he could barely keep himself from falling into the tub. She was becoming an intoxication to him, an aphrodisiac he couldn’t ignore.

His legs were starting to burn as she finished shaving them. Claire told him to finish his other leg on his own, along with his arms, chest, ass, and groin area before meeting her in the bedroom. As she left, Claire closed the bathroom door.

Andy gave the shaving his best effort. His ass was surprisingly easy to shave. The skin was tough and could handle the blades without any discomfort. Overall, he was pleased with his work and the final look made him feel electric. He stood and climbed out of the tub, tracing his hands over his smooth skin. The cool air swept past him, revealing just how exposed he was without any hair. He applied some shea butter, wrapped a towel around his waist, and left the bathroom.

Claire was lying on the bed when he stepped out, wearing her purple chemise. She massaged her breasts as a glass dildo slid in and out of her pussy, a pair of cotton panties pulled to the side. Her eyes remained closed, her mouth slightly parted. She licked her lips, a soft murmur escaping from them.

“Started without me?” he asked.

Claire’s eyes opened slightly, the sexual pleasure swimming in them. “I was thinking about my sissy sitting in the tub and shaving like a good girl, and I started to get wet.” 

She pushed the glass dildo in and out of her. Andy stared at the juice left on the phallus. 

“While this dildo already has my cunt filled, I wouldn’t mind a tongue on my clit.”

Andy dropped the towel. He was on the bed in a flash, his head close to the mattress and between her legs. 

She pulled the dildo out of her pussy and fed it to him. Andy didn’t mind that it was in the shape of a cock. He gladly took it into his mouth, sucking off his wife’s cum. As he cleaned the dildo, Claire pulled the panties back over her pussy and rubbed her clit through the cotton.

“These panties are going to be soaked by the time we finish. I have a special surprise for you when we’re done. While cotton may not be the sexiest material, it’s one of the best at trapping the smell of my pussy.”

Andy wasn’t sure what she had planned. He only knew that when it came to Claire’s panties and her pussy, the combo never failed to arouse him. He’d even stolen one of her dirty panties when they were both sixteen. Ever since, Andy had been addicted to her scent.

Claire continued thrusting the dildo into his mouth. Andy tried backing away until a firm hand pressed his head against the phallus, slamming it into his throat and causing him to gag. There was a deep sense of degradation as his eyes filled with tears and he coughed. 

As the glass retracted from his mouth, Andy stared between her legs. A wet spot enveloped her panties as she rubbed them between her lips. Whatever Claire had planned, she was making sure those panties were soaked enough to be rung out. 

Eventually, she pulled them to the side. “I want you to wear something for me.”

Andy smiled. She was going to have him wear her panties, he knew. The thought thrilled him. Claire was such a naughty girl. It was going to feel great to have her wet panties hugging the head of his cock while he lapped at her pussy.

To his surprise, she pulled something else out of the nightstand instead. He saw that it was another dildo, although this one had a collar attached to it.

“It’s a chin strap dildo,” Claire explained. “This way you can lick me and fuck me with your chin!”

In reality, it wasn’t any different than Andy licking her clit while she used the glass dildo on herself. Yet, there was something truly demeaning in knowing that his face was reduced to nothing more than a place to strap her sex toys.

She told him to lift his chin as she unbuckled the strap. It went securely around his head with two straps on each side of his face running below and above his ear. A bowl-shaped design at the base of the phallus allowed it to comfortably rest against his chin.

“Before you stick it inside me, I need to get that cock wet.”

She bent over and kissed the head, swirling her tongue around the tip of the phallus. As she continued taking the dildo into her mouth, Claire narrowed her seductive gaze at Andy.

“Mmm,” she said. “I do love a hard cock in my wet mouth. I bet you wish this was yours.”

Andy nodded. He felt his hips move as he started humping the bed.

“I don’t want you jerking it or humping the mattress while you’re pleasuring me. Focus on my pussy and how good this is making me feel. We’ve focused on your sexual needs for far too long, and it has left us both frustrated.”

She took the cock in her mouth again and deep throated it until her lips almost touched the base. Tears stood in her eyes. For one brief second Andy saw the wild look of a whore, one he knew he’d never get to experience. Claire had never deep throated his cock. The best he got was a little licky licky before telling him it was ready to go inside her. It both infuriated and aroused him that an inanimate object had gotten a kind of sexual stimulation that Andy had never enjoyed.

Returning her back against the pillows, Claire spread her legs and ordered Andy to enter her. He’d never wanted to stick his cock in her more than in that moment. Her pussy lips were glistening and juices poured out from her. He could see her walls opening and tightening, waiting to take a firm grip of a cock. He imagined feeling her soft, wet flesh squeeze against his burning member.

“God, Claire. You look so hot. Let me fuck you, baby.”

She grabbed him by the hair on his head and pulled him towards her. “Shut up, sweetie, and put that tongue to good use. Your cock isn’t going to fall off just because it’s not fucking me.”

As the cock slipped into her, his tongue went crazy against her clit. He tried to gyrate his chin and the dildo the best he could. With her hand firmly planted against the back of his head, Claire told him she didn’t want him pulling away from her clit while fucking her with the chin strap-on. 

She tasted so good. Andy tried to catch every drop of her natural lubrication. It didn’t take long to bring her to an orgasm. As her legs shook, Andy watched her abdominals tighten. She slammed her hips against the dildo and squeezed her legs against Andy’s head.

“I fucking needed that,” Claire groaned, pushing Andy away from her. She kissed the head of the dildo. “I taste so good. Want to taste me as well, Andy?”

“More than anything. I want to fuck you, too. My cock is on fire.”

“I’m sure it is. Go kneel in the corner. I’ll bring you your treat for being such a good househusband.”

Andy didn’t know what she could possibly give him as a treat in the corner of the bedroom. The only treat he had on his mind was pussy or a blowjob. She couldn’t really expect him to get that worked up without reciprocating the act.

As he settled into the corner, he saw her shadow approach him. Something was placed over his head. Andy realized it was her panties. Claire situated them until the wet crotch sat over his nose and mouth.

“I’m going to leave you here for half an hour,” Claire said. “I’ll be watching you this time to ensure you don’t cheat. It’s important that you become addicted to my scent. We’re going to make corner time with my panties a regular part of your training. This way, you have no choice except to breathe in my scent. The pheromones in my cum will make you even more submissive and attached to me.”

It was pleasantly erotic to be forced to smell Claire. He found himself breathing her scent in so fast and deep that he started to get lightheaded from all the oxygen. While he kneeled, Andy stuck out his tongue and licked the warm juices from his wife’s panties.

As his corner time unfolded, Andy’s dick remained erect, dripping precum onto the floor. With Claire sitting on the bed reading, he didn’t dare touch himself. By morning, he knew he’d have a serious case of blue balls. Still, it felt good knowing he was saving himself for Claire. So often, he’d spilled his seed while watching porn. It was no wonder his vitality waned when it came time to be intimate with Claire. The irony now was that while he had all the spunk and vigor to rock her world, she was content with restricting him access to her body.

When his time was up, Claire quietly put her Kindle away and approached him. She removed the panties and told him to stand. When he did, she slid the panties onto his waist and told him to get ready for bed.

Andy’s cock was literally pulsating against the wet panties. There was no way he was going to be able to fall asleep with Claire’s juices snuggling against the head of his denied cock. Even if he had just came it would have been difficult. After being denied? Impossible.

After he brushed his teeth and crawled under the covers, the begging game began. 

“Claire, please. You can’t just send me to bed without an orgasm. It hurts so much.”

“Sweetie, don’t be a baby. You’re going one night without an orgasm. Women do it all the time. Trust me. It will be good for you to learn some self-restraint.”

“I will, I will. In time. But I just started out. You can’t put your dirty panties over my cock and expect me to fall asleep. I’ll probably have a wet dream.”

His comment had Claire doubling over with laughter. “That would be awesome. It would be so funny to watch your face if you woke up to a sticky mess in your panties. And the girls would love to hear about it, too.”

Andy hadn’t thought about the women at the Thorn. He imagined Stephanie giggling over his wet dream. She would think he was a total loser if she didn’t already.

“Claire, I’m not even asking you to get me off. Give me five minutes in the bathroom, and I won’t say another word for the rest of the night.”

Claire sighed. “I’m not letting you do that. However, I don’t want you bothering me all night. I’m really disappointed in you, Andy. You’re topping from the bottom, and it’s very un-sub-like of you to do.”

“What’s topping from the bottom?”

“It’s when a sub tries to manipulate a domme into doing what he wants while making it look like it was what she wanted all along. I don’t stand for such behavior at the Thorn, and I’m certainly not going to stand for it in my own home.”

There it was again. The simple, yet clear dominant phrasing. Andy was a househusband. It was Claire’s home, not their home. Andy felt his cock twitch as he realized he was sitting in bed as a grown man, groveling before his wife to allow him to go to the bathroom to jerk one out like he was still a teenager.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t realize I was doing that. I’m just really horny.”

“I need a calculator to count how many times I was included in that apology of yours. Do you see how selfish you are?”

Andy hadn’t realized how much he had made it about him. He didn’t mean to. Being self-centered was simply a natural trait of his.

“I understand this is difficult,” she said. “You’ve done a good job considering how quickly we’ve been moving, so I’m willing to extend you an olive branch. However, there’s a price for my benevolence.”

Andy was game for whatever. He’d take another spanking or even a little extra CBT (even though he didn’t have a clue what CBT would actually feel like). He was desperate to come and only concerned about the next few minutes and the relief it might provide.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Since your concern is having blue balls and waking up to a wet dream, I’m willing to allow you a release.”

Andy felt his body relax. “Thank you, honey. I’ll give you as many orgasms as you want in return.”

“You’ll give me as many orgasms as I want regardless of whether you come or not. That’s already implicit in our relationship. The price to release your semen is to forfeit your orgasm.”

“Huh?” Andy didn’t even see how that was physically possible. If he came and shot his semen, he had an orgasm. The two were inseparably linked. Right?

“Yes, a ruined orgasm, dear. I’ll let you come, but you won’t be having an orgasm. That’s my offer. Take it or leave it. It’s getting late, so decide. I won’t negotiate any further.”

Andy didn’t really know what a ruined orgasm entailed, but it sounded better than going to bed with a set of full balls.

“Fine. I’ll take a ruined orgasm. How does this work?”

“Simple. Just lie back. Since I don’t have any bondage rope with me, place your hands under your behind so they don’t get in the way.”

Andy sat on his hands and waited for his wife to get him off. 

Claire pulled her panties away from his cock. He was still rock hard and leaking precum. Wetting her palm and fingers with his precum, Claire began to stroke him.

He watched his sexy wife in the chemise stroke his cock. While a blowjob would have been his first choice, he could settle for a nice handjob. Claire was doing it just the way he like it too, nice and slow, drawing out the experience. Considering how horny he was, it didn’t take him long to feel a special heat building between his legs.

“Getting close?” she asked.

Andy nodded. “About thirty more seconds.”

She pumped faster, focusing only on his shaft. Andy clenched his fists beneath his sore ass and curled his toes inward. He held his breath as he always did when he was reaching the point of no return.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

Claire gave him a few more pumps and then let go. Andy stared in shock as her hand moved away and his cock began to spasm. The contractions forced out a thick spray of cum. The initial splatters landed on his stomach. Without any stimulation, the rest of his semen dribbled out and ran down the length of his shaft like an aborted shuttle launch.

There was no pleasure. The hot sensation on the head of his cock burned, but without any petting, it passed and his cock became quiet and subdued. His arousal had been unaffected. He was still just as horny as ever, ready to fuck almost anything in the room.

Andy squirmed. “That didn’t work.”

“What are you talking about, sweetie? We solved both issues. You won’t have blue balls tonight and you won’t wake up to having had a wet dream. I told you I was giving you a ruined orgasm.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t know it meant I would have no orgasm at all.”

“Well, I’m not responsible for your ignorance. I thought the name kind of spelled it out for you. But no use in crying over spilled sperm. There’s nothing we can do about it now except to wait for your balls to fill back up.”

Pissed off and sexually frustrated, Andy started to stand.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Claire asked.

“To the bathroom to clean up. Is that also not allowed?”

Claire narrowed her eyes at him. “Next time check your attitude at the front door or sleep on the deck. Bathroom restrictions are practiced in some BDSM relationships, but no, I’m not keeping you from using it. However, there’s no need for you to clean up.”

She scooped the cum in her hand and wiped it along the crotch of his panties. Without cleaning the semen from his cock, she pulled the panties back up to his waist.

“For having an insolent attitude with me after I granted you your wish, I think you should sleep in your wet, dirty panties. And if I hear another complaint out of you for the rest of the night, we can try out the new CBT device. With sensitive balls after just coming, I can’t imagine how much it would hurt.”

Stunned, Andy didn’t say another word. Claire kissed him goodnight and wished him sweet dreams. Laying in the dark, he waited for the panties to dry, wondering how he had gotten himself into this cum-filled panty mess of a situation.
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The girls were gushing over how cute Andy was and espousing that he seemed like a lovely submissive husband.

“I hope you don’t mind that I caned him,” Stephanie said. “I thought it would do him some good to be disciplined by another woman. I think it’s important for all submissive men to learn early in their development that they are submissive to all women, not just their mistress.”

“I didn’t mind at all, Steph. The stripes on his bottom were lovely. I couldn’t help watching him in the shower this morning.”

“She’s a sharpshooter with a cane,” Rose agreed. “Did you have a chance to try out the CBT device?”

Claire sat down her coffee. The morning crowd at the coffee shop was starting to disperse, but she noticed several men at the tables around them lingering and pretending to tap away on their cell phones. While Cynthia tended the receptionist desk and Alexia entertained a new client, the rest of the Thorn’s girls enjoyed a morning kaffeeklatsch.

“No, Andy was being a big baby. After I got him shaved, I was ready to receive a little attention of my own, so I made him lick my clit with a dildo strapped to his chin. Afterwards, I gave him thirty minutes of corner time with my wet panties stuck to his face and ended the night by ruining his orgasm after he complained of blue balls.”

Claire heard a coffee mug clatter against a saucer behind her. She turned and saw a man jump out of his seat, the front of his shirt stained. He was looking at Claire and the other women. Claire detected a large erection pressing against the front of his pants.

“Hope our conversation didn’t bother you,” Claire said, giving the man a wink.

The man shook his head and grabbed his coat before making a quick dash out of the coffee shop.

“Boys will be boys,” Lin said. She turned back around. “Just make sure you’re the one calling the shots.”

“Absolutely. I think he’s come a long way from a couple of months ago. Especially this week. He’s been on his best behavior yet.”

“I wonder why?” Rose joked.

“That’s what has me concerned,” Lin said. “I don’t doubt your ability as a domme, Claire, but when your husband has known you all these years as a docile housewife and then suddenly you’re a dominant woman, he’s going to be testing you for a while to make sure that the change is real. It will be a challenge for you not to slip back into your former, comfortable role at home.”

“Why do you think that?” Steph argued. “Claire is great at the Thorn. She’s getting more clients than I am.”

“That’s precisely why I think it will be difficult,” Lin said. “Again, don’t think I’m questioning Claire’s abilities. What I’m trying to say is that dominating men all day can be exhausting. Sometimes you want to step out of that role. We’re always dominant in our lives, true, but how many of you enjoy having an alpha lay you down and make you feel like a woman?” Three hands at the table lifted. Claire’s was not one of them. “Exactly. Now that doesn’t mean we’re submissive for those men. We simply appreciate the alpha male in bed and getting our other sexual needs met. Being in a monogamous relationship, Claire won’t have that option. I’m worried she’ll get domme fatigue.”

“What’s that?” Claire asked. She looked to Rose, but even she had a blank expression.

“It’s a phrase I came up with,” Lin said. “Something I noticed in pro-dommes and lifestyle dommes, too. It’s when the dominant woman is so focused on her submissive men or man that she stops taking care of herself emotionally. We act like it’s all about the dominant woman in a female led relationship, but there’s an incredible amount of attention given to the sub. If you’re in a domestic situation, you have to be the head of household. That means on top of managing the finances and assigning chores, there are punishments, regular discipline, orgasm releases, tasks to keep the sub growing. While it’s usually fun as hell, it can also be exhausting. And if we ever need a break, we’re seen as phonies and the subs go running to some Internet domme living with mommy and daddy who just heard findom is a quick road to easy wealth. It’s unfair, but that’s the way it is and every good domme, at some point, recognizes it and makes the necessary adjustments, or she gets jaded and quits the lifestyle.”

“Damn, she’s right,” Rose said. “I’ve experienced it myself. After getting the Thorn up and running I was working eighty hours a week nonstop. That was when I was the only one working there. I almost closed shop I was so worn out. I hadn’t thought about that with Claire.”

“I can help,” Steph offered. “If you ever feel burned-out just give me a buzz, Claire.”

Claire felt as though someone had just dropped her birthday cake and thrown away her presents. She’d been riding so high on this fantasy that she hadn’t stopped to think about it long-term. Andy and she were having fun, for now, but was she really up for this kind of lifestyle for the rest of their marriage?

She was about to respond when a man approached their table. He wore what looked to be a custom-tailored suit that Claire guessed was in the four figure range. With a square jawline, broad shoulders, and grey eyes, he smiled at them and knelt so that he was at their eye level. Claire could smell his rich cologne wafting across the table.

In a deep, pussy-wetting British accent, he spoke. “I’m so sorry for interrupting you ladies, but I had to stop by to introduce myself.” He turned to Lin and stuck out his hand. “Malcolm Hancock.”

Lin smiled. “Hello, Malcolm. Lin Ming.”

A heartthrob smile stretched across his face, dimples included. “It’s a pleasure. I’m in this week from London on business. I usually don’t do this, but I insist on taking you out to dinner. I hope I’m not being too forward.” He stuck out a business card. “My cell is on the back. Give me a ring later.”

He stood and left without another word spoken. Claire guessed he was a couple of inches over six feet. Not bad. Not bad at all.

Lin tucked the card into her purse. “Like I was saying. Every woman, domme or not, needs a man with some gonads to make her feel weak in the knees.”

“What are you suggesting?” Claire said. “That I cuckold Andy?”

Lin lifted her eyebrows. “Maybe.”

“I’m not doing that. Andy and I took vows that supersede female domination. I love Andy and no one else.”

“I never said you didn’t. I’m not talking about loving someone else or even being romantic with them. Cuckolding can be purely physical when done right.”

Rose intervened. “Lin, if Claire ever decides to try cuckolding, we know how to reach you. Until then, I think it’s important we respect her decision. We’ve put a lot on her in the last few months.”

“Of course,” Lin said. “It wasn’t my intention to pressure you into anything you’re uncomfortable with. I’m just letting you know that you have options. However, I do think you’re going to need my help after I leave. I think it would be good if you and your husband checked in with me for a probationary period after I depart. I could be like a couple’s therapist, domme style.”

Claire chuckled. “Are you serious?”

“Sure. I could help you decide tasks and punishments. I think it would be good if Andy had another domme to confide in. We also forget how difficult it is for the new sub. So many dommes figure the sub is supposed to suffer, but we forget there’s the good kind of suffering and the bad kind. Doubt and feelings that make him want to run from the relationship or cease power exchange all together isn’t good. Having another domme that he can talk to in private might help alleviate some of his apprehension. I’d be willing to do it for free.”

“You’re not doing it for free,” Claire insisted. “You’re too good to offer you services pro bono.”

“Perhaps, but you two aren’t clients of mine. We’re now friends and friends are there for each other, especially since you’re a new domme. The highlight of my career is coaching new female dominants.”

“Fine. I’m still getting you a kick ass gift.”




***




When Claire got home she was surprised to find Andy’s truck missing. She hadn’t left him any chores that required him to leave their home. Or her home, she reminded herself. Claire thought about texting him. She was about to hit send before she put her phone away. She wasn’t a desperate housewife. He could tell her all about where he had been with the new CBT device crushing his balls.

Claire went upstairs to take a quick shower. The door to the bathroom was shut. She tried the knob. The door wouldn’t budge. It was never locked. Claire knew there was a key to it somewhere in the bedroom, but she didn’t remember where. She sighed. Claire was going to have a long talk with Andy as soon as he returned home. She’d been gone all day, earning money to keep the lights on, and because of her husband, she couldn’t come home to enjoy a hot shower.

Not wanting to wait for his return, Claire went to the spare bathroom down the hall and borrowed some of Lin’s bath products. As she was getting out of the shower, she heard the sputter of Andy’s truck out front. The time between the car door closing and the front door opening was no more than a second or two. At least someone knew how much trouble they were in.

Footsteps hastened up the stairs. “Claire? Claire?”

She wrapped the towel around her breasts and stepped out of the guest bathroom. Andy was standing in their bedroom down the hall. 

“I’m down here,” she said. “Someone locked the bathroom to the master suite. When I came home to take my shower, like always, I couldn’t get inside.”

“I’m sorry, Claire. The bathroom is off-limits for right now.”

“Oh, really? And why is that?”

Every worst nightmare flashed before her eyes: Andy had overflowed the toilet and feces were now all over her pretty floor, he had left the sink running and there was now water damage, an explosion of some kind had occurred.

“I’m working on the bathroom for our anniversary. It will be out of commission until then. I just returned from the city. I thought I was going to be back a lot sooner, but it took forever picking everything up. I’ve stripped most of the old stuff out, so it isn’t safe to go in. Plus, I want it to be a surprise for you.”

It was pretty hard to be mad at Andy considering all the effort he was putting in. She figured he’d add a little lighting or maybe a new counter top. It sounded like he was now remodeling the entire bathroom.

“Fine,” Claire said. “Next time just let me know in advance.”

“I will. Again, I’m sorry.”

“Apology accepted. So what are we having for dinner? It smells good downstairs.”

“I’ve got a roast on the slow cooker. It was about the only thing I could fix that would allow me to be out most of the day.”

“It will just be the two of us. Lin has a dinner date in the city. I’m not sure when or if she’ll be home tonight.”




While it was quiet not having dinner with Mistress Lin, Claire enjoyed getting to spend some time with Andy. She still worried about him being alone at the house. With not having to go to work, he didn’t have his usual friends to talk to, and Andy was never much into going out and having a few beers with the boys.

“Mistress Lin and I were discussing you during lunch today,” Claire said.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yes. She offered to help us after she left. Nothing serious. She thought it would be good if you checked in with her every once in a while to discuss any apprehensions you might be having. She’d be like a support person you could use as you adjust to being a submissive househusband.”

It tickled her to death to refer to Andy as a submissive househusband. She had to remind herself to maintain a serious expression.

“A support person?”

Claire rolled her eyes. She loved her husband, but at times, he could be dimwitted enough to drive her crazy. “Like a relationship therapist. Let’s say I give you a task or a restriction that angers you. Instead of yelling at me or holding it all inside, you can call up Mistress Lin and talk to her. It will be good for you to have someone to talk with besides me. I worry about you being alone at the house all day.”

“I get out and go to the store and stuff.”

She tilted her head. “Andy, that’s not the same and you know it.”

“I could call up Bill. The only reason I haven’t yet is because I didn’t want him to know that I hadn’t found a job. He’s busy with the kids, but I’m sure he could make some time for me.”

“Maybe later, sweetie. I think it’s important for now that you stay close to people who understand and support your situation.”

Claire finished dinner and left her plate on the table for Andy to take care of. While he was doing the dishes, she returned upstairs and got the CBT device ready. After making sure all of the hoses were inserted correctly, she gave it a try by sticking her hand inside and closing the ring around her wrist. The machine filled with air until the pressure made her yelp. She killed the motor and giggled. If it could cause that kind of pressure to her hand, it would crush Andy’s poor balls.

He came up to the bedroom a few minutes later and saw her sitting on the bed with the CBT device in her lap.

“Hi, sweetie,” she cooed. “Ready to test out the CBT device? I just gave it a quick test run. It seems to be in good working order, but I need a test subject to make sure.”

Andy groaned and started for the bathroom. “Do we have to tonight? I was going to try and finish up some work in the bathroom.”

“Nice try, Andy. You know that evenings are supposed to be for you and me to spend time with one another. Rose wants me to give her my opinion in the morning regarding this device. Besides, you deserve a punishment.”

“Oh, come on, Claire. I’m going all out for your anniversary present.”

“As you should. However, you should also be doing so without inconveniencing me. I realize that something like remodeling the bathroom requires it to be closed off. However, you can at least do so while informing me beforehand. That kind of poor planning on your part needs to be corrected as does your snippety attitude.”

Claire watched Andy roll his eyes. Mistress Lin had been right. Only one night of her being gone and already Andy was putting up a struggle. And this was while knowing Mistress Lin would return. Once she was gone for good, Andy would be back to his old ways in no time. She’d have to keep him on a tight leash until he had fully gone through the transformation from husband to slave. She had to repeat that to herself: husband to slave. Such a nice ring to it that the thought made her clit throb. At first, all she had wanted was an obedient husband or even a little kinky fun to help spice up their sex life and get it back on track. Now that she’d had her first real taste of dominating the man she loved, Claire wanted more. A lot more.

“Are you rolling your eyes at me?”

“Claire, come—”

“I asked you a question.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Apology not accepted. Lie down and take your punishment. The quicker you get over here, the sooner it will be over.”

Andy didn’t move. His feet stayed planted, and he folded his arms.

“Every moment you delay is going to be more time spent in this CBT device.”

She watched Andy shake his head and turn. He left the bedroom. She heard him descending the stairs.

The bedroom was silent. She stared at the machine in front of her. So that was it? Maybe she had misread her husband. Maybe he wasn’t the slave she thought he was. 

No, she realized. He was a submissive man. She’d worked with enough clients to be able to spot one. Andy had all the common signs. He could have just been a submissive in denial. Or he could have been one of the many submissives who would never be able to serve in real life. Not every submissive man was cut out for lifestyle slavery, especially in a domestic setting.

Claire felt like such a failure. Worse, everyone at the Thorn would know that she had blown it with her husband. If she couldn’t properly dominate Andy, what business did she have dominating men like Tony? They’d see her for the phony that she was. Almost in tears, Claire called Lin and recounted the setback.

“Calm down, Claire. I’ll be at your house in a few minutes.”

“You didn’t stay over at that guy’s hotel?”

“Malcolm? No, I don’t do sleepovers. I got what I was after and left. Listen, hang tight and I’ll be there soon. Let me talk to Andy.”




***




Andy stamped out the cigarette and lit another one. He didn’t even care that the cigarette bud was being left out on the deck. Fuck it. This was his goddamn house. Who signed over the fat check for the down payment? What’s that? Claire, you say? Nope. All she did was pick out the most obscene home she could find—one Andy knew they couldn’t afford. Did he say no and tell her to be realistic? No, he made his wife’s dreams a reality and busted his butt to do so.

He was so frustrated he couldn’t stop pacing. This was never going to work. They’d tried a quick fix to their sex problems by incorporating some hardcore kinks as a Hail Mary, and now it had made things worse. He should have seen this coming. 

There was no getting over this one. He imagined them attending couple’s therapy. What was Andy going to say? “You see, doc, my wife wanted to put my testicles in this experimental CBT device—oh, no. That’s not cognitive behavioral therapy. I’m referring to cock and ball torture. Anyway, I didn’t feel like having my balls crushed that night and . . . ”

The screen door opened. Andy turned and saw Mistress Lin. Her face was glowing as if she had just enjoyed some great sex. At least someone was getting laid.

“Andy, can we talk for a minute?”

“No offense, but I really don’t feel like talking to you. You’re part of the reason I’m so pissed off.”

She closed the door and neared him. “That’s okay. You can be angry with me and think I’m a bitch. Blame me if it makes you feel better. But I think you know that’s unfair.”

“Well, you haven’t made things any easier.”

A hand settled on Andy’s shoulder. “What’s this really about, Andy? Yesterday you seemed so happy.”

Andy pointed to the second story of the house—the bedroom window to be exact. “She’s lost her mind. And she’s ungrateful for everything I’ve done for her. Because I lost my job, she wants to rub it in my face and make me feel like shit.”

“I hope you really don’t feel that way. If so, you’re sadly mistaken. Claire loves you. She loved you enough to take a job that terrified her. She loved you enough to become more than just your wife. This has nothing to do with your job and you know it. Andy, you can say what you want, but I know you’re a submissive man. I know the joy you would feel if you embraced Claire’s dominance. Claire understands this, too. She’s worked hard to make that a reality for you. Most submissive guys in vanilla marriages would do anything to be in your position. I realize fantasy is different from reality and that a lot has been put in front of you in a short span of time, but it hasn’t been easy on Claire, either.”

He took a last drag and flicked away the cigarette. “I know. I just feel like I’m losing my wife.”

“That’s understandable. A lot of husbands go through this. It can feel like you woke up to a complete stranger. Rest assured she’s still the same Claire you fell in love with. You’re simply seeing the dominant part of her that she’s suppressed all these years.”

“And I like that about her. I think Claire’s dominance is sexy. What bothers me is that she wants to change me.”

“I think change is the wrong word. She’s trying to bring your submissive side to the surface. I know you want that to happen. I think you’re just fighting your inner masculinity.”

Andy turned and faced her. “That’s exactly it. I feel like I can’t even be a man anymore. Hell, I’m wearing panties!”

Mistress Lin smiled. “Yes, panties that gave you quite the hard on if I remember correctly. Listen, Andy. Submission is not about removing your masculinity. It’s about redirecting it. Claire still wants you to stand up for her if her honor is at stake. She still wants a man who can carry her over the threshold and protect her from harm. No domme wants a spineless wimp to serve her. She wants you rugged and manly on the outside with a pair of lacy panties hidden underneath as a sign of your devotion to her.”

Andy sighed. He was relieved to hear that Claire wasn’t going to force him to be someone he wasn’t. Yet, he still wondered whether it was really possible to be subservient to his wife while remaining masculine. 

“All right,” he said. “I guess I overreacted. It’s just that when I came home after planning so hard to make Claire the perfect anniversary gift and I saw her upset, I just couldn’t handle it, and I blamed this power exchange stuff for it.”

“Andy, you’re allowed to make mistakes. You and Claire aren’t perfect. The difference is that you get punished and Claire gets her pussy licked.” She reached out and grabbed him by the balls, staring into his eyes. “Do you want me to watch, Andy, as your wife punishes you? I love witnessing a man suffer, especially after I’ve gotten fucked good and hard.”

As much as he didn’t want it to happen, Andy felt his cock swell, pressing against his panties and Mistress Lin’s hand. She squeezed his head, and he shuddered.

“Andy, you can argue and debate and spew every intellectual mumbo jumbo, but a man’s cock never lies.”

He knew it was true. Under the seductive pull of Mistress Lin’s perfume and the smell of her recent romp, Andy would have fallen to his knees if asked. Yet, he couldn’t do that. There was someone else he needed to bend the knee to.

“I feel like I’ve ruined everything,” he said. “How am I going to explain it to Claire? It’s not like I can just offer an apology.”

“No, but you can offer your body. Let me talk to Claire to smooth things over.”

Andy found himself thanking the woman, who only a few minutes ago, he had blamed for all his troubles.




***




Claire’s eyes were still puffy when Mistress Lin walked in.

“Have you been crying, sweetheart?”

“No,” Claire said, quickly wiping her eyes.

Mistress Lin sat down on the bed next to her. “What’s gotten you so upset? This is just one little mishap. It happens to every domme.”

“Did it happen to you?”

Mistress Lin considered the question. “Well, I had my mother who was a very well-renowned domme to guide me, so I’m a unique case. However, I’ve made my share of mistakes like any other dominant woman. You can’t blame yourself for misreading Andy. You may know his alpha front that he puts out to the world, but you’ve barely gotten introduced to his submissive side. Give it some time. Beating yourself up isn’t going to do you or him any favors.”

“You’re right. It’s just so easy at the Thorn. Why is dominating my husband so much harder?”

“Because, Claire, this is real life. Men who come to you are seeking a fantasy. Their submission may be real, but it’s under their terms. Power exchange on a twenty-four-hour basis is very different. All those men you dominate get to run back to their alpha lives. Andy is forced to stay in his beta role. That can be a tough transition for a guy like him.”

Claire heard a knock on the doorjamb. She looked up and saw Andy standing in the doorway.

“Am I interrupting?” he asked.

“No,” Mistress Lin said. “I was just talking to Claire. I think you two both need to go easier on yourselves. Considering your experience levels, I think you two are doing extremely well, and I’m not just saying that to blow hot air up your asses. If I thought there needed to be changes, I would say so.”

Andy took a step into the room. “Claire, I’m so sorry for blowing up. It wasn’t you. I was fighting with myself and taking it out on you.”

As tempted as Claire was to offer an apology of her own, she held her ground. “Thank you for the apology. Are you ready to accept your punishment?”

She watched the weakness overcome Andy’s eyes as he nodded. The dominance within her began to rise.

“Good. Strip and sit on the edge of the hassock.”

“Claire, I have some rope in one of my bags,” Mistress Lin said. “Would you like me to grab it?”

“That would be great, Lin. Thank you.”

Andy stripped until he was only wearing his purple panties. Seeing his hard cock struggling to stay within the panties reminded Claire that she was doing the right thing. Her husband might have put up a fight and in the future he would probably throw a temper tantrum or two. Nevertheless, he wanted this as much as she did, and Claire had no intention of denying her husband a life of fulfilling his submission.

He started to pull down his panties.

“No. Leave those on.” She approached him and rubbed his nipples. “We have to get you some more bras. I want you to go online and start an Amazon wish list. Then I want you to pick out lingerie that you find sexy and send me the link. If you’re a good boy, I’ll get you a few outfits for our anniversary.”

Andy’s lips quivered. She knew what delicious torture this was going to be for him. Lingerie was the kind of gift a husband got for his wife on their anniversary. Not the other way around. His cock was going to be so stiff when he looked at the lingerie and the pictures of sexy women posing in them.

“Pull the hassock into the middle of the room and take a seat,” Claire said. “Sit so that your balls dangle off the edge. I want to have plenty of room to work with.”

Claire placed the machine in front of his feet as Mistress Lin returned with the rope. Lin was nothing short of a master when it came to bondage. Rope in her hand was like a brush in a painter’s. There would be no moving by Andy. His legs were bound to the legs of the hassock and his arms were pulled behind him. The rope ran under the chair, essentially hogtying Andy to the seat. Claire grabbed him by the shoulders and tried to rock him. He didn’t move more than an inch.

“That’s some fancy roping skills,” Claire said. “You could have been one hell of a cowgirl.”

“Thanks. Bondage is probably my number one specialty. I’ve had men hanging from ceilings. I only use one strand of rope, though. That’s how the pros do it.”

Claire noticed Andy’s cock remaining firm as ever as he listened to them discuss Mistress Lin’s bondage expertise. The scene had taken a hold of her. She knelt in front of Andy and looked him square in the eye until their noses were almost touching. Grasping his nut sac, she whispered to him, “I own this just as I own your entire body.” She squeezed his balls until his brow furrowed. “These are no longer yours. You have no right to them. They are on loan from me to you. Understand?”

Andy nodded.

“Say it out loud.”

She tightened her grip. Andy cried out as his eyes squeezed shut.

“These are not my balls. They’re yours. You own my balls.”

She loosened her grip slightly. “Good. Since we’re now all on the same page, let me tell you what’s going to happen. I’m going to strap this device to your sac, and I’m going to play with my balls. You’re going to sit like a good boy and be as quiet as you can. If you absolutely must, you may scream, but I want you to excuse yourself afterwards.”

Wet. Claire was absolutely soaked as she stood. She was even a little lightheaded as she entered the edges of domme-space. She hadn’t felt this kind of high with any of her clients. Staring at Andy’s pallor face, there was a supreme sense of energy and strength flowing through her. She felt as though she were standing at a parapet overlooking a grand army about to die in her honor with the wind blowing in her face.

As if caught in a daydream, Claire reminded herself of where she was and what she was doing. Mistress Lin handed her the device. Claire placed it between Andy’s feet and pulled down his panties.

“If this thing works out, I might have to have you ship me one to Shanghai,” Mistress Lin said.

“I think it will. At least it did with my hand. We’ll see if it turns Andy’s nuts into scrambled eggs.”

Claire could practically hear Andy’s heartbeat thrashing against his chest. She had no intention of harming him, and she was going to take it as slow as possible with the new machine, but it was still fun keeping him on edge.

Placing the ring over his sac, she was able to tighten it until the rubber lining formed an airtight seal. She enclosed the cylinder around his balls and locked it shut. Claire made a final inspection of the hose and the machine.

“Everything looks good,” she said. “I think we can fire this bad boy up.”

The machine made a groaning sound similar to a portable generator. The hose straightened out as air pumped into the cylinder. Claire carefully watched the PSI gauge and Andy’s expression. So far, both looked fine.

Then Claire noticed movement in Andy’s toes. It didn’t appear that he was in pain, but he was definitely beginning to notice the change in pressure.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Strange. It’s kind of like when you squeezed them before except the force is distributed evenly.”

Claire turned her head up at Mistress Lin and smiled. “Shall I put you down for one?”

Mistress Lin shrugged. “Maybe. I’m still a hands-on kind of domme. Machines aren’t really my thing.”

“Agh.” Andy’s face contorted as the PSIs increased. She allowed the machine to go up a few more before she stopped the flow of air.

“Whew!” Claire said. “Good thing that pause button works or you’d have pancakes for balls.”

Andy must not have been in the mood for jokes because Claire couldn’t even get a smile out of him. She dialed back the air pressure for a couple of seconds and then cranked it passed what it had been before. The vein on Andy’s forehead protruded as sweat blotted his face.

“Who owns these balls, Andy?”

Claire watched as he struggled to get the words out. He spoke with his teeth gritting together. “You do.”

Dialing it up one more PSI, Andy cried out.

“Now, Andy, what did I say about any outbursts.”

In a panting voice that was almost unintelligible he said, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Please, Claire.”

She wanted to take him further, all the way to his breaking point. She felt Mistress Lin would have allowed her. Perhaps it was what Andy needed, to be broken right here and now so that there would be no more resistance and no more arguments. Or maybe Claire just wanted to feel that sheer raw level of power by breaking the man who loved her. She wanted him to give himself over to her on the deepest level possible, keeping nothing for himself.

Not today. It was too soon for such extremes. Andy would become frightened. She dialed back the PSIs until some color had returned to his face.

“Are you going to behave yourself, or do I need to dial this back up again?”

For the first time since Claire had begun dominating her husband, she saw real fear in his eyes. Her intention wasn’t to frighten him. The sense of power and the rush that accompanied it was simply too much.

Andy shook his head vehemently. “No. I’ll do everything you say.”

Claire cut off the machine. “Lin, could you please leave us alone now?”

Claire was breathing so quickly that her voice came out more like a moan. She vaguely heard Mistress Lin giggle and wish them both a goodnight. Claire didn’t even hear the door shut. After removing the cylinder and ring from Andy’s sac, Claire kicked off her heels and lowered her dress.

“You’re going to lick me tonight.”

Claire wasn’t about to let him get any of her sweet pussy. She had other ideas for her husband. Lowering her panties, she faced away from him and bent over. In the Thorn, many men requested the fantasy of being permitted to lick her ass. She’d always denied them this treat as she felt it was cheating on her husband. Yet, the fantasy had intrigued her. She wondered what it would be like to have a groveling man lick her brown hole while being denied her pussy.

She pulled her ass cheeks apart. “Just like the other night, honey. Except this time, I don’t want you to touch my pussy.”

Still tied to the chair, Andy had no choice except to stare at her behind.

“From now on, this is where your tongue is going to be doing most of its lapping. Consider my pussy a rare treat. Househusbands don’t deserve a hot, aching pussy. You’ll have to earn the right to lick me. And to enter me will be an even rarer event. I think the best way of going about this is to have a point system. Certain tasks and endurances will earn you a predetermined number of points and infractions will subtract points. Maybe I’ll create a little store where you can spend your points on everything from pussy licking to orgasms.”

Claire could feel his hot breath panting against her ass. This was such a turn on that she couldn’t help herself. Claire reached between her legs and began rubbing her clit as she backed up against Andy’s face.

“Start on my outer rim and give it a good swirl with your tongue . . . That’s it. Don’t be afraid to switch directions and be sure to lick all the way up my crack. I want you to get my ass nice and clean before I go to bed.”

As Andy’s tongue lapped along her asshole and her fingers massaged her bulb, Claire was keenly aware of how sexually deprived she had been. 

Ass licking should be standard on all honeymoons, she thought. By the groom, of course.

She could barely hold herself up from the quaking in her legs. Claire’s entire body shook as the orgasm swept through her. Andy’s flicking tongue made it all that much stronger. As she rode the long wave of bliss, she reflected on how far she’d come. Her defiant husband was now tied up and feasting on her ass.

There was no going back now. Andy could never be the inattentive macho man. Anytime he reflected on his alpha status, he would be reminded of having been tied up and forced to lick his wife’s ass. But Claire knew that he would be happier in the end. Being her bitch or her sissy husband didn’t mean Claire loved him any less. In fact, she was already starting to love him in a way she never thought possible, and she was pretty sure her little ass licker was feeling the same way.
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Ass licking. Andy had actually licked his wife’s ass sans even a taste of her pussy. Even after completing all of the day’s chores, he still couldn’t believe it. He was officially an ass licking man, tied down with his face between his wife’s butt cheeks. And if there was anything more incredulous than being an ass licker it was in knowing that each time he reflected on eating her ass, his dick became instantly hard.

Andy put down the drywall knife and stood. It was getting late in the day and he still had to complete his Amazon wish list. He’d been putting it off all day. His balls were aching, and the thought of having to sit in front of the computer and sift through pictures of sexy women in seductive lingerie without being able to stroke had been too much for him.

He sat down in front of the computer, tempted to see if Claire had posted any more pictures on the Thorn’s website. Andy imagined what she was doing right then. Maybe a guy was groveling in front of her heels, begging to kiss them, or perhaps the man was pleading to lick her ass. He could hear her saying that only her sissy husband could worship her bum.

His cock throbbed as he thought of his wife humiliating her clients. Andy reminded himself to stay focused. This task was going to be difficult enough without thinking about Claire and her tight ass in a leather skirt. 

After bringing up Amazon’s website, he narrowed the search tab to Clothing, Shoes and Jewelry. Just for kicks, he tried searching for lingerie for men. Most of what he saw were men’s G-strings. The few pieces of underwear that did resemble women’s lingerie contained a penis pouch.

He searched for lingerie and was presented with countless choices. Andy realized he didn’t have a clue about the types of bras and panties available. He performed a quick Google search and read about the various cuts. The only one he was familiar with was the push-up bra. He was surprised to learn there were maternity bras, full support bras, and even minimizer bras for women who wanted to downplay their breast size. However, none of those were very sexy.

Eventually, he stumbled upon demi and balconette bras. Both provided a low cut with plenty of cleavage. Andy jumped back to Amazon and continued searching. Scrolling through the pictures made him dizzy. He tried to avoid looking at the models’ smiles and their alluring, cat-like eyes. He wasn’t here to admire their shiny hair or smooth skin. This was about picking out the right bra and panties for Claire to outfit him with.

When he found the Agent Provocateur and La Perla selections, Andy lingered on the page. The bras and panties were elegant, composed of diaphanous lace or shiny polyesters. The models all seemed to be Europeans with smoky eyes and youthful breasts. Andy couldn’t help himself. His throbbing cock was leaking precum all over the front of his lime-green panties, and his balls were still sore from Claire denying him.

I’ll just stroke for a few minutes, he thought. I won’t come. I only need to relieve some of the tension so I can concentrate.

Opening his cargo shorts and lowering them down around his ankles, Andy slipped a hand beneath his panties. Merely gripping his cock sent an electric buzz down his legs. With one hand on his cock and the other on the mouse, Andy began his sissy shopping.

His wish list quickly filled with every sexy item that caught his eye. The only difficulty he ran into was finding an A cup size to go with his broad shoulders in some of the more alluring designs. Like a woman cursed with a masculine frame, he found himself chastising the designers for their blatant discrimination.

There was another design flaw he had to consider. Panties weren’t cut to provide room for his dick. While the lace patterns were sexy to look at, having them rub up against his cock all day would be uncomfortable. Instead, he settled on boy shorts so his cock and balls wouldn’t slip out of the panty crotch every time he moved.

After a few more selections, Andy realized he had several pages worth of lingerie. Claire might have wanted him as a sissy, but he didn’t think she wanted a greedy sissy on her hands. He trimmed away a few of the less desirables and texted Claire the link. By then, he was stroking faster, his eyes settling on a brunette with full breasts lifted by a push up bra. He looked into her captivating brown eyes and told himself to slow down. He couldn’t come. Mistress Lin would soon be home and that woman had a nose for deceit.

But it felt too good to stop. He kept rubbing himself, imagining Claire opening his wish list to see what items had intrigued her sissy husband. Andy felt the warm buzz spread. He knew it was going to happen even when he told himself that it wasn’t. “Oh, fuck,” were the last words he uttered aloud before he blew his load all over the lime-green panties.
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“Thanks again, Lin, for driving back,” Claire said.

“You’re quite welcome. I would have volunteered before, but I know some people don’t like others driving their car.”

Claire looked at her phone and saw she had a text from Andy. She smiled and clicked on the link. “Andy just finished his wish list.”

“Oh, yeah? Anything good?”

Claire scrolled through the selections. Her husband certainly hadn’t been bashful. That was a good sign. “He’s got quite the fetish for balconette bras.”

Lin laughed. “So elegant. You’ve got yourself a European sissy, Claire.”

“He’s made very wise panty selections, too. I just hope there’s enough room for his chastity device.”

“He’ll be fine. You should also get him a French maid outfit as a surprise.”

“You don’t think that will be too much?”

“Why would it? You’ve already gotten him wearing bras and panties. Besides, he’s the one who cleans the house, so technically Andy is the maid. I can show you some uniforms I’ve used with men in the past. We can get him some stockings with black heels and even a little feather duster.”

Claire felt herself become wet as she imagined Andy on the kitchen floor, down on his hands and knees in a French maid uniform—while locked in a chastity device—trying to buffer out a mark from her boots.

When Claire returned home, she found Andy in the kitchen cooking dinner. He had a rather satisfied smirk on his face. There was a calm demeanor as if all the tension had been let out of him. Claire didn’t think much of it at first.

“Hi, honey,” he said. “Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”

“Fine. I’m going to take a shower and lay down to relax. I’ll return for dinner in about half an hour.”

After an hour-long trampling session to close out the day, Claire’s feet were aching. She would be so glad when the bathroom was finished so she could actually lie in the tub. She jumped in the shower while Lin checked on a few of her slaves overseas. 

Claire rubbed her clit as she washed her body. Massaging her breasts, she felt like a forbidden goddess. Even her husband was restricted free access to her temple. 

Her thoughts reflected on Mistress Lin’s suitor in the café. What if he had approached her? Would she have taken his card? Claire knew she would never cheat on Andy. There was a difference between being a dominant woman and breaking her vows. Yet, what if Andy approved of her transgression? What if it made him hard to think about his wife with another man?

Claire leaned against the wall of the shower to steady herself. She continued massaging her clit as she entertained forbidden notions, posing the question to herself a second time. The answer: she would have taken the number. And if Andy had given his blessings, perhaps she would have joined the man for dinner. Not to fuck necessarily. Only to see where the night might have taken them. Maybe she would have allowed his hands to wander, not caring if he grabbed her ass without permission. If he told her get on her knees, Claire imagined herself doing just that and unzipping the man’s fly.

Her mind filled with the image of a worthy cock from an alpha man who was unafraid to spread her legs and make his claim, ignoring the wedding band on her finger. And after it was over, Claire imagined herself pulling a pair of silk panties back over her spread pussy, making sure every drop of the alpha sperm was carefully contained for her househusband to lick up with his tongue.

She cried out over the sound of the water, her legs trembling. Her whole body went into convulsions as she imagined Andy licking away another man’s sperm from her pussy while he donned his French maid costume. Not a costume. Costumes were for pretend. Claire had no interest in pretending. She wanted her husband chastised and turned into her little servant.

After cleaning the pussy juices running down her legs, Claire killed the water and stepped out of the shower. It was okay to imagine. Andy was too protective of her to ever allow her to step outside the boundaries of monogamy. As his mistress, she didn’t necessarily need his permission, but Claire didn’t want to break Andy’s heart. She loved and cared for him enough to restrict herself of decadent pleasantries.

As she threw her towel into the hamper, she noticed a lime-green set of panties. Claire had almost over looked them. Only a slither of fabric was sticking out from beneath a pair of jeans tossed into the hamper from yesterday. That’s odd, Claire thought. She remembered seeing Andy put on the lime-green panties in the morning. Did he have a sissy accident, and if so, why weren’t they at the top of the hamper? Seemed a little strange that he’d put them under the jeans. It was almost as if he was trying to hide them.

Claire moved the jeans and picked up the pair of panties.

“Eww. Gross.”

Claire made a sour face as she twisted the panties before her. The entire front of them were stained from a huge load of cum. Yuck. The stoic expression on Andy’s face now made sense. Andy was so relaxed because he had jerked off. Her nausea soon gave way to anger. After all his bitching last night and their come to Jesus moment during the CBT that little shit had defied her wishes again. Not even twenty-four hours had passed. Claire had worked with virgin subs at the Thorn who could follow instructions better than Andy. It unnerved her that the worst slave in her life was the one getting free sessions along with the special privilege of licking her ass.

She quickly dressed and stormed down the hall, nearing the stairs. If Andy thought he could have a jerk fest while she was busting her ass at work, he had another thing coming.

Mistress Lin was stepping out of her room as well and called out to Claire. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

Claire did her best to whisper. “It’s Andy. I just found a soiled pair of panties in the hamper with his nasty cum all over them.”

“That’s pretty dumb. He didn’t even try to hide them?”

“He put about as much effort into hiding them as he put into following my orders not to masturbate. I’m going tear into him right now. You want to watch?”

“Don’t do that.”

“What do you mean? He disobeyed an explicit instruction of mine and an important one at that.”

“I know, but don’t go down there yelling like you’re his mother. Calmly tell him that he is not allowed to eat, and that he will be spending dinner in the corner. If he has anything to tell you after dinner, he can fess up then. Depending on what he says or whether he’s truthful, we’ll decide the proper reaction.”

Claire sighed. “I guess that’s a better plan. It will be good to put a little fear into Andy. Let him be the one sweating it out in the corner wondering whether we know what he did.”

“Exactly. Never allow a slave to control your emotions. If he sees that he can get you flustered then he knows that he can manipulate and control your emotions in other ways. Also, as dommes, we don’t let slaves ruin our plans. If they don’t want to follow orders, let them. Sometimes the best immediate punishment for a slave is to send him to a corner where he will be ignored.”

Whenever Lin gave her advice, Claire realized how much she still had to learn about the art of domination. She was grateful Lin had agreed to provide them with counseling following her leave. Claire knew they were going to need it.

“You’re right,” Claire said. “I can’t let him get to me. It’s just so hard not to get roiled-up. Every time he defies me, I feel like he doesn’t really love me.”

Lin offered her a hug. “I know, sweetie. Remember that this will get easier. All of this is still new to the both of you. It’s going to take some time along with a steady, proper dose of discipline for Andy.”

Claire thanked her and started down the stairs with Lin. In the kitchen, Andy was cheerfully humming as he set out the plates. When he saw them, he smiled and said to take a seat while he served dinner.

“That’s okay,” Claire said. “We can get our own food. Why don’t you go ahead and take your spot in the corner?”

“Huh?” Andy looked at the pair, a puzzled expression on his face.

“The corner,” Claire said. “It’s the spot in the room where the two walls meet and they form a ninety-degree angle.”

“I know what a corner is, Claire, but why am I going there for dinner?”

“You’re not eating dinner,” she said. “You’re kneeling in the corner. Think about your actions today. If there’s anything you want to tell me, after dinner will be the appropriate time. Right now I’m hungry, so go. Take off all your clothes except for your panties.” 

Andy was still standing in shock. 

Claire snapped her fingers and pointed to the corner. “Go. Now.”

Andy muttered to himself as he took his spot in the corner and started removing his clothing. Claire glanced over to Lin, who nodded in approval.

The baked chicken and salad was delicious. Claire thought it was probably Andy’s finest dish he’d made so far. It was very fitting that this was the meal he would have to miss out on. Maybe if he were well behaved for the rest of the night she would allow him to grab a cold dinner before bed.

Andy didn’t utter a word as they ate and talked. Claire figured it was a good time to ask Lin about her date with Malcolm. She’d heard the truncated version, but she thought it would be fun to hear all the juicy details since Andy was within earshot.

“We went out for a five course meal, but we only stayed for three,” Lin said. “He could barely keep his hands off me. I told him to be a good boy or I’d have to spank him after dinner. I don’t think he knew how serious I was. Afterwards, we went to his hotel room at the Ivory Bend where things got very hot, very fast. He was quite strong. With my legs wrapped around his waist, he held me in the air as he fucked me.”

Claire squeezed her legs together. “Agh. I wish I could get fucked like that too.”

Lin and Claire looked over toward the corner. Despite Andy’s recent orgasm, there was a tent pitched in his panties. 

Lin gave Claire a wink. “Claire, you should have told me you were frustrated. I can hook you up with a real man anytime. You ought to come out with me.”

Claire continued watching her husband. His cock was now so hard that it was drawing the rear of the panties between his ass cheeks. “Maybe we can go out tomorrow night. I think there’s a dance club near the Thorn. If we find anyone interesting, we can get a hotel room.”

Andy groaned in the corner, bending over and reaching for his cock.

“Hey!” Claire yelled. She threw her napkin onto the table and stood. “What are you doing over there? Don’t tell me you just came in your panties.”

“No,” Andy said. “My knees are just hurting.”

“Bullshit. Your cock is so stiff it’s about to tear a hole in your panties.” She turned to Lin. “Are you finished with dinner?”

“Yes. Time to take him upstairs?”

“First, I think my househusband has a confession to make.”

Andy turned his head and looked up at Claire. “All right. I had an accident earlier.”

“An accident? That’s what you’re calling it?”

“I didn’t mean to come. When I was picking out the lingerie, I got turned on and starting touching myself. Then it just sort of happened.”

Claire wasn’t interested in excuses, though, it did surprise her to hear that shopping for lingerie had been the source of his arousal. It was no excuse, but she was pleased to know that Andy was sexualizing his feminization.

“If you hadn’t touched yourself then you wouldn’t have had to worry about accidents. You understand that I now have to punish you?”

Andy stared back at the wall. “Yes.”

Lin pushed back her chair and stood. “Claire, I have a short whip in my room. Would you like me to grab it?”

Claire giggled. She had to hand it to Lin. The girl had come prepared. “Sure, maybe a good whipping will straighten out my sissy husband.”

As Lin went upstairs to retrieve her whip, Claire teased Andy further. “I was under the impression that cuckolding didn’t excite you.”

“It doesn’t,” Andy said defensively.

She reached down and held his cock. It throbbed in her hand. “Then why is this so hard?”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on, Andy. You can tell me. It’s important that we’re honest with one another. A relationship based on power exchange requires more trust than a traditional marriage.”

“I’m telling you the truth. I really don’t know. I didn’t think it turned me on until you started talking about it.”

She could see how embarrassed this was making Andy. He was sweating and those rubicund cheeks looked as hot as his cock felt. 

“I didn’t think it turned me on either,” she said.

“You want it?”

She smiled. “Maybe. You?”

He shrugged.

Claire stroked him. “Tell me, Andy. Don’t be afraid. I’ll respect whatever your wishes are concerning this. I want to remain faithful to you. But if you want me to cuckold you, and I fuck another man, then I’ve still been faithful. If not, then I would feel as though I had cheated. Therefore, I need to know.” As she rubbed his head, Andy started to moan. “Tell me, Andy. What do you want?”

“Maybe you could go out to the club.”

She slowed down. “Uh-huh. And?”

“And if you found someone special, I guess we could talk about it more.”

Claire stopped stroking him and laughed. “Well, I don’t think it’s very fair for you to allow me to get all worked up by a man and then have the final say in the matter, but I can work with you. Tomorrow, I’ll go out with Mistress Lin to a club in the city. Even if I don’t find anyone, it will still be fun to get out. And if someone does catch my eye, I’ll give you a call and explain the situation to see how you feel about it. Okay?”

“All right.”

Mistress Lin entered the room holding the single tail whip with a nasty-looking cracker attached to the end. The four-foot beast uncoiled from her hand as her heels clicked across the floor.

“Looks like you and I are going out tomorrow,” Claire said. 

“Awesome. Do you have a club in mind?”

“I know just the place.”

Lin stood beside Claire and ran her nails through Andy’s hair. Claire didn’t mind. Andy needed to learn to submit to both of them. If he developed any lust for Mistress Lin —which Claire knew Andy had—it would serve him during his mentorship with Lin after her leave.

“So,” Lin said, “you approve of your wife fucking other men?”

A cold shudder seemed to pass through Andy as he answered. “Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s very good of you, slave. So many submissive husbands are possessive of their hot wives. They deny them the opportunity to experience a real man’s body.” She knelt behind him as her nails continued to scrape the nape of his neck. “Claire tells me that she’s sexually satisfied with you, but we both know she’s never fucked another man. She has no idea what she’s missing. You’ve had this virgin bride all to yourself for far too long. It’s time that a real man gets to open her and take her to places your little clitty can’t. After she gets it from a real lover, her pussy will be so spread that you’ll never enjoy her again.”

Claire thought Andy was going to blow his load just by having Lin talk dirty into his ear. She was so cruel with her words, yet they made Claire want to fuck another man all the more, perhaps an experienced one who knew all the right moves.

Lin brushed his cheek with the folded leather of the single tail. “Tonight you have both me and your wife’s attention. We’re going to beat you for your selfishness and for your weakness. Tomorrow, when your wife is out dancing with horny men all trying to fuck her, you’re going to sit here alone with your marks. That’s the life of a slave, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lin stood and backed up several feet. “Would you like me to begin, Claire?”

“Sure, I don’t have much experience with single tail whips, so it would be good for me to watch you first.”

“It’s all in the flick of the wrist. Slave, stand and remain facing the wall.”

Andy’s knees cracked as he rose. He stood with his arms planted firmly to the side.

“Now put your hands behind your head and interlace your fingers,” Lin instructed.

She motioned for Claire to give her some space as she got into position, pivoting with one foot in front of the other. She held the whip in one hand and the cracker in the other until the single tail was drawn taut beside her shoulder. 

Then she let it fly. 

The whip unfolded, cutting through the air.

Andy yelped.

“Relax,” Lin said. “I didn’t even touch you. I’m just warming up. Single tails are no joke.”

Lin stretched the leather with her hands and continued snapping it into the air. There was no sexier or more feared implement in the dungeon than whips. Their appearance and sounds were as ferocious as the marks they left. Claire had watched Rose in action with a few of them, and she had been practicing with some shorter whips for a while, but she still hadn’t swung one across a sub’s flesh.

Lin paused and took a step forward. “Ready, slave?”

“Yes.”

“Then pull your panties between your ass cheeks so they’re exposed.”

Claire placed a hand against her chest. Her heart was drumming into her breastplate. Watching Andy stand in the corner with panties around his hard cock made her realize how much he loved her and how deeply he was willing to suffer for his shortcomings.

Lin narrowed her eyes as she studied him. The whip flung out of her hand so fast Claire didn’t see where it had landed. She wouldn’t have to wonder for long. The single tail left its angry mark on his thigh.

Andy tensed up and brought down his hands. Claire couldn’t blame him. The single tail made even the cane look about as scary as the back of an old house slipper.

Mistress Lin paused long enough for Andy to collect himself. “I know it hurts Andy. You’ve never experienced advance corporal punishment. You haven’t been beaten until you can’t think straight or answer questions. The single tail in the hands of a dominant woman who knows what she’s doing can be a shock to the slave subjugated to its wrath. But don’t worry. While I could easily draw blood from you, I’m only going to whip your backside hard enough so that you don’t forget your lesson.”

Her arm swung at a forty-five degree angle. The whip followed, the cracker gaining tremendous speed. Claire watched the undulating tip of the single tail wrap around Andy’s thigh. Knees buckled and his hands reached for the wall to catch himself. Mistress Lin didn’t wait for him to resume the position. Without bringing the whip back to a starting position, she continued flicking her wrist, driving incessant cracks of the whip into Andy’s backside. Her precision was mesmerizing, marking Andy from his thighs all the way to his upper back. When she stopped, a brutal wake of lengthy welts crisscrossed his backside.

Andy was breathing heavily by then, still processing the shock of the harsh whipping. His legs and arms trembled from the powerful sensation running through his body. For Claire, it reminded her of seeing someone out in the cold without a shirt on.

Mistress Lin offered Claire the whip, but she declined. “I think he’s had enough for one night. If he hasn’t learned his lesson by now, I don’t think he ever will.”

In truth, she couldn’t stand to see her husband in so much pain. Andy wasn’t a bad man. He was just your typical horny guy who couldn’t refrain from touching himself. Yet, she knew that without Mistress Lin’s discipline, Andy would probably still be fighting her on simple tasks such as doing the chores or wearing panties.

“Very well,” Lin said. “I had hoped we could break him tonight.”

Claire thought he looked pretty broken. “In time. I want to slowly work on his mind first.”

Lin smiled. “I like your style.”




Upstairs, Claire tended to Andy’s wounds. She had to hand it to him. After taking a fierce punishment, he had followed Claire to the bedroom without uttering one complaint.

He gasped as Claire poured some aloe over a raised line running across his thigh.

“Relax,” she said. “This will help you feel better.”

Andy calmed down as she applied the aloe to his wounds. The muscles in his back and legs stopped twitching and Andy’s breathing returned to normal. She knew Mistress Lin and other dommes might not approve of her compassion following a punishment. Some dominant women believed the submissive should be left alone to process the event. By tending to him, she was walking a fine line between dominant housewife and caring nurse.

Yet, Claire felt that all good domination resided in that grey area between pleasure and pain, alongside freedom and slavery. By demonstrating how much she cared for Andy, Claire could substantiate that the whipping had come from a place of love. She wanted him to develop a Stockholm syndrome for her that would allow him to appreciate her punishments and control. Even to crave them. It wasn’t enough that he feared her. Trepidation was too easy. Andy’s real submission would only come when he truly craved having Claire manage his life.

As she finished, Claire returned his panties to around his waist and advised him to sleep on his stomach. She brought the covers up to his waist, leaving his back to find the cool comfort of the AC. Cutting out the bedside lamp, she ran her fingers once more over Andy’s raised welts as she brought a free hand to her clit.
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“Which outfit are you wearing to the club?” Lin asked.

Claire lifted her leg so the slave kneeling below her could clean the arch of her foot. “A gold mini dress. You?”

“A tight metallic blue dress with three inch heels. I’m glad I packed one before flying out here. I figured I wouldn’t have any time to go clubbing with all the sessions Rose had booked for me.”

The slave’s wife sucked on Mistress Lin’s big toe and moaned as a hand lifted to massage her breast. Mistress Lin pulled her foot away from the female slave and lifted the woman’s chin. “This is not about your pleasure.” She gave the woman a gentle slap on the face before sticking her foot back in the slave’s mouth.

Out of all of the various scenes she had stood witness to at the Thorn, Claire had grown to appreciate couple’s domination more than all the rest. There was something incredibly sensual about watching married partners submit in front of one another. Claire imagined it was an equally powerful bonding experience for the clients as well.

The Parkers, him age fifty-one, her age forty-five, owned a popular lingerie company. When not sucking on the toes of women half their age, Mr. and Mrs. Parker could be seen at galas, posing for the camera as they raised money for popular causes.

“I still haven’t decided if I’m going through with it,” Claire admitted.

“Going through with what?”

“You know. Fucking another man.”

“Why not? Andy has to learn that he doesn’t own your body or your sexuality. Wear a condom to be safe, of course, but I think it would do him a lot of good if you came home with another man’s sweat all over your body and that swimming look in your eyes after just getting ravished.”

Mr. Parker’s tongue began working between Claire’s toes. 

“I know. I still want to take it slow. I’m worried that Andy will freak out and want to call the whole thing off.”

“I guess. The way I see it, my slaves can either keep up or get left behind. I never allow a slave to set the pace with me.”

“Yeah, that’s easy to say when you aren’t married. I can’t go out and pick up a new husband just because Andy is reluctant.”

“Fine. Just make sure you aren’t making excuses for him.”

Claire and Mistress Lin told the Parkers to heel as they stood and ended the session. Claire thought a little foot worship was the perfect way to end the day before starting an evening of dancing. She changed into her mini dress and quickly called Andy.

“Hey, how are you feeling?” she asked.

“Good. The marks on my back burn a little, but I’ve gotten a lot done on the master bath. I’m trying to hurry since we only have a few more days until our anniversary. ”

“Be sure to put the aloe on every couple of hours. I don’t know if I’ll be back tonight, but I’ll give you a call either way to check in with you. We’re wrapping things up here at the Thorn and are about to head out.” 

Claire listened to the heavy breathing on the other end of the phone. 

“Okay. Have fun tonight and be safe.”

“I will, and I’ll give you a call in a couple of hours to check in. Also, be sure to wear your bra and panties tonight. I want you to be feminized as you think about the men I’ll be dancing with.”

“Yes, Claire.”

“Good boy. I have to go. Love you.”

Claire ended the call. In the lobby, she found Lin dressed in a metallic dress.

“Damn girl,” Claire teased. “Are you trying to turn me into a lesbian?”

Lin smiled. “Maybe. You don’t look so bad yourself. Gold is a nice color on you. So which club are we going to?”

“Eden’s Curse. It’s only a few blocks away, so we can walk.”

“Oh, yes. I think I remember seeing that place advertised online. Of course, the real question is which hotel should we stay at?”

“If we find any guys worth our time, I guess we can figure that out then.”

“Well, I went ahead and booked a room at the same hotel I met Malcolm at. There’s only one bed, but if worse comes to worse, we can always share or take turns.”

“Um, okay.”

Before they left, Lin grabbed Claire’s hand. “You won’t be needing this tonight. Don’t want to scare off the boys.” Claire watched as her wedding band and diamond ring slid away from her finger. Lin dropped them in Claire’s palm and told her to put it in a safe place out of sight. Without them on her finger, Claire felt both naked and free, yet she still wondered if she could really go through with this.

Walking to the club subjected them to the ogling eyes of every man and almost every woman they passed. Claire didn’t mind the attention. It was nice to be admired by strangers and to feel sexy and wanted.

Outside the club, they didn’t have to wait in line. While a throng of patrons lined the sidewalk, one look from the bouncer was all it took for Claire and Lin to be let through. Smiling, the bouncer held the door for them. Claire ignored the angry protests from the women forced to wait as the “hot girls” skipped the long line. Even after several months at the Thorn and being admired and worshiped by men, it was still difficult for Claire to think of herself as hot, especially in the company of Lin who seemed to be in a league of her own.

Electronic house music greeted them as they passed through the vestibule and into the main dance floor. A DJ commanded turntables on the dais with earphones resting around his neck. A mix of starburst lasers, black lights, and strobes pelted the nightclub. Bodies gyrated on the dance floor as the deafening beats flooded the room.

“I’m going to get us a table,” Lin yelled over the music.

Claire followed her. Back home, nightclubs like this were unheard of. She was accustomed to a couple of speakers hung from the ceiling with prerecorded mix tapes playing from a backroom.

It didn’t take long for Lin to sweet talk their way into the upstairs VIP section. A hostess escorted them to a table along the railing. Claire sat on the leather sofa and stared down at the dancing patrons.

Lin quickly glanced over the menu and ordered them a bottle of champagne. After one look at the prices, Claire nearly fainted. She knew markups for bottle service were high, but these were insane.

Lin placed a hand on her wrist. “This is my treat. Just have fun and don’t think about the cost. I’ll have one of my boys take care of the tab.”

Claire smiled and told herself to relax. She deserved one night out on the town to have fun—even if nothing happened.

The hostess delivered the champagne with a pair of sparklers burning from the bottle’s neck. The woman poured them each a glass and returned the bottle to an ice bucket.

“What should we toast to?” Claire asked.

“To fucking alpha men.”

“I’m serious, Lin.”

“Okay, fine. How about to not holding back?”

Their glasses clinked together, and they took their first sips. While Lin had the first glass downed in only a few minutes, Claire paced herself. She only drank a few times a year, and when she did, she usually didn’t have more than a couple.

It didn’t take long for the other men in the VIP section to take notice of them. Claire was hoping they’d be able to loosen up on the dance floor before being approached. This felt like being catapulted onto the dating scene. And considering she hadn’t dated since the tenth grade, she felt totally unprepared for how to navigate this adult world.

A pair of tall men who looked to be in their early thirties approached their table. One of them wore a smart black shirt with long hair slicked back while the other sported a white dress shirt and a military-style crew cut. 

The one with the black dress shirt leaned over the sofa. “Are you two gorgeous ladies here alone?” 

On his wrist, Claire noticed a gold watch. To her untrained eye, it appeared to be rather expensive.

“We were just waiting for the right gentleman to come ask us to dance,” Lin said.

The man stuck out his hand to Lin and introduced himself. “Wanna have some fun?”

Claire assumed that meant she was going with the guy in the white shirt. She didn’t mind. The guy had a friendly smile that made her feel comfortable. He took Claire’s hand without asking and leaned close to her ear. “I’m Trent.”

Claire tried shouting over the music. After the third attempt Trent heard the name Clarissa. Claire figured that was close enough and went along with it. He led her out to the dance floor as the beats kicked up. The house music was quite different than the country variety she was used to back home. The bass and quick beats were good for losing herself, though.

Trent grabbed her waist and began grinding against her leg.




***




Andy continued working on the bathroom, only stopping to grab a microwavable dinner. His back stung and his legs were killing him from having to work on the floor in order to set the bathroom’s tile. Yet the labor kept his mind off Claire and what she might be doing. There was such a love-hate relationship with the idea of Claire cuckolding him. In one sense, he embraced the thought of Claire expressing her freedom to experience the fullest sexual life possible. However, the protective, ego-driven part of him raged with jealousy. He didn’t want some pervert passing his hands all over his wife. They had been one another’s virgins. No other man had a right to touch her.

Trying to distract himself by laying down another piece of tile, Andy took a deep breath. Claire wasn’t going to do anything. Lin and her had probably decided to go out dancing or to see a movie together and had figured they would mess with Andy’s head in the process. Claire would never forsake their marriage vows by sleeping with another man. She had even told him that she didn’t let clients worship her body beyond her toes. There were plenty of ways to express her dominance besides sex.

Andy’s cell began to ring. He quickly got to his feet and grabbed it off the counter. He saw it was Claire calling. “Hey, sweetie. How’s everything going?”

He heard Claire giggling and telling someone to stop it and that she was on the phone with her husband. Andy felt his heart crash into his chest. A sick feeling crawled up his stomach. He didn’t want this, he realized. When Claire was in the bedroom and stroking him it might have turned him on to fantasize about. Now that he was alone and on the floor of the bathroom he was remodeling as a gift to his wife, he saw how twisted this was.

“Hey, Andy. What are you doing? You better not be playing with cock or we’re going to kick your ass!”

“Claire, are you drunk?”

“No, I’ve only had three drinks . . . Maybe four.”

Andy knew that was all it took to get Claire good and tipsy. If he didn’t get a handle on the situation soon, it could quickly spiral out of control. If Claire did anything sexual with another man, Andy knew she’d regret it for the rest of her life.

“Listen, Claire, I think you’ve had too much to drink. Who are you with? Where’s Mistress Lin?”

“Oh, my God! Stop touching my thigh! You’re going to make me pee . . . Andy? Sorry, we’re just getting into a cab. Hold on a sec.” 

Andy heard the muffle of the phone being covered, but he could still hear. 

“Ivory Bend, please . . . All right, Andy. What were you saying?”

Andy was already running down the stairs to grab his keys. There was no way he was going to let some dude get away with touching his wife, especially not at the Ivory Bend.

“I was asking you where Mistress Lin was. You need to stay with her, Claire. I don’t trust whomever you’re with. Please, just get out of the cab before you do something you’ll regret.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. For a moment, Andy thought he’d lost the call.

“What are you talking about, Andy? Lin is right here beside me.” 

Andy heard a shriek followed by more laughter. 

“Will you stop that! Don’t touch my boobies. The driver is going to kick us out.”

Andy set down his keys as he realized what was happening. Claire wasn’t going back to the Ivory Bend to fuck some strange man. She was going back with Mistress Lin.

“Who else is with you?” he asked, just to make sure.

“No one. It’s just us. We decided to have a girl’s night sleepover. I just wanted to call to check up on you and to tell you we’ll be back in the morning. Don’t worry about me, honey. I’m in very capable hands.”

Andy heard more giggles as Claire told him that she had to go. Stunned, Andy set down the phone and ran his hand through his hair. What did she mean by a girl’s sleepover? Were they planning to have sex? If so, did that count as cheating?

He didn’t have any definitive answers. Andy only knew that the thought of Claire and Lin making love to one another made him so hard that he had to go take a cold shower to prevent touching himself.




***




Claire couldn’t stop laughing even after they entered the hotel room.

“And people think I’m cruel,” Lin said. “You’ve probably got that boy so wound up he doesn’t know what to do with himself.”

“He’ll be fine.” Claire closed the door and stared at Lin and then at the bed. Neither one of them had been explicit with their intentions. After that guy Trent had gotten hard and tried to talk Claire into following him to the restroom, Claire had told Lin that she was leaving. She wasn’t going to be a whore who cheated on her husband. Lin had been kind to her. She didn’t get upset, and she even ditched her date as a show of support. After Claire had settled down and they enjoyed a few more drinks, Lin said it would be a shame to let the hotel room go to waste. Next thing Claire knew, they were in the cab and she was calling Andy.

Lin had been playful on the ride over, although Claire didn’t think that was so unusual for a couple of tipsy girls. Lin might have just wanted a chance to talk to Claire alone. They still had a lot to go over concerning Andy.

“Are you going to stand by the door all fucking night?” Lin asked, smiling.

Claire walked into the room and set down her purse. She noticed the lights were already dimmed. 

Lin kicked off her heels and cracked her toes. She patted the mattress beside her. “Feels good to sit down.”

Timidly, Claire sat beside her.

Lin smiled again and faced her. “So tell me, Claire, have you ever been with a woman?”

Claire felt her face warm. She wasn’t expecting Lin to be so frank. 

“No.”

“Have you ever kissed a woman?”

“Um, on the cheek I have.”

“I think girls are much better kissers than men. What do you think?” Lin’s fingers settled on Claire’s chin as she leaned over and kissed her mouth. Claire’s lips parted as Lin’s warm tongue entered. There was no resistance, no fight in Claire. She could blame it on the alcohol or Lin taking her by surprise, but Claire knew that she wanted to feel the woman’s soft lips against her own.

“How was that?” Lin whispered, her lips still close to Claire’s.

“That was different.”

“Good different?”

She nodded. “More sensual.”

“Yes, women know exactly what we like.” 

Lin kissed along her neck. Claire felt her nipples tingle as Lin’s lips passed her collarbone. 

The straps of Claire’s dress descended over her shoulders. Lin cupped Claire’s breasts. It was a totally different experience than with Andy. Instead of sucking on them like she was nursing, Lin offered her nipples gentle kisses while flicking her tongue. As Lin kissed her, Claire felt a hand slip beneath her dress. A finger began massaging her clit through the panties.

“Do you want me to lick your pussy?” Lin asked.

Claire didn’t have to answer. She pushed the panties down her legs and flung them onto the floor.

Claire was used to Andy going right for her clit. There was never foreplay to the foreplay. Lin took her time. Gently and slowly, she kissed along Claire’s inner thigh, causing Claire to moan as the woman’s soft lips neared her pussy. Claire’s hips humped the air, beckoning Lin to lick her pussy as juices poured out of her. But Lin continued the foreplay, sliding her tongue along the edge of Claire’s labia and kissing around her clit.

“Fuck,” Claire moaned. “Stop teasing me.”

Lin smacked Claire’s clit with her open palm. Claire yelped and tried bringing her legs together.

“Don’t complain,” Lin said. “I’m not one who gets on my knees for many women, and I certainly won’t be taking orders while I do. You should be on your knees licking my ass.”

Claire felt her body shudder as the thought of doing just that crystallized in her mind. She didn’t know what was happening to her. While she didn’t find anything abnormal or perverted about two women being together, she had never been one to experience those feelings. There was something uncanny about Lin that struck her as so beautiful and powerful that she had to make an exception. If there was ever a woman to get a little bi-curious with, Lin was that woman.

Finally, she felt Lin’s warm tongue settle against her clit. Claire arched her back as Lin’s tongue flicked along her bulb. She kept thinking the same thought: I’m cuckolding my husband with another woman. And another woman that Andy is attracted to as well. Maybe she’d force Andy to sleep in the guest bedroom so Claire and Lin could enjoy some private time during Lin’s last night in town. 

The thought sent her over the edge.

“Oh, shit!”

Claire clenched the sheets as she felt the orgasm spreading. Her entire body began convulsing as Lin’s tongue continued swirling. Fingers tightened and toes curled inward as a warm tingle tickled her scalp.

“Oh, my God that was incredible,” Claire said.

Lin crawled over her, kissing along her sternum. Her lips sent electric shudders through Claire, making her giggle. Lin was still in her dress as they snuggled and kissed.

“You have to teach my husband how to do that. I mean, Andy isn’t bad or anything, but that was a whole different experience.”

Lin brushed Claire’s hair with her fingers. “As soon as you get him into chastity, you’ll notice his oral skills go up tenfold. Most guys know how to lick pussy. They’re just in such a hurry to get their cock into you that they end up rushing. He first has to realize that properly serving you orally is the only way he’ll have a chance of getting into your pussy. Have you thought more about your point system? I think it’s a great idea, especially for a domestic setting.”

“Yeah, I was going to introduce it to him on our anniversary night. I’m just still thinking about what values to assign to each task.”

“If I can make one suggestion, I think beyond the points, you should also set an orgasm ratio.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s the number of orgasms you’re entitled to receive before Andy is allowed an orgasm. Let’s say you make it four to one. That means Andy is required to bring you to four orgasms before he is permitted to receive one himself. That might affect your point system, but it’s something worth considering.”

“I don’t think I’ll have to worry about Andy receiving too many orgasms. I have that as one of the higher valued items. He’ll be begging to eat my pussy.”

Lin giggled and kissed her again. “Speaking of pussy eating. I think it’s time for someone to lick mine.”

Claire watched as Lin stood on her knees and took off the dress. Claire started to get up, but Lin pushed her back down against the bed.

“Stay there,” Lin said as she swung her legs over Claire’s face.

Claire looked up at Lin’s wet pussy and the length of her body. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. New, sweet tastes coated her tongue as her mentor’s juices spilled into her mouth.
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Claire didn’t return home that night. After eating Lin’s pussy for the better part of an hour, her mentor taught her the finer details of proper ass worship. By then, the alcohol was out of Claire’s system. The only substance she was drunk off was the first tastes of Lin’s pussy.

After several rounds of Lin grinding her privates against Claire’s face, they both decided to sleep in order to be well rested for their sessions the following day. While Lin had showered off after sitting on Claire’s face, she told Claire she wasn’t permitted a shower until morning, thereby forcing her to smell Lin’s cum all through the night.

Claire couldn’t complain. Her mentor’s scent was a hypnotic brand of elegance. Claire still didn’t consider herself to be bisexual. Being with Lin was more of an act of submission to a powerful woman. And that had her concerned. Claire was supposed to be a whip-wielding femme fatal. What was she doing submitting to another woman?

As they started to leave the hotel, Claire decided to raise her concerns. Otherwise, it was going to distract her during her sessions.

“So, does what we did make me any less dominant?” Claire asked.

Lin called the elevator and gave her a peculiar expression. “Why would it make you less dominant? Do you think what I did to you makes me less dominant?”

“No, but you weren’t the one being sat on.”

“Claire, it’s normal for a new domme to submit to a more experienced domme. When I train girls, it’s a requirement of mine. Every domme should experience submission to know what the sub goes through mentally and physically. I’m not here to judge Rose’s training methods, but I think it’s irresponsible to allow a girl to cane others when she doesn’t even know what one feels like. That’s a good way to injure a person. Dommes need to respect the implements they wield. There’s no better way to ensure that respect than to have them feel those same implements inflicted upon their own bodies. Also, submitting puts you in the headspace of a sub. If you don’t know what’s going on between their ears, it’s hard to take them into subspace.”

“Did you ever submit to anyone?”

Lin laughed. “Yeah, my mother. Not officially, though. But when you’re raised by a strict woman who is also a revered domme, that’s about all the submissive experiences one requires. Look, don’t think of yourself as any less dominant. We were just two people having a little kinky fun. Did you enjoy yourself?”

“Yeah, it was a pretty hot night.”

“I second that, so relax and don’t think twice about it.”




As she humiliated her clients for their small cocks or made them serve her hot tea in maid outfits, Claire realized she was nothing like these submissives. They would never be worthy enough to worship Lin’s ass or pussy.

She didn’t see Lin for most of the day. The woman was in a five-hour marathon session with Peter Schmidt. The software mogul had taken quite a liking to the traveling Asian domme. Even after the session, Lin had told her that he was asking where she would be next so he could fly out to see her.

Despite getting over the whole submissive aspect of the previous night, Claire was still nervous. It was Lin’s last night in town and Claire wanted to make it special. During the drive home, Claire brought up the idea she had thought of the night before.

“So I was thinking you and I could do something for Andy since it’s your final night,” Claire said. “If you want to.”

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

Claire told her the plan, feeling herself become wetter with every perverted admission.
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Andy thought the bathroom was looking pretty good as he surveyed his work. Maybe another day or two and it would be done. Right on time for their anniversary.

As he was starting dinner, he got a strange text from Claire. It told him to change out of whatever he was wearing and to put on the outfit Claire and him had purchased at Intimate Moments. She also made it clear to him that he was to wear only the lingerie. If dinner was ready, Andy was to go ahead and eat so he could be of service to Claire and Mistress Lin. He also needed to make sure the master suite was in perfect condition. A couple of towels were to be placed on the bed along with a bowl of cherries, a can of whip cream and a jar of honey. When everything was set up, he was to kneel by the front door and wait for them to return.

Andy felt his heart drum. He had to grip the cell with both hands just so he wouldn’t drop it. Running to the fridge and then the pantry, he was relieved to find both requested items. There was no doubt about it, Andy realized. After all his serving and sacrificing, he was finally going to get some action. He loved the idea of Claire incorporating food into their sex. As he imagined licking the whip cream off her nipples, he felt his balls tighten.

“This is going to be awesome,” he said, setting out everything on the bedside table. Thankfully, the bedroom was already in pristine condition. He ran down to the kitchen and ate his pork chop after it had cooked. Afterwards, he placed the other two in the oven so they would stay warm. With so much excitement, it was difficult for him to eat. But he knew that he’d need the energy. Sex while hungry was the worst.

After brushing his teeth, Andy lit a few candles in the bedroom and cut out the lights. While Claire hadn’t asked this of him, he thought it would set a romantic ambiance for them to enjoy.

He then went downstairs and waited by the front door. When he saw Claire’s car coming down the street, he unlocked the front door and got on his knees, feeling the suspenders pull on his stockings and garter belt.

He listened to Claire and Lin giggle as they came up the sidewalk, pointing at Andy through the narrow window beside the front door. Andy wasn’t sure why this stuff got Claire in the mood, but if it meant he got to lick honey from her pussy and eat strawberries off her stomach, he could go along with it. And as much as he didn’t want to admit it, kneeling in feminine undergarments as his hot wife and her sexy friend came home from a long hard day at the “office” sent subbie shudders through his spine.

The front door cracked open.

“Look, Lin. My househusband is waiting for me like a dog.”

“I think he’s a sissy husband at this point,” Lin said. “Though I second the dog description. You are his master.”

Andy wasn’t sure if he was supposed to welcome them home or remain silent. He decided on the latter.

“Have you completed all the tasks I asked of you?” Claire asked.

“Yes, Claire. Everything is ready.”

Andy couldn’t help flashing her a big grin. Claire had been such a tease recently. She was driving him nuts.

Lin bent down, grabbing his chin. “I have a real problem with you referring to your wife as Claire. You aren’t her equal. You need to address her with an epithet that reflects your subjugation.”

“Mistress?” Andy offered.

“That’s a tried and true one,” Lin agreed.

“No offense, Lin, but I think it sounds dated. Almost like I’m an old woman. I tolerate it at the Thorn because I know the men there enjoy saying it, but Andy isn’t a client of mine. I think princess is much more fitting.”

Saying it felt so weird, but Andy forced the words to come out. “Yes, Princess.”

“Perfect,” Claire said. “I think slave will work just fine for you. No reason to expend a lot of brain power to come up with an original name for you.”

Andy felt his eyes shift to the floor. “Yes, Princess.”

Lin closed the front door. “I think a greeting to welcome us home would be nice. It’s very rude of you to just kneel there like we don’t matter. Your wife has been out all day working hard to provide for your sissy behind. You ought to show a little appreciation.”

Andy scolded himself for not welcoming them before. “Welcome home, Mistress Lin and Princess Claire.”

Mistress Lin started laughing as Claire shook her head.

“When will these slaves ever learn?” Mistress Lin asked.

“Honey,” Claire said. “I mean, slave, you’re supposed to greet us by kissing our heels. Otherwise, you’re to keep your mouth shut unless we ask you to speak.”

Claire’s pink stiletto pumps were presented in front of him. He kissed the tips of each of them. He did the same to Mistress Lin’s knee-high boots.

“Excellent,” Claire said. “Now be a good slave and serve our food while we freshen ourselves before dinner.”

Andy started to crawl until Claire told him he could walk upright. There was so much to learn. He sometimes felt like he needed a submissive handbook.

Every once in a while, like when he was walking into the kitchen to serve his “princess” her dinner, the realization of what he was doing would come crashing into his head. Dude, your wife is calling you a fucking slave. What are you doing? Kick that Asian whore out of your house, grab your wife and make love to her until she’s screaming your name and she has forgotten about all this domination crap. 

A few weeks ago, Andy might have done just that. Something, though, was happening to him. For the first time in his life, he didn’t have to worry about dealing with a boss or trying to pretend to be one of the boys. He never realized how much energy he expended in feigning the alpha role. His attempt at being the head of household had ended in failure. Maybe Claire was taking a rather extreme view of a female led relationship, but Andy had never felt so alive. The incessant tedium of day in and day out had given way to something new and exciting. When he awoke in the morning, he was anxious to begin his assigned chores. Each line item completed was an act of conveying to his wife how much he loved her. When she texted him, the ping of his phone sent the same thrilling jolts to his heart that he had experienced when they were dating in high school and she would text him to come over. They were in a perpetual state of courting. So many couples had fallen into dry ruts, but he and Claire had found a way to keep that early relationship buzz alive indefinitely.

Andy served the plates and set them out on the table. Like a housewife waiting for her husband, Andy hoped Claire and Mistress Lin wouldn’t wait until the food became cold. After a few minutes, he heard them shuffling down the stairs. Andy wasn’t sure if he was supposed to kneel. Figuring it couldn’t hurt, he moved one of the chairs out of the way and lowered himself in front of the table.

“Oh, good,” Claire said as they entered. “I see you’ve taken it on your own initiative to kneel. However, you need to kneel off to the side, slave. You aren’t a part of our dinner, so please don’t take a spot at the table.”

Feeling only slightly more important than an inanimate object, Andy backed away until he was clearly separate from the dinner.

Claire and Mistress Lin took their seats at the table and began eating. They talked about their day and some of the more interesting clients they had entertained. Mistress Lin spoke about some guy named Peter who was going to fly out to Dubai to meet her for a couple of days. It sounded like the man was someone important who had no trouble dating beautiful women. Mistress Lin contended that she would soon have him in a chastity device to prevent him from masturbating, ensuring that he would never fuck a woman again.

Out of respect, Andy tried not to get an erection as their sexual banter continued. In one sense, being locked up sounded like a terrible dilemma. Yet, he couldn’t deny how incredible it would be to give another woman control of his sexuality.

During dinner, his wife turned and acknowledged him. “So, I’m sure you’re wondering how our sleepover went, aren’t you?”

It had been about the only thing Andy had thought of all night and most of the day. He didn’t think Claire was into women. Certainly, it hadn’t been something she’d ever expressed to him.

“Yes, Princess. I hope you had a good time.”

“I did. However, I don’t kiss and tell, so I can’t say much. Rest assured there was a lot of kissing.”

With her index and middle finger, Mistress Lin made a V shape over her mouth and blew Claire a kiss. 

No way, Andy thought. They’re just trying to get me worked up.

“I think he likes the idea,” Mistress Lin said, pointing to Andy’s vulgar erection.

“Someone really has to get that cock of his under control,” Claire said, shielding her peripheral vision with a hand beside her head. “I can’t have a slave walking around with a hard on all the time.”

“I’m sure you’ll think of a solution,” Mistress Lin said, winking. “All done? I hear there’s dessert.”

“Yes, it’s upstairs,” Claire said. “Follow me. Slave, you can come, too.”

Claire took Mistress Lin’s hand and led her upstairs. Andy followed behind, still unsure as to what would happen. He imagined they’d tease him a little by pretending to be affectionate with one another. And while it was a long shot, Andy didn’t disregard the notion that his wife might be intending for him to have a threesome with Mistress Lin. He had been well behaved these last few weeks, and he had put up with a lot from Claire. While she had never broached the topic of threesomes, she was engaging in lots of activities that would have been out of her element only a few months ago. 

But no, he realized. That was just his penis doing the thinking for him. Claire would never let him fuck another woman, and as attractive as Mistress Lin might have been, he wouldn’t have been able to live with himself after sleeping with another woman even if he had received his wife’s blessings.

Andy trailed the giggles coming from the top of the stairs. As he mounted them, he heard lips smacking from down the hall. At the top of the stairs, he turned and entered the bedroom. Mistress Lin was already lying down, her head resting on Andy’s side of the bed. Claire sat on her side, leaned over and kissing Mistress Lin. It was as though Andy didn’t exist. He walked inside as Claire offered a final kiss before unzipping Mistress Lin’s boots.

“Good girl,” Mistress Lin said. “I want you to worship my scent. Give your husband your heels as well.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Claire said. She turned to Andy and pointed to the floor next to the bed. As she removed her pink stilettos, Andy knelt. His wife threw her legs over the side, her feet resting on his shoulders. “Slave, tonight you need only to react to what is asked of you. No reason to talk.”

Claire placed one of the heels over his face. Mistress Lin began tying a piece of rope around the heel so that it was fixed to his face like a mask. With the rear part of the heel resting over his nose and the rest of the shoe enclosing around his mouth, Andy was forced to breath in his wife’s feet after a long day of walking around the Thorn. At the tip of his nose, he felt the wet perspiration of her sweat. A heady cocktail of pheromones began attacking his brain, releasing those subbie love hormones.

“In time, I will condition you to become aroused by my scent alone,” Claire stated. “I only want you to get hard for my pheromones, slave.”

Andy could still see around the heel strapped to the center of his face. Mistress Lin’s boots were placed in front of Claire. He watched Mistress Lin’s hand settle on the back of his wife’s head and press, lowering her into the boots. Her mouth, nose, and eyes disappeared in the leather. As Mistress Lin held the boots, she shoved them tighter into his wife’s face. Andy wanted to protest. His wife was a dominant woman, not some submissive lesbian.

Stroking his wife’s hair, Mistress Lin told her what a good girl she was and urged her to breathe deeply. “Andy, I know you’re wondering why your wife is smelling my boots. It’s important that a domme in training learns to submit to a superior woman. I hope you don’t think any less of your wife. It’s a process all dommes go through and one that will make her a better and stronger domme.”

In that moment, there was nothing that could make Andy think less of his wife or her capabilities as a domme. The harsh truth was that Claire was giving those boots more attention than his cock had gotten in the last month.

Mistress Lin finally allowed Claire to breathe fresh air. Her eyes were glazed from the smell of her mentor.

“You smell so nice,” Claire said. “I never realized how special a woman’s scent is.”

“Quite an upgrade from a man’s odor,” Mistress Lin agreed. “There are plenty more smells and tastes to come. Be a doll and get the honey for me.”

Andy watched as Claire passed the jar of honey. As Mistress Lin opened it, Claire lowered her mentor’s skirt and panties. Andy admired the tightly drawn together lips of Mistress Lin’s pussy and the wetness beginning to seep out from them. Mistress Lin spilled some of the honey on top of her pussy. The honey ran down her clit and between her lips. Andy breathed faster. The strong scent of his wife’s feet took his arousal to a level that made everything hazy. With such a potent mixture filling his lungs, it was difficult to concentrate on anything else.

Mistress Lin spread her legs, ordering Claire between them. “Lick my pussy just like I taught you last night.”

Last night? Andy didn’t believe it until he saw Claire’s mouth open and her tongue lick the honey running down Mistress Lin’s pussy. The girls hadn’t been joking. He had been cuckolded, though, it had been by a superior woman instead of a man. Andy asked himself how he thought about that. Was it cheating if it was with another woman? Technically, he supposed it was, but cheating wasn’t up to society to define. If Andy thought it was cheating, then it was cheating and vice versa. Whether it was or wasn’t didn’t really concern him. Watching his wife perform oral on another woman was the sexiest sight he’d ever seen. Not one of his lesbian porn videos came close to the intimate exchange he witnessed before him.

“So, Andy, when was the last time your wife gave your cock this much attention?” Mistress Lin teased.

Andy didn’t answer. His role wasn’t to talk. He was an observer. The only sex he was receiving was the scent of Claire’s feet. He was going to watch his wife please another woman with her tongue as he kneeled idly by the bed and huffed.

The lapping sounds of Claire’s tongue entering Mistress Lin became louder. His wife’s hands moved to massage her own breasts as she sucked on her mentor’s lips. 

Mistress Lin grabbed a wad of Claire’s hair and pulled. When Claire’s mouth rested over her clit, Mistress Lin pressed down on her head and told her to lick in a circular motion.

Andy squeezed his legs together as he watched, fighting the temptation to touch himself. He always considered Claire to be rather sexually tame. Watching her aggression unfold with another woman fed into his competitive spirit. He wanted to stand and prove to Claire that he could get her off better than Mistress Lin could ever hope to. He was the one with the dick, after all. Of course, he knew that was only his pride talking. It was obvious who was winning at pleasing his wife. Mistress Lin wasn’t even touching Claire, and already, she was shuddering just by licking the woman’s clit.

Turning to face Andy, Mistress Lin offered him a sneering grin. “Are you feeling left out, Andy?” 

He nodded. 

“Come help out then. Hold your wife’s head like I’m doing. Make sure her tongue doesn’t move from my clit. But stay kneeled. We don’t want you standing over us in a domineering pose.”

Andy stretched as he reached onto the bed and held Claire’s head in place. He avoided pressing too much. This was his princess, not some two-bit whore he could throw around. 

As Mistress Lin’s hips began undulating, Andy had to work hard to keep his wife’s face held against her pussy. Mistress Lin’s back arched, her fingers clawing at the very sheets where Andy and Claire had made love so many times. 

He imagined Mistress Lin becoming both of their dommes, deciding when they would have sex and in what positions. Perhaps he and Claire would have to call up Mistress Lin, begging for permission to have sex on their anniversary and being disappointed when she only allowed them to masturbate. Andy told himself to stop thinking like that. For one, his wife was now his mistress and no one else. Secondly, the sexual liaisons between him and his wife weren’t for anyone else to officiate.

Mistress Lin came hard and long, screaming with an intensity that Andy had never produced within Claire. Gritting her teeth, she told Claire to lick faster and to flatten her tongue. 

“Very good girl,” Mistress Lin cooed. “You’re becoming a pro at licking pussy. And to think this is only the second time you’ve done it. Are you sure you haven’t eaten pussy before?”

Claire blushed. “I’ve been eaten out enough times to know what I like and don’t like.”

“My guess is that you’re more familiar with the latter.”

Andy lowered his eyes from the giggles that erupted on the bed.

“Poor thing,” Mistress Lin said. “You’ll have to teach your slave proper techniques. Don’t let him come until he becomes proficient at licking your pussy. I think you’ll be shocked at how quickly a man can learn when denied.”

Lifting her hips until her ass showed, Mistress Lin asked Andy to hand her a few cherries from the bowl on the bedside table. Standing forced Andy to reveal the full erection he was sporting in his panties. A thick stain of precum blotting the front of them.

“Someone likes having his wife cuckold him with another woman,” Mistress Lin noted.

“Maybe I’ll have to take more lovers to our bed,” Claire teased. “Would you like that, Andy?”

Andy wasn’t sure of the correct response, but considering the very real consequences this kind of fetish entailed, he decided to be honest with her. “I don’t mind you taking female lovers, but I’d rather you not take men.”

“No, I agree,” Claire said. “With women, I’m just playing around. You’re the only man I’m interested in Andy. I like the soft, submissive type of male and the strong independent woman.”

Andy felt like he could finally breathe. Given how quickly she was developing as a domme, Andy had been worried that Claire would be showing up with the football team to gangbang her by Christmas. 

He picked out two cherries and handed them to Mistress Lin. She cut them with her teeth and dripped the cherries over her anus, allowing the sweet juices to collect on her hole. Without needing to be prompted, Andy watched Claire lick the juices running down Mistress Lin’s crack.

“That’s it, pretty girl. Show your husband what a little ass licker you are.” Mistress Lin turned to him. “Andy, has your wife ever licked your ass before?”

With the shoe still fixed to his face, Andy shook his head. 

“Interesting. You’ve been with your wife since the tenth grade, so that’s like five or six years together. During that time, you’ve never gotten her to lick your ass, and here I come along, and in only a week, I’ve got her eating out of my ass as if it were her last meal. Boy, you must feel like such an inferior man.”

His only nonverbal agreement was by returning to his knees. He knew what Mistress Lin had said was true. Next to her, he didn’t stand a chance. He only hoped she wouldn’t go too far and steal Claire away from him. Even though men were out of the picture, Claire rolling around with beautiful alpha women posed a very real threat at making him obsolete.

Andy watched his wife dig into Mistress Lin’s ass. He was pretty sure that there wasn’t any of the cherry juice left at this point. He couldn’t remember another time when she was so sexually assertive. Andy had just assumed that she possessed a lower libido than himself. But watching her panting as she licked the folds of Mistress Lin’s ass made him realize how sexually lacking he was. His wife had the fire in her. Andy had simply been unable to fan her flames.

As Claire lifted her head, her face was covered in Mistress Lin’s cum and sweat. Crooking a finger at Andy, Claire called him closer. She pulled the heel away from his face and kissed him on the mouth, sharing with him the tastes of Mistress Lin and teasing him with what he was missing out on. Andy struggled to make sense of the mixture of tastes offered by both his wife and the woman cuckolding him.

“Sloppy seconds for my husband,” she said, kissing him one last time. “I want to tell you something important. What I just did with Lin, I will never do that for you. Your days of blowjobs are over. The only oral I give from here on out is to pussies. And no, your clit stick doesn’t count.”

She allowed the declaration to sink in. Andy could tell from her stern eyes that she wasn’t joking. There would be no more head. He would never again experience his wife’s soft, warm lips wrapped around his cock or feel her wet tongue swirling against his head.

“Will you fuck me at least?” he begged.

She stroked the side of his head and offered him a pitiful smile, turning to Mistress Lin. “He’s so desperate, Lin. Is it wrong to deny him my pussy while requiring him to remain monogamous?”

“That’s up to you, Claire. If you do grant him sexual intercourse, it should be rare and on your terms.”

Andy wanted to rise up and tell this woman to get out of his home. She was the one putting all these wicked ideas into Claire’s head.

“You know, Andy,” Claire said, “I’ve never gotten much from vaginal intercourse. The only times I come are from oral. Sometimes it feels good to get fucked, but it’s more like a light pussy massage. I know it pleases you, but things are no longer about your pleasure.”

“Please, Claire. You’re my wife.”

“No. I’m your princess. And you are my slave. You’ll take the sexual breadcrumbs I offer you, and you’ll thank me for it. I don’t know if I want to completely deny you my pussy. However, we need to find new ways for you to come.”

“Like what?”

She patted him on the head. “In time. Be patient, my slave.”

Claire turned away from Andy and slid into Mistress Lin’s arms. The girls were soon giggling and covering their breasts with whip cream, taking turns licking it off. When Andy asked if he could join in, Claire happily obliged. She squirted whip cream on her big toe and stuck it in his face. Andy quickly brought her toe into his mouth, sucking away the dessert. 

Afterwards, Andy was asked to kneel in the corner and to not make a sound. The lights were turned down low as Andy watched Mistress Lin lay down his wife and produce screams of ecstasy that he knew his cock would never be capable of producing. His panties filled with precum as his submission leaked from him. 

His lead role in the bedroom had been taken from him. He was now the fetcher, running to grab aphrodisiacs or setting the room. When Mistress Lin took a break from eating his wife’s pussy and remarked that she was thirsty, it was Andy who ran downstairs to pour her a cold glass of water. And despite the fear and degradation he felt by kneeling in the corner, Andy couldn’t remember any sexual experience with Claire that had gotten him more aroused.
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Before leaving for the airport, Mistress Lin told Andy that she would be in touch with him to have regular phone calls and Skype sessions so they could discuss his progress. She also told him to email her every day to share his thoughts and concerns. 

The terms were very simple. Anything Andy shared with her would not be discussed with Claire. However, his confessions might have an impact on the advice Mistress Lin gave to Claire. For example, if Andy was struggling with a difficult task or had resentment following a particular punishment, Mistress Lin would be there to provide support to talk him through it. If Andy had discovered that a certain fetish caused him to feel especially submissive, Mistress Lin was then likely to suggest to Claire that she incorporate this more without breaking Andy’s confidentiality. Each day, Andy was also to write at least a five hundred-word email. The confessions would help Mistress Lin to get inside Andy’s head, and it would provide Andy with a safe place to share any additional information that Mistress Lin might not have specifically asked for or that he was too shy to share with her over the phone.

In addition, they would talk on the phone or Skype each night until Mistress Lin felt Andy was settled into his submission. She also made it very clear that if Andy’s behavior was extraordinarily out of line, she had no problem canceling her appointments and booking an immediate flight to see him in person. While Mistress Lin didn’t tell him what would happen after she arrived, he knew well enough that it would give new meaning to the phrase hell hath no fury like a woman scorned. 

Andy was so full of sexual energy that he was able to knock out the remaining renovations on the bathroom an entire day before their wedding anniversary. Claire had taken off from work to spend the day with him. The night before, under Mistress Lin’s suggestion, Andy had slept in the spare bedroom so he could rise early without waking Claire to make her breakfast. 

Sleeping hadn’t been easy. The sheets in the spare bedroom had yet to be washed, and Mistress Lin’s scent was all over them. Andy was fairly certain that she had masturbated in the bed the night before she left.




It was still dark out when the alarm clock woke him. Andy jumped out of bed, not wasting any time. This was not a day he wanted to be caught oversleeping. In the kitchen, he started work on Claire’s breakfast. For his own energy, Andy ate a couple of pieces of toast without butter and a few frozen pancakes minus the syrup. In secret, he’d been working on a recipe over the last couple of days, testing out his skills while Claire was at work. With Mistress Lin’s help, he was able to refine the dish into a worthy anniversary breakfast.

The stuffed French toast with strawberries and red velvet crepes were probably a little heavy for Claire’s tastes, but Mistress Lin had assured him that the gesture would go a long way. Lastly, Andy squeezed a couple of oranges to produce fresh juice. He loaded it all on a wooden tray and carried it up to the bedroom. 

Claire was still murmuring and turning in bed as he walked in. She opened her eyes and stretched.

“Feel free to sleep in,” he whispered to her as he sat down the wooden tray against the table.

“That’s okay. I got to bed early, so I feel refreshed. Besides, I want to try your breakfast. It smells really good.”

Patiently kneeling beside the bed, Andy watched his wife eat.

“Did you try some, too?” she asked. “It’s really good.”

“Just enough to make sure it was correctly prepared. I had some toast and pancakes.”

Claire smiled. “I have a five-star breakfast in bed while my hubby has crummy toast and nasty frozen pancakes.”

“As it should be, Princess.”

She moved the tray off her lap. “Yes, at times it is difficult being a slave. There’s both pleasure and pain in sacrifice. Would you like to try some more?”

Mistress Lin had taught him to always accept a kind gesture from Claire. Initially, he thought rejecting her benevolence would prove to her that he was really a slave, but according to Mistress Lin, doing that would be like rejecting a gift his wife had gotten him. When she phrased it in those words, he realized how rude it would be to say no.

“I’d love some, Princess. Thank you.”

 Claire moved the tray in front of her and stuck her feet into the red velvet crepe, squishing it between her toes. She scooped out most of the remaining crepe onto her foot. “Lean over the tray and get it. I’m not having this sauce stain the spread.”

Andy opened his mouth and sucked the cream cheese and chocolate drizzle off her toes. The bottoms of her toes were as soft as the cheese. Not even her regular wear of heels or boots had caused them to develop calluses. Andy savored the rare gift his wife offered him. It had been days since Claire had allowed him any part of her body.

“Give my foot a bath,” she said. “The tub is in the closet down the hall.”

Andy grabbed the tub and filled it with hot water from the spare bathroom. He couldn’t wait to show Claire the new bathroom, but until then, he didn’t want her getting even a peek at his handiwork.

Mistress Lin had provided him instructions on how to perform a Thai foot bath. While he hadn’t practiced on anyone except himself, Andy felt he had his technique down well enough to give it a go with Claire. And as Mistress Lin had reminded him, Claire and he were young. There was plenty of time to perfect meals, massages, and servitude. Willingness was the indispensable key.

He ran down to the kitchen and sliced a lime, placing half of it in the tub. Returning to the master bedroom, he placed the tub in front of the hassock. When Claire started to climb out of bed, Andy told her to stop.

He picked her up and carried her to the hassock. “My pretty wife doesn’t walk until her feet have been properly treated.”

Claire smiled at him. “Don’t you mean your princess?”

“Of course. My apologies, Princess.”

Gently, he placed her feet into the warm water and grabbed the pumice stone. Her feet were already so soft that he didn’t apply much pressure. Claire closed her eyes as the volcanic rock passed against the soles of her feet. Dipping a cloth into the water, Andy dripped the wet cloth over her knee, allowing the water to trail down her leg. He patted her legs and feet dry and moved the tub out of the way. Rotating her ankles, he massaged her toes and the soles of her feet with his thumbs.

“This is better than sex,” she mumbled.

Better than sex with him, Andy thought. He doubted his foot massage was better than Mistress Lin’s tongue.

“My body has been so sensitive lately,” she said. “I think it’s because I’m becoming more acquainted with my body and experiencing my first orgasms.”

“Come again?” Andy asked. 

Claire had been able to come with him plenty of times. Maybe her orgasms were stronger with Mistress Lin, but he certainly didn’t think they were her first.

“Well, I thought I had orgasms with you, Andy. Of course, I had no one else to compare them to. With Mistress Lin, I felt my whole body become warm and go into spasms. I could feel it all the way from my toes to my scalp. It was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced with you. I didn’t know what had happened. At first, it almost felt too good. Mistress Lin told me that was what an orgasm is supposed to feel like. I felt so silly and told her if that was the case then I guess it was my first.”

Andy felt sick to his stomach. He had never given his own wife an orgasm. He knew that he didn’t deserve sex with Claire if he couldn’t even please her. She wasn’t a masturbation device.

After finishing up with the massage, Andy wrapped her feet in a warm towel and asked her which socks to bring.

“No socks,” she told him. “Bring me my black hosiery.”

He stood and went to her dresser. Claire now had an extensive collection of stockings. There were even pink and red slutty ones that he’d never seen her wear in front of him. He showed her a few black pairs until she motioned to the ones with lacy ends.

Kneeling at her feet and rolling the hosiery over her legs felt surprisingly natural. If there was any discomfort or unease in the act, it stemmed merely from their relationship bucking society’s trends. There was no shame in pampering his wife. Why should there have been? Every man wanted to be his lady’s hero, to save the princess from her wretched captors. Some men accomplished this by starting bar fights or being the alpha male. Other men earned lots of money or went off to war. But Andy was not a scrapper, stud, financier or soldier. He was an ordinary guy with an extraordinary woman. Balance would have to come from somewhere, and Mistress Lin had taught him that his servitude stood as his greatest contribution to the relationship.

He didn’t feel trapped as though the only way to stay married to his wife was by being her groveling houseboy, taking all her orders like a spineless dweeb. His sense of purpose and fulfillment came from knowing that he had pleased his wife. And his servitude wasn’t a one-sided exchange. Andy was beginning to experience a love for his wife that he hadn’t known before. When he felt the need for a break, it was a rest from the emotions he felt rather than the work required to serve.

Helping her remove her shorts and silk top, Andy stared at her full breasts.

“Please don’t look at my privates,” Claire said. She cupped her young breasts, rubbing her erect nipples between her fingers. “Starting today, these are no longer your breasts to enjoy. Nor is this pussy yours to fuck or this ass yours to grab. You have permission to stare at my feet, and you may admire my legs. That’s all.”

His eyes went to the white of her painted toenails. “Yes, Princess.”

“Grab my matching panties, bra, and garters. This is taking far too long.”

Andy hurried back to the dresser and grabbed the lingerie. Claire told him to turn around as she dressed. Andy sighed and faced the corner, feeling the irritation rise in him. He was all for pampering his wife, but he was still her husband. If he couldn’t see her naked, what was the point of their relationship?

“I’m dressed, honey. It’s safe for you to look.”

Andy turned and stared at his wife. The stockings were clipped to the garters, covering her belly button. The bra lifted and meshed her breasts close to one another, creating a narrow band of cleavage. Knowing that he couldn’t have her body was the toughest moment of his submission up until that point.

Ignoring his obvious desperation, Claire told him to grab her black heels in the closet.

“Which ones?” Andy asked, staring at the growing collection.

“The red bottom pumps. And the red mini dress.”

Andy brought them back to her and watched Claire slip on the dress and step into the heels. The dress contoured to her tight body, and the heels lengthened her slender legs.

She spun around, offering him an enticing three-hundred-and-sixty degree view. “How do I look?”

“More stunning than on our wedding night.”

Claire smiled. “Ohhh. That’s sweet of you to say. I remember the look on your face that night when I stepped out of the bathroom in the all-white lingerie. It’s the same look you have now. But you won’t be fucking me this time. This pussy is off limits today.”

Andy had learned better than to argue with her. He felt there was still a slim chance Claire was just playing mind games with him. After she saw the bathroom, he thought she might be so thrilled that she’d change her mind and reward him.

“Would you like to exchange gifts before we go out?” Claire suggested.

Andy liked the sound of exchanging gifts. At first, he wasn’t sure if Claire had gotten him anything. He might be getting some action after all. 

“Sure,” Andy said. “I have yours hidden in the spare bedroom. Then I’ll show you the remodeled bathroom.”

Andy quickly returned with the jewelry box. Claire opened it and found a pearl necklace inside. 

“They’re real,” Andy bragged. “I’ve been saving all the allowance you’ve given me to purchase it.”

“Andy, it’s beautiful! Very fitting for a princess. Will you put it on me?”

He unclasped the necklace and stood behind Claire. Just breathing in her hair and knowing that her ass was inches from his cock made him get hard. He had to back away to avoid striking her between her butt cheeks. Claire turned around to show him. With the dress and heels and the addition of the pearls, he thought she could have blended in with any uptown girl sauntering through the city.

She looked down at his pants. “Honey, your penis is erect. Can you not even behave on our anniversary?”

“That’s a compliment, Claire. It’s because I think you’re so gorgeous.”

“It’s not a compliment. All that behavior does is show me that you have no control over your body and that you don’t respect my insistence that you not get hard without my permission. If you have no control over your penis, then I guess it’s time I give you your first gift.”

She went to the closet and reached up for a box on the top shelf. Andy watched the dress draw tight around her ass.

“Here it is,” she said, bringing the black box down from the shelf.

Andy took the box and looked at it. There weren’t any markings or hints to what was inside. “What is it?”

“Open it up and see, silly.”

Andy sat on the hassock and lifted the top. He set the top to the side and pulled back the tissue paper. His eyes squinted at the metal contraption inside. Along the top of a metal tube was his wife’s name engraved along the center. Picking up the metal tube, he noticed there was a metal ring at the back of the device. There was a slit at the front of the tube along with several small holes drilled along the sides. The strangest part was a hasp connecting the ring and the tube.

“Keep looking,” Claire said. “There’s more.”

Andy placed the strange device beside him and discovered a metal lock and a key along with spikes fixed to a crescent piece of metal. He’d gotten a few weird gifts from family and friends over the years, but this one really did him in.

“Um, thanks,” he said. “I think.”

Claire laughed. “Do you even know what it is?”

“Not a clue. Is it a power tool?”

That almost had Claire on the floor giggling. A full thirty seconds passed before she was able to stand upright. She wiped the tears from her eyes. “A power tool? Oh, that is too good, Andy. I’ll have to tell Rose and Lin what you said. They will get such a kick out of it.”

“Fine. I don’t know what it is. Will you just tell me already?”

Claire pointed a finger at him. “Don’t get an attitude with me, slave. I’m supposed to be your princess.”

“Sorry, Princess. Will you please tell me the purpose of your gift?”

“Certainly. You’re holding a chastity device in your hands. It’s to keep you from masturbating or getting a full erection.”

Andy didn’t know how to react. Part of him wanted to laugh while another part wanted to cry. His wife couldn’t be serious. Who actually locks up their husband’s dick?

“Are you for real?” he asked.

“Does it look real?”

Andy stared at the device. He decided it did look real and not the kind of contraption that came cheaply either. Whoever had made this probably did it by hand to the exact specifications Claire had requested. It was an unsettling thought. Claire must have been planning this for weeks in advance. The chastity device wasn’t the kind of thing you picked up at Walmart while grabbing some eggs before dinner. She had intended for him to be her slave long before Andy had any clue.

“Try it on!” she insisted. “We’re going into the city later, so if there are any problems with the sizing, I want to know now.”

“How?”

“I’ll show you.” Claire separated the ring from the tube. “First, you need to slide your testicles and penis through the ring. Testes go first. You can go without the spikes for now.”

Andy didn’t know why she was using such clinical terms with him. She always referred to his member as a cock or a dick. Now it was like he was a little boy. 

The ring was small. Andy was forced to lose his erection to have a chance at squeezing his junk through the narrow ring. Claire quickly moved the tube over his cock so he wouldn’t get hard again. Even being flaccid, the end of the tube pressed against the tip of his head, forcing his shaft to mush together like a closed accordion. Claire lined up the two holes until they formed a hasp for the lock to go through. She slid the lock on and clinked it shut.

“It looks great,” she said, stepping back to admire the device. “You can’t even see your manhood. How does it feel?”

Andy pulled a little more of his ball sac through the ring. “It’s tight.”

“Well, of course it is, honey. If it were loose you’d be able to escape.”

“And just what are those spikes for?”

“They sit between the cage and the ring. When you’re flaccid, they’re barely noticeable. However, if you get an erection, I hear they hurt like hell. Disobey me and you might find yourself locked in with those spikes while I’m gone to work. If I’m really feeling cruel, I might add them before giving you a lap dance. It’s conditional on your behavior. You control the outcome, Andy.”

Andy felt he controlled very little of any of this. He tugged at the device, unable to move it. Claire’s hands passed under the device, massaging his balls protruding from the ring. He felt himself become hard. His erection quickly ran out of space, creating a tight strain against his cock and a dull throb from where his balls were being pushed against the ring.

“Hey, that hurts,” Andy complained.

“Good. Maybe it will help you focus on more important things.”

“Claire, I really think this is too much.”

She massaged his balls between her thumb and middle finger, forcing Andy to bend over in order to relieve the pressure in his groin. Leaning over the hassock, he groaned as the ring pressed into his balls.

“Slave, you don’t need to think. And you’re not getting out of this. We’ve already gone over how much you need this, and more importantly, how much we need this. We’re not getting a divorce or a separation. You’re not going to convince me to return to the way things were before either, so try to learn some acceptance. Once you get over the initial hump of servitude, I think you’re going to find yourself quite at peace in your new position.”

Andy forced himself into a sitting position, telling himself to only look at Claire’s heels. Even those were sexy enough to get him hard. It was probably a good thing that Claire wasn’t allowing him to stare at her breasts.

“I’ve got you a few other presents,” Claire said.

Andy didn’t even want to imagine what was next. He sighed and asked her what they were.

Claire folded her arms. “You know, a little gratitude would be nice. This is supposed to be our anniversary, and all I’ve heard out of you so far is a bunch of whining. A lot of thought and time went into these gifts.”

“I’m sorry, Claire.”

“Princess!”

“Princess, I mean. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. That’s just more time in the chastity device for you. Maybe after some time locked up, you’ll learn to follow protocol.”

“Fine, what other gifts do you have for me, Princess?”

“Go check your underwear drawer.”

Andy crossed the room and opened the drawer. An exquisite set of lingerie was neatly folded where his briefs once sat. He searched around for his old underwear, thinking Claire might have moved them to the rear of the drawer, but he didn’t see any. Even his socks were gone, replaced by hosiery. 

“Hey, where did all my stuff go?”

“I threw all your old clothes out. Actually, I gave them to the needy. I didn’t want them to go to waste.”

Andy turned. “What?” He raced to the closet. When he was grabbing Claire’s heel he didn’t even bother to look around. Now he saw it. Where his tee shirts and jeans had once been now stood only women’s attire. “Claire, what gives? Those clothes I had cost a lot of money.”

“Relax. I was very careful in my selection. The jeans are women’s cut, but you really can’t tell without a close inspection. Same with the tees and dress shirts. I made sure to avoid feminine accents and cuts. No one will notice when you go to the hardware store or out grocery shopping. But you will know that you have on women’s lingerie and outerwear, so it will provide just the right amount of humiliation for you. I even got you a pair of women’s heels that have a very slight lift to them and a really cute pair of women’s tennis shoes. Again, you can hardly tell they’re for women.”

Andy told himself to remain calm. This wasn’t the time for him to try to negotiate. Claire had the keys to his locked away cock. He had no bargaining power until she released him. “But why, Claire?”

“Because it’s important for you to become psychologically conditioned to not being a man. A man would be fucking his wife on their anniversary and a nice blowjob with a little deepthroating action. You’re not getting to do those things because you’re no longer the man in this relationship. Feminine attire will help you come to terms with that.”

She stood beside him, rubbing her hand along his chest. “Andy, don’t fight it. You want to be my slave. I know you do. The feminine attire will only be for when you go out. Inside the house, you’re my sissy maid and slave. Which reminds me. I have one more surprise for you.”

Claire pulled out a large box hidden in the back of the closet and opened it. Inside was a pink satin maid’s uniform with bountiful ruffles and a white apron along with stockings and a pair of white heels with yellow bows on the front. “When it’s time to clean the house, you’ll wear this for me.”

Andy backed out of the closet, shaking his head. “No, way.”

“Yes, way. Remember who has the key to your sexual freedom. Don’t worry if it seems like too much right now. You’ll grow to love every ruffle in that uniform. Just putting it on will make you enter a deep state of submission. And to ensure you’re wearing it when you’re supposed to, I’ll be randomly calling you through FaceTime during cleaning day.”

Andy knew she had him. Claire wasn’t joking around or trying to add a little spice to their sex life. This wasn’t an activity she intended to limit to the bedroom or even their home. He was to be nothing less than her 24/7 slave. He could see his future of scrubbing the floors while making sure he didn’t get his sissy maid uniform dirty, going out with Claire to a nice dinner while wearing a full set of lingerie under his women’s designer clothes, and swift punishments dealt out by Claire for every minor transgression he made.

As his erection grew, the ring pressed into his balls again, forcing him to bend his knees.

“See, Andy? You love this as much as I do. You’re just trying to pretend like it disgusts you. Don’t worry. I have no intention of listening to the complaints coming out of your mouth. I trust the results from Mistress Lin’s thorough examination of your kinks. Your attempted hard on only confirms her conclusion.” She went to him, wrapping her arms around his waist. “You know, I could have fucked anyone in our high school, but I choose you because there was something special about you, Andy. I know now that it was your submission. You were never an alpha or one of the boys. All your life you’ve run from your true self and tried to deny your place at a woman’s feet. Just admit it, Andy. Tell me what you want to be for me.”

This wasn’t the way things were supposed to be. He just wanted a normal life with a steady job, a couple of kids, and a wife who would welcome him when he got home to ask about his day. Why did things have to be so complicated?

Because that’s not really what he wanted, Andy realized. He hadn’t been content before, and he’d blamed it on Claire’s sterile womb. But now he wondered whether not having kids was really the source of his unhappiness. While it might have been a piece of his unrest, Andy knew the root cause was something much deeper.

Cradling his head, Claire brought his face to her cleavage. “Stop worrying about what people think or what is normal. All you need to do is focus on me. I promise to take care of you and to nurture your submission. You’ll never have to worry about me judging you for your kinks. In time, I’ll take you through every twisted fantasy you’ve ever imagined. Every fear and humiliating thought can be explored together as domme and slave.”

A groan escaped Andy as the device tightened around his groin. He breathed in the feminine scent of Claire’s breasts, feeling those soft mounds against his hot cheeks. He wanted to rip her dress apart and take them into his mouth, to throw Claire on the bed and ram his throbbing cock into her wet pussy.

“I want to serve you,” he whispered. “I do want to be your slave, but I’m afraid of losing you. I want you as my wife and to feel my cock inside you.”

She held him closer until his face nestled between her breasts. “I know you do. That’s only natural. But you have to fight that temptation because if I took off this dress, pulled down my panties, and open this pink pussy of mine that’s dripping as I speak, you and I both know what would happen. You would come in an instant, I would be frustrated and you would no longer feel submissive towards me. Then you would stop following my orders. You’d grow resentful at yourself and me, and we’d be in the same position we were only a few months ago. This is the only way, Andy. Deep inside you know it’s the truth.”

Andy pulled himself away from her breasts. “Are you saying we’ll never have sex again? What kind of marriage would that be?”

“Of course not. We’ll still have plenty of sex. Lots of sex, in fact, but it will be our own special kind of sex.”

“Like what?”

Claire took out the key and unlocked his device. Carefully, she slid the tube away from his cock and worked the ring free. His erection was immediate and powerful. Veins pressed against his shaft, blood engorging his member.

“We can have sex like this,” Claire said. She lifted her skirt, exposing the lace tips of her stockings and the suspenders holding them up. “Fuck me, slave. Hump my leg.”

Andy stared at the sheer stockings and her bare thigh before his eyes moved to her panties. They were drawn tightly around her pussy, revealing the outline of her lips and the wetness leaking from within.

Claire moved his head back to her leg. “No pussy, slave. You can hump my leg or you can go back in your cage. Decide, because in five seconds I’m squeezing your balls until that erection goes away so I can put back on your device.”

Holding the back of her thigh, Andy straddled her leg and began to thrust his cock against the sheer stocking. The lacy design at the tips tickled the head of his cock, bringing him quickly to the edge. Andy stared into her eyes as he fucked her leg, perplexed that he was actually going through with this and even more bewildered that it felt so sublime. The warm sensations pushed away his doubt and concerns.

“That’s it, slave. Hump my leg like a dog. You know you don’t deserve this pussy.”

He trembled at her cruel words and fucked her leg harder, whispering, “I love you.”

She returned his head to between her breasts as he continued moving his hips. “I know you do. My little leg humper wants to be my good slave, doesn’t he?”

Andy grinded his cock against her thigh, moving up along her leg until he could feel her bare skin against the underside of his cock. “Yes, Princess. I want to be your slave.”

Andy was nearing the edge, embracing every perversion she demanded of him from being her chastised slave to dressing up like a sissy.

Without warning, she lowered her leg, moving it away from his cock as she kissed him. “I’m so glad to hear you say that. As my slave, you need to earn your orgasms, though.”

His cock twitched, precum pumping out of it. “Fuck. I was right on the edge.”

“And that’s exactly where I want you. Sit down while I explain how things will be from here on out. Don’t touch yourself. By the time we’re done, maybe that cock of yours will be small enough to go back into your cage.”

Andy’s whole body shuddered as he took a seat on the hassock. Sweat rolled down his chest. His breaths came in and out in rapid bursts. He planted his hands on his thighs, resisting the urge to touch his cock.

“I’ve decided to conduct your servitude on a point system.”

“A point system?”

“Yes. I think it’s the most objective way for each of us to know where you stand and for you to have clear expectations regarding how punishments and rewards will be dealt.” She went to the drawer in the bedside table and took out a couple of sheets of paper and handed him one. “Each action corresponds to the addition or subtraction of points. You can spend your points in a variety of ways.”

Andy stared at the sheet of paper.




+1 Point




Each day in chastity

Cooking dinner

Wearing lingerie and women’s clothes/sissy maid uniform

Gift of $50 dollars (Additional point for each $50 increment)

Giving Princess foot massage

Requesting light spanking

Requesting light CBT




+2 Points




Bringing Princess to orgasm via mouth (Additional point for wearing spikes in chastity device)

Requesting moderate spanking

Requesting moderate CBT

Wearing butt plug during day (Can only be earned when Princess is at home to insure slave is wearing plug at all times)




+3 Points




Bringing Princess to multiple orgasms via mouth (Each additional orgasm earns 1 point)

Requesting heavy spanking

Requesting heavy CBT

Wearing spikes in chastity belt for 24 hours




-1 Point




Failing to use the title “Princess”

Inappropriate stares at women




-2 Point




Failing to wear lingerie

Failing to bring Princess to orgasm by mouth

Flirting with other women

Burning dinner

Late dinner




-3 Points




Any signs of tampering with chastity device

Oversleeping

Massaging nipples

Massaging perineum

Viewing pornography




Additional Notes:




Point losses for behavior, not limited to: talking back, failing to complete assignments, rudeness to other women, etc., will be decided by Princess on an individual basis. Additional punishments may also be implemented for any unwarranted behavior or transgressions.




Random urine samples will be administered to test sperm count to ensure celibacy. Slave should immediately report any “wet dreams” or other accidents to Princess.




A maximum of 30 net points may be earned per week. Princess reserves the right to deny slave’s request to earn points.




Spending Points




Masturbation (hand) – 30 points

Masturbation (pocket pussy) - 35 points

Leg humping – 35 points




Items below require the additional approval from Princess.




Handjob – 60 points

Blowjob - ∞ points

Sex (Anal) - ∞ points

Sex (PIV – Penis in vagina) - 150 points




Additional Notes:




Princess reserves the right to ruin orgasm during reward. Points subject to change without prior notice. Vaginal sex is limited to three times per annum.




“As you can tell,” Claire said, “anal sex and blowjobs require an infinite number of points, so you won’t be getting any of that. Also, if you read the first additional notes section, I reserve the right to deny you a particular selection to earn points. For example, if I don’t want you to give me oral, or I think you’ve chosen only easy points, I can make you choose a punishment in order to gain points. I actually think I’m being kind of lenient. Since you have to wear your lingerie, cook, and be in chastity every day, I’m essentially giving you twenty-one points a week just for doing what you’re supposed to do. How you earn those additional nine points to be able to purchase the privilege of masturbation are up to you.

“Under this point system, you technically could have an orgasm every week. However, if you want intercourse, you’re going to have to hold out for five weeks or slowly save up points by masturbating only every other week.”

Andy kept staring at the page, expecting the point values to change. Assuming the absolute best of circumstances, he would only get to touch himself once a week, and that was only if he was willing to forego sex with Claire. He shook his head and sat down the paper. “Claire, this is too extreme. I used to masturbate every day. Sometimes more than once.”

“Hence the word used. I know how much you used to jerk off. That’s why chastity is so important, and why I’ve decide to go easy on you. Next anniversary, we’ll sit down and reevaluate the point system. I’m thinking after you’ve served me for a year, we can probably double those spending points.”

“Double them! Claire, I mean, Princess, that’s crazy.”

“Settle down, slave. Let’s stay in this year. We’re getting way ahead of ourselves. Since we’re just starting out and the fact that you didn’t come, I won’t charge you for humping my leg. However, I’ve counted three times that you’ve failed to refer to me as princess, so according to my sheet, you have a beginning balance of negative three points. Not a very good way to begin, slave. I suggest we get you back in chastity and into your lingerie and women’s attire so you can start earning back those points. Besides, we have a busy day of celebrating our anniversary, and I’ve been looking forward to seeing your handiwork on the bathroom.”

What could Andy do? He loved Claire too much to run out on her, and even though it was difficult to admit, he craved her dominance. He just wanted domination his way, or as Mistress Lin had called it, “Burger King domination.”

Claire helped him up from the hassock and led him to his new panty drawer.

“There are so many cute colors to choose from,” Claire said. “I’m actually kind of jealous. You better buy me some sexy pairs with your allowance to thank me. And don’t get sloppy with this drawer. I want to see these neatly folded after you hand wash them.”

The chastity device was locked back over his cock and a red ensemble of stockings, bra and panties were selected for him to wear. Claire allowed him to wear a pair of women’s jeans and a white button down blouse that she assured him didn’t look all that different from what he usually wore.

The jeans were a tight fit and hugged every inch of his ass and legs. The shirt actually worked to his advantage. With the feminine body in mind, there was more room to conceal the slight lift caused by the bra. The only problem—and Andy thought it was a major one—was that the red bra could clearly be seen beneath the blouse. He voiced his concern to Claire as gently as he could, desperate not to lose any more points than he had already.

“I know, slave. I doubt most will notice because everyone in the city is usually lost in their own world, but I suspect that anyone looking for more than a second at you will know that you’re wearing a bra.” She placed her hands over his chest, squeezing the A size bra cups. “It’s important that you experience a minor dose of public humiliation. I think once you realize that most people don’t care or that a little finger pointing and snickering won’t kill you, you’ll be able to embrace your slavery with much greater ease. Also, since I know this task is a very difficult one for you, I will give you back the three points that you just lost so you can start with a clean slate.”

“Thank you, Princess.”

“That’s the spirit! Now, show me the bathroom. I’ve been so excited to see it.”

Andy crossed the bedroom and paused outside the door. “If there’s anything you don’t like just let me know and I can probably change it out.”

“Andy, just open it already!”

The door swung open. Andy stepped aside to let Claire in. He hoped he had done well. Along with refurbishing the clawfoot tub, the old tile had been stripped out and replaced. New LED lights had been installed. The old sink and cabinets had been upgraded to include a new bucket style sink.

Andy took Claire’s gasps as a good sign. “You like it?”

“It’s incredible. I can’t believe this is the same room. It seems so much bigger now and more open.”

“Yeah, I think the lighting gives it a much livelier feel.”

“You’ll have to give me a bath in here and serve me desserts and appetizers while I’m bathing. I should add that to your list as a one point item.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

Claire kissed him. “Thank you, slave. Since I’m so impressed with the bathroom, I’m going to give you a couple of points to start out with.”

Only one hundred forty eight to go until I can fuck my wife, Andy thought.

“Thank you, Princess.”

“Now gather your things so we can head out. I have reservations in the city followed by a special surprise.”

“Do you know what time we’ll be getting back? I still have to type my email for Mistress Lin.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ve already spoken to her concerning our plans for this evening. She’s fine with you writing it in the morning. Tonight I have you all to myself.”
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Andy did look a little ridiculous in the women’s attire, Claire realized as they sat down at dinner. She had already noted a few women passing them on the walk to the restaurant who squinted their eyes and whispered to their girlfriends.

Not that there was anything wrong with a little cross-dressing. If men could become women then surely men could dress like women. And it wasn’t as if he was wearing a wig or makeup. Anyone who noticed probably just figured he was going through the early transitional phase of a sex change. In some ways he was, she knew. Andy was moving away from being a man and into a slave, a gender off to the side from that of a man or woman.

She would miss their former time together, and being his domme would test her newfound abilities. Yet, she was ready for the challenge, and she knew that Andy would never truly be happy until he had embraced his role as a slave. The test administered by Mistress Lin had been unambiguous in its conclusion, and it had only confirmed what Claire and Mistress Lin had both suspected. The truth was simple: She was born a domme and he a slave. Whether it was fate or God or plain old luck that had brought them together was irrelevant. The importance lay in them being true to themselves.

Claire placed their orders, not allowing Andy to speak to the waitress. While she ordered herself one of the rare blushes on the wine menu, she told the waitress to bring her “guest” tap water. In one way, it was difficult to deny Andy a splendid dinner and fine wine. Considering everything they had been through, she was proud of his response and behavior lately. Yet, she would never deny him the gift of submission because she was squeamish about seeing him suffer. Part of loving someone was letting go, and Claire understood that love sometimes came in the form of denial and pain.

“See anything you like on the menu?” she asked.

“I was thinking of getting a steak. If that’s okay.”

She sighed and checked the nutritional content. “Too fatty. I want you to be in good health. You eat way too many hamburgers and pizzas while I’m away at work. Why don’t you choose one of the salads instead?”

Claire covered her smile with the menu. She did have to admit that her dominance wasn’t all for Andy’s benefit. The control she exercised over him filled her with a raw sense of sexual power that she didn’t feel even from a few of her clients who enjoyed extreme edge play. The local preacher might have taught her to submit to her husband, but they were now living under a new doctrine, one that rightfully saw the virtues of a wife led marriage.

Claire placed the order and made a couple of quick texts to make sure their evening plans were still in place. As much as she didn’t want to admit it, she was nervous about what Andy’s reaction might be. She had to entertain the very real notion that he might leave her. It would be a foolish thing to do, and he would only be lying to himself, yet the possibility nevertheless remained.

Later in the dinner, Andy excused himself to the restroom. Claire reminded him that he needed to ask permission before he just got up and started waddling around. After he apologized, she told him to use the toilet rather than the urinal and to sit. While she would have no way of ensuring that he would follow her instructions, she doubted her timid husband would risk flashing his rouge lingerie and steel chastity device to all the men in the boys’ room. Besides, taking a whiz in the chastity device, while standing, was a good way to wet one’s pants and panties.

The bill came during Andy’s absence. Even after ordering him a light salad and water, it was still a hefty amount. Claire easily could have paid. She had a healthy stack of hundreds in her purse and plenty more where that came from. Andy’s fifty dollar a week allowance wasn’t much, but it wasn’t like he had anything better to spend his money on. Claire gave him extra for groceries and had just bought him a new wardrobe. She certainly wasn’t going to allow him to start spending his allowance frivolously on beer or video games.

When Andy came back from the restroom and sat, Claire quietly pushed the check presenter to his side of the table. Andy opened it and stared at the total. “Um, I didn’t bring that much cash with me. I guess I can put it on credit.” Andy pulled out his wallet and thumbed through the plastic cards.

“Give me those,” Claire said.

“Give you what?”

“All the cards. Fork them over. I don’t want you having any credit cards. From now on, you pay for everything by cash or you don’t pay for it. I don’t need you at home shopping on QVC and putting this family into debt. You need to learn to be a frugal slave.” Claire made sure to speak loud enough so patrons at nearby tables could hear. “If you have a purchase you’d like to make on the Internet, you can ask my permission. Give me the debit card, too. Later we can merge your bank account with mine.” 

With his eyes cast down at the table, Andy slid the cards over to her. Claire took the plastic cards and dumped them into her purse. Taking his financial independence gave her a new sense of power. Now Andy would endure the same helpless dependence that so many married women had experienced before him. As time went on and he remained out of work, his ability to ever find gainful employment would become more and more difficult no matter what the economy did. And while some businesses were sympathetic to the housewife with a large employment gap entering the workforce, she knew they would laugh and snicker at a househusband. He’d grow increasingly at her mercy for shelter and food, careful not to do or say anything that might upset her.

“I’ll get this one,” she said. “You can pay me back later. I’ll have to charge you a small ten percent monthly interest until the bill has been settled. And the Bank of Claire is happy to defer your debts until your next allowance. With interest accruing of course.”

Having no other real option, Andy was forced to agree and thank her for the dinner. Claire knew that her paying for their anniversary dinner was a shot at his pride. But he needed to feel that sting and to understand that his role was no longer as a provider. Andy was a servant, a man stripped of his masculinity.

As the waitress returned, Claire thanked the young woman for a lovely dinner and left her a hefty tip to be added to Andy’s debt balance.

“So what now?” Andy asked.

“Now it’s time for your surprise.”
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Andy and Claire entered the Pinnacle Tower. The lobby was deserted except for a few stragglers leaving from a late night at the office. They rode the elevator alone. Andy thought his wife truly looked stunning in the tight red dress. While he had been a little self-conscious regarding his feminine attire when they had first headed out, it didn’t take him long to realize that any red-blooded male’s eyes were fixated on his wife instead of him.

Throughout the evening, his erection had never fully retreated. The chastity device acted like a cock ring and the tight fit of the tube provided him with constant stimulation. Looking at Claire didn’t help either. While he tried to follow her instructions, Claire had insisted he trail a few steps behind her, providing him with a lingering view of her sexy curves and tight ass.

They stepped off at the sixty-ninth floor and turned toward the Thorn. 

Claire stopped outside the front door. “I’m going to go through the side door. When I do, ring the doorbell and someone will open it for you. I’ll join back up with you later in the evening.”

Andy didn’t like the sound of that. He thought they were going to be together the entire night. Just what exactly did Claire have in mind?

“Are you going to be okay?” she asked. “You trust me, don’t you?”

Andy nodded. “Yes, Princess.”

“Good. Be well behaved. I’ll see you later.”

She kissed him on the cheek and started down the hall. When she slipped through the other door, Andy turned and rang the doorbell. 

After a few seconds, the door swung open. 

At first, Andy didn’t see anyone. The lobby was dark save for a few candles burning on a coffee table. 

Andy stepped inside.

“Take a seat.”

Andy recognized Stephanie’s voice. His body trembled as he saw her standing behind the door. In the leather bodysuit, she stood before him like a wild predator. A V cut in the front of the outfit revealed her full cleavage. With her gloved hand, she pointed to the sofa.

“Happy anniversary,” she said. “How’s the night going so far?”

Andy took a seat and felt the strain in his chastity device growing tight around his sac. “Fine. We just enjoyed a very a nice dinner. Afterwards, Claire told me she had a surprise, so here I am.”

Stephanie moved one of the candles out of the way and took a seat on the table in front of him. Her legs opened, drawing the bodysuit’s leather tightly between her legs. “Yes, surprises are fun when you trust the one giving you the surprise. You trust your wife, don’t you, Andy?”

“Of course.”

“Good. As her slave, it’s very important that you trust her. At times, you may find yourself questioning her methods, but you must remember that your mistress knows best. It’s not your place to question her. Understand that she isn’t doing this alone. Claire has a team of professionals assisting her.”

“I just hope I don’t lose my mind doing this.”

“I think you should worry about losing your mind if you don’t do this. That’s what I see happen more often. I’ve known clients who have been seeing us multiple times a week. They’re content and happy in life and many of them wish they could have domination as a lifestyle rather than an expensive hobby. However, we’ve had a few who remind me of you, Andy. Once their submission reached a point where they got into something like chastity or cross-dressing, they had a tendency to freak out and swear off BDSM forever. They purged all of their toys, swore off dominatrixes and fetish websites, and made a personal commitment to live a vanilla sex life.

“These types always come back. Sometimes it’s after a month. For others, it can be a year or two. This isn’t something you can wish away or be cured of. Maybe you can repress it for a time. These guys all did. When they came back they were edgy, depressed, and crawling out of their skin. After a session or two, they felt immediate relief.”

“Fine, but they chose to come to you. I feel like I’ve had this forced on me.”

Stephanie stood, went to the door, and opened it. “I think you’ll find that the Thorn doesn’t have guards in the hall preventing your leave. And despite what Claire might have told you, if you really sat her down and told her you wanted no part of this, I think she would honor your wish. So the choice really is yours, Andy. 

“No one can make you do this, but the truth is that every submissive is biologically forced into power exchange. Your compulsion to submit compels you to seek out dominant women. If it’s not a formal mistress, it’s taking a job with a strong female boss or finding comfort with a woman mentor. Some men discover their fantasies on their own, for others a movie or a certain life event triggers it. And a few rare men like yourself don’t realize it until a dominant woman spots their submission. Given your upbringing, that’s not at all surprising.”

Andy considered what she was saying. If he had a magic wand and he could go back to the way things were before, would he? Of course, he didn’t want to continue a sexless marriage. Even if he was able to jumpstart a vanilla sex life with Claire, would that be enough or would there always be a sense of fraudulence and lacking? Andy had never felt so close and connected to Claire as he had during these past couple of months. He thought about one of the local preacher’s favorite verses: “For this reason a man shall leave his father and mother and be joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh.”

The only time he felt those verses realized was when he was submitting to Claire. Without power exchange would he ever be able to become one with Claire?

“I just wish it wasn’t so difficult,” Andy said. “Did Claire show you the point system?”

Stephanie chuckled. “Yeah. I gave her the suggestion of doubling the points after the first year. Sorry about that. I know for a horny slave it seems impossible, but I think you’re focusing on the wrong aspect of it. The rush and sense of fulfillment you’ll get from submitting to Claire is going to trump any lousy orgasm. Think about it. When you come, it’s over in like three seconds. With submission, it’s a type of sex that never ends and it encompasses your mind along with your body.

“I don’t think you really appreciate how lucky you are, Andy. Most submissive men will go their entire lives without ever fulfilling their true sexual desires. That really sucks. It’s like a straight vanilla person remaining a virgin. Our clients are much more fortunate. They have the means to see their fantasies through. But even their brand of submission is equivalent to a man only having sex with escorts. Paid sex and sex with the one you love is completely different. Likewise, you’re in the very unique position to submit to your wife. And she has been trained by some of the most renowned dommes anywhere. You’ve hit the freaking jackpot, Andy. If you want to turn your back on power exchange, that’s completely your right, but have a good understanding of what you’re actually doing.”

The door leading to the main section of the Thorn opened. Mistress Rose poked her head inside. “We’re ready for you two.”

Stephanie turned to Andy. “So, what’s it going to be? Are you in or out?”

Andy sighed. He knew Stephanie was right. If he didn’t go through with this, he’d regret it for the rest of his life, and he knew it would break Claire’s heart. There was really only one thing he could do. 

“I’m in.”

“You really mean it?” Stephanie asked. “In a few minutes, you’re going to be asked to take a very serious commitment.”

“Yes. I want this.”

Stephanie stuck out her hand. “Then follow me.”

Andy took her hand and stood. Only the emergency lights were on in the hall. While Rose entered the throne room, Stephanie told Andy to follow her to the storage room. Inside, he was told to strip. Andy unbuttoned the blouse and stepped out of the short heels. After he hung his pants over a chair, Stephanie presented him with a black leather thong.

“Take off everything,” Stephanie said. “Bras and panties, too.”

Andy felt a little uncomfortable getting naked in front of Stephanie. He reminded himself that she was a professional. Besides, he still had on the chastity device that covered most of his privates.

Stephanie stepped out of the room and came back with a key in her hand. “I’m going to unlock you for a sec.”

Andy was so relieved. The chastity device had been suffocating him. Stephanie removed the tube and then opened her other palm. Inside were the metal spikes.

“Hold on,” Andy pleaded.

“Just keep it soft and you’ll have nothing to worry about.”

Stephanie slid the metal piece onto the pin, settling it against the steel ring. She then placed the tube back over his cock, securing the spikes over the base of his member.

Andy could only feel a slight prickle from the spikes, but it was enough to warn him of how much they would hurt if he got hard.

“Perfect,” Stephanie said. “Now you can get dressed.”

The leather thong had enough room in the front to compensate for his chastity device. Standing in only the thong, Andy realized how bare he was. Looking down at himself, he didn’t see one remaining hair on his body. He felt every cold current of the AC wisp past him.

“Let me go see if they’re ready for us,” Stephanie said.

As he waited, Andy surveyed the instruments sitting along the shelves, knowing that most of them would eventually be used on his body. He tried to remind himself that they were only tools to help bring him closer to Claire. They brought out his submission, which he had come to realize was the glue that made them one flesh.

Stephanie returned and told him to follow her. They crossed the hall. The door to the throne room was already open. Red pillar candles, hoisted on stands, flanked both sides of the dais with lambent light radiating the dark room. Claire sat at the throne. With her legs crossed, her predatory eyes were directed at him. The pearl necklace sat along her neck.

A metal yoke was secured to his wrists and neck. Cuffs were fastened to his ankles with a small chain running between them.

“Follow us,” Mistress Rose instructed.

The ankle cuffs prevented him from taking more than about a six-inch stride. The heavy chain rattled against the floor as he slunk closer to his wife. The journey seemed to take forever. Claire’s intense glare made him feel vulnerable in a way the yoke around his neck or the chains at his feet could not.

When they reached the dais, Mistress Rose told him to kneel. Out of respect, Andy kept his eyes to the floor as the women assisted him to his knees. 

Stephanie and Mistress Rose stepped onto the dais, each taking one side of the throne. Andy felt the stares of all three women as he fixed his eyes to the floor.

“Slave,” Claire said, “lift your head.”

Andy looked into her eyes, his neck straining from the heavy yoke pulling against him.

“It is my understanding that you have come here to beg for my dominance?”

“Yes, Princess. I wish to be your slave.”

“And why do you suddenly want to be my slave? The entire time I have been trying to dominate you, you have fought me every step of the way. Do you think you even deserve to be my slave?”

That made him pause. “No, Princess, I don’t think I deserve your dominance. But I want to be with you. At our wedding, I read those verses from the Gospel of Mark as a part of my vows because I didn’t know what else to say. I just thought they sounded romantic. I never really gave them much thought until now. I don’t think vows or a fancy wedding turns two people into one flesh. Maybe for some people it’s love or sex or commitment, but for us, I think it’s through a female led relationship. And if you were my princess and I were your slave, I know there would be love and commitment and even a version of sex that would go far beyond any kind of traditional marriage. I want to become one flesh with you, Princess, for you to have all of me and to lead me.”

Andy saw Claire’s eyes moisten. She took a moment to collect herself before speaking. “Then the trials will begin so that you may prove yourself worthy of being called my slave.”

The trials? No one had told Andy anything about any trials. Didn’t he just prove himself worthy of being called her slave with that extemporaneous speech?

Mistress Lin and Stephanie descended the dais and hoisted Andy up by his arms.

“Right over here,” Mistress Rose said.

Andy followed her to an open space in the room with cables running overhead. Stephanie rotated a pulley system. The pair of cables lowered in front of him. At each end of the cables sat a carabiner with wrist cuffs attached to them. Mistress Rose unlocked the yoke from Andy’s neck and wrists. As she carried it away, Stephanie secured the wrist cuffs. After setting down the yoke, Mistress Rose actuated an automatic pulley system along the wall. The cables separate, moving away from each other until Andy’s arms were spread eagle above him.

A set of nails ran down Andy’s back. He recognized the familiar claws right away. Claire didn’t speak. He felt her breath against the back of his neck, the click of her teeth beside his ear. Fingers wrapped around his neck.

A hot pain erupted on his back as fingernails scratched his shoulder. Andy twisted, fighting against the tethers.

“Already squirming?” his wife whispered. “We haven’t even begun. I’ve been practicing my skills with the dragon tail whip. Yesterday, I got one of my toughest pain sluts to call mercy when I inflicted it on him. Tonight, you won’t have the luxury of calling mercy, slave.”

Andy didn’t know what a dragon tail whip was, but it didn’t sound like anything he wanted to experience. A fat piece of leather in the shape of a leaf was draped over his shoulder and then pulled away before he got more than a half-second look at the surly instrument. Andy listened to the clicks of her heels as Claire moved farther behind him.

Mistress Rose tested the cables before positioning herself in front of Andy. Stephanie remained by the pulley system. Behind him, the slap of the dragon tail settled against the floor.

“Traditionally, slaves are expected to endure the trials without speaking or voicing their pain,” Mistress Rose said. “If you would prefer, a gag may be provided to assist you in your silence.”

Andy shook his head. He didn’t want any more bondage gear strapped to him. And if things did get bad enough, he definitely wanted the ability to speak.

“Very well,” Mistress Rose said. “Princess Claire, you may begin.”

There was a single click of a heel behind him before the whip’s tail found his left shoulder blade. The sensation was nothing like the single tail. If pain from implements could be described in octaves, Andy thought the single tail was a high-pitched pain while the dragon tail was of a very low octave. The initial impact didn’t hurt so much. Only after a few seconds did the dragon tail reveal its true fury. Like a glissando, the pain increased until becoming a screaming high note of agony that was white hot in nature. Andy squeezed his shoulders as he waited for it to pass.

The next blow struck him on the opposite shoulder blade. Andy yanked against the cables as his hands tried coming together. He rolled his shoulder inward as if it were on fire, biting down on his lip to restrain himself from making a sound.

The beating was long and slow.

His wife waited until he stopped fidgeting before unleashing the next blistering mark against the left side of his upper back. To Andy, it felt like minutes passed between each swing of the dragon tail, and not knowing how many total strokes he would be expected to endure was a mind game on its own. As he gritted his teeth, he wondered whether the flogging would continue until he broke down and begged for mercy. Maybe his self-control was merely sustaining his suffering. But the opposite—that Claire would prolong the whipping if he voiced his pain—was just as probable.

As the dragon tail seared its angry mark into his already raw, beaten flesh, Andy realized that no action on his part would curtail the whipping. The flogging would end when his new owner wanted it to end. He had no control over this. If there was any lesson in the trials, powerlessness was it.

Her aim was good in the worst possible way. After only a few swats on each side of his back, Andy realized that she was purposely trying to hit the same mark on each shoulder blade. It was like having a sunburn whipped. Every facial muscle tightened as he tried to absorb the impact of the dragon tail.

After the tenth stroke, nails raked across his back.

“Don’t pass out on me,” Claire warned.

Through the haze of suffering, Andy saw Mistress Rose step forward. The pulley system clattered above. A prickly sensation dotted the length of both arms as the cables came together. Mistress Rose unfastened the wrist cuffs and turned him around. Andy wasn’t sure which side of the room he was facing, and he figured it didn’t matter. Following a series of commands voiced to him, he began walking toward a wooden pillory. 

Stephanie moved ahead of him and opened the stock. His hands and neck settled against the three crescent arcs in the wood. 

Stephanie lowered the top half of the stock. “It’s not closing all the way.”

“It’s because his back isn’t straight enough,” Mistress Rose said. “Slave, stand on the tips of your toes.”

As Andy lifted himself onto his toes, he heard the pillory snap shut.

“Stephanie, would you run get him a pair of three-inch heels so our slave will be comfortable for his paddling?” Mistress Rose asked.

The women laughed at the absurdity of a comfortable paddling. Soon, Andy felt his feet settle into a pair of pumps. They felt a little big on him, but they would keep his body’s weight supported on more than just his toes.

Hands settled against his ass and squeezed. “I can still see the faded red lines from where Stephanie caned you. Let’s see if I can make your ass a uniform color with my paddle.”

Andy lifted his head in the pillory and watched as Claire surveyed the wall in front of him. A wide selection of paddles stood before her. 

“I want one without holes. That way, we can get a nice even shade.” She brought down a narrow paddle that was about twice the width of a ruler. “This one will do. It’s good for marking the thighs as well as the ass.”

Claire smiled and approached him. She bent down, kissing him on the lips. “I love seeing you so helpless, and it’s such a turn on for me to know that you’re enduring all this just to please me.”

She tousled his hair before moving around the pillory. Andy heard the snap of an elastic band. He wasn’t sure what was happening until he saw Claire’s red panties passing over his face. The crotch was angled over his nose.

“I don’t want you tasting me just yet,” Claire explained. “Worship my scent for now. It will help distract you from the pain.”

Andy didn’t wait to smell them until the paddling began. The nerves of his back were still screaming from the flogging. He took a big whiff and entered nasal sensory heaven, allowing the musky aroma of his wife to relax him.

Unlike the dragon tail, there was little intermission between swats of the paddle. Claire started on the top of his ass, working the narrow wooden instrument down his backside. There was no hiding for Andy. In the pillory, he was forced to remain still while being unable to view what was happening. The heels made his ass stick out, giving him no chance of clenching his cheeks to lessen the blows.

The wood snapped against his ass cheeks like a metronome. Claire alternated between a series of light swats with one hard swing thrown in randomly. Since Andy never knew when this swing would occur, he found himself mentally bracing himself before every swat.

After a few minutes, Andy realized the warm up was over. The wooden paddle stung against his ass as Claire swung the paddle full force with every swat. He concentrated on her panties, drawing in his wife’s scent with quick, deep breaths. When the sting of his bottom became too great, Andy tried to lift his legs to block the next blow. The short chain around his ankles didn’t allow either of his legs to move very far, and Claire wasn’t going to permit any wiggling.

“Slave, if you want to tap dance, I can tie you to the bondage table and cane the soles of your feet.”

Andy forced himself to keep his feet firmly planted in the pumps and to focus on Claire’s wet panties as the paddle moved to his thighs. There were no sweet warm up swats to get the blood flowing. Each swing was a shock, and even the panties couldn’t distract him.

Andy was still trembling when the stock lifted and he was free to stand upright. His body ached from having to move out of the immobile position. 

Mistress Rose and Stephanie immediately grabbed him by the arms, pinning his hands behind his back. He was pulled away from the pillory and directed toward the dais. Andy’s only hope was that his trials were almost complete. He didn’t think he could endure much more.

Claire removed the panties from his head and tossed them to the floor. Mistress Rose and Stephanie pulled on his arms until his chest was forced to bend backwards. He didn’t know what they had in mind until he saw Claire lift both of the red pillar candles.

Andy fought to get away. The women’s grip strengthened. The candles moved closer, the wax sizzling as Claire brought them in front of his face.

“In almost every tradition, there is a blood sacrifice to the gods or goddesses,” Claire said. “These red candles will be symbolic of that sacrifice.”

As the candles began to tip, Andy saw their boiling wax. He continued to fight, to try to run away, but it was of no use. The angle of the candles became too severe. Hot wax spilled over the brim, splashing against his chest. The melted talon burned against his skin like molten lava. Claire dumped the entire contents over his chest, sparing not even his nipples from the hellfire.

Screaming, Andy was brought to the floor and pinned until the talon had cooled. The only benefit was that the hot wax torture was fast. The wax hardened against his chest and sternum. Pieces quickly broke off and fell in shattered clumps against the floor.

Hands began pulling at him. Andy tried to fight against them. He couldn’t take any more of this. If this was Claire’s test, Andy knew he had failed. He’d had his chance to walk away from this nightmare, and he’d been a fool to allow it to continue.

In front of him, a panel underneath the throne’s seat lifted, revealing a hidden compartment beneath the chair. Andy was flipped into a supine position, his head placed in a leather harness under the seat. The seat above him opened, revealing a hole with dimensions much like a toilet seat. This area was soon covered as Claire sat on the throne.

At first, Andy didn’t understand. He stared at his wife’s pussy and ass, both spread open due to the angle of the seat. Cuffs were added to his wrists and clipped onto eye screws bolted to the dais. As the leather harness cradling his head began to move him closer to the opening, Andy finally understood the purpose of this odd chair.

His nose pressed into her anus as his mouth settled against her pussy. She was absolutely soaked and her juices were already dripping into his mouth.

“Lick,” she told him.

Andy stuck out his tongue and separated her lips. She moved her hips slightly forward so that Andy’s mouth was forced to form a tight seal against her pussy, making breathing only possible through his nose. He smelled her ass and the sweat rolling down her cheeks as he licked between her delicate crevice.

Claire began to moan as she rocked her hips.

There was no way for him to prevent getting hard. The taste of Claire overcame him. The sharp spikes dug into his erection, biting worse than any instrument.

After making his tongue into a pointy object, Claire began to ride his face like a dildo. He ignored the agony occurring on his cock as he continued to lick faster. His wife moved back a couple of inches in the seat until Andy’s tongue found her clit. This forced his nose to be buried in her wet pussy. Since he could no longer breathe through his nose, Andy had to steal quick breaths between laps to her pussy.

The spikes were unrelenting. The pain was so nauseous that Andy’s lips trembled as his tongue continued to move.

The weight of her body pressed down against his face as she came. Andy swirled his tongue until it throbbed from exhaustion. The orgasmic cry that came from his wife trumped even that produced by Mistress Lin. Juices squirted out of her pussy and into his mouth. Andy paused long enough to swallow before he continued satisfying her.

She lifted off his face. Andy saw that her legs were trembling, her juices smeared from pussy to ass. Despite the pain, he smiled at his work. His entire body ached and most of his backside would be black and blue the next day, but he’d brought his wife to an orgasm worthy of calling himself a slave.

He was pulled out from under the throne and ordered to his knees. He kissed the top of Claire’s feet exposed in the heels and waited for his next instructions.

“Slave, I accept your servitude,” Claire said. “Congratulations! You have completed the trials!”

Andy noted a quiver in her voice as if the electric sensations were still trilling through her body. He nodded and thanked her, exhaustion beginning to set in. His body and mind were so spent that he had no idea how he was going to drive home. 

A crop smacked him on the ass, and Claire told him to crawl. He was led to a cage along the side of the room. The door was open. Inside there was a dog bowl with water and a thin mat. 

Andy crawled forward.

Mistress Lin and Stephanie left Claire alone with her husband. She bent down and kissed Andy through the cage, telling him how much she loved him and that it had been a perfect anniversary for her. Andy thanked her and promised that he would fulfill the commitment he’d made.

“I know you will,” she said. “You have no other choice.”

She crossed the room and blew out the candles, leaving Andy in solitude and darkness. Her heels clicked across the room and the door shut.
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As the following months unfolded, Claire didn’t think life could get any better. Andy was treating her like a real life princess from sun up to sun down. Chastity took some getting used to and Andy awoke in the middle of the night during the first week with a burning sensation along his sac from the ring of the chastity device, but his skin had eventually toughened up. Each week, she took a urine sample from him to ensure that he wasn’t cheating. Every meal was cooked for her and breakfast in bed had become a matter of routine. Her every sexual need was met with an eager tongue or Andy holding a vibrator to her clit, if that’s what she was in the mood for. Andy worshiped her entire body, erasing any prior insecurities she might have held.

Even things at the Thorn were going great for her. All the women had benefited from having worked with Mistress Lin. Alexia realized that she was better suited at assisting Rose in the back end of the business, helping put her and Claire’s differences behind them. Instead of calling her a secretary, Rose had given her the title of executive dominatrix. 

Claire was receiving requests from so many men that she had to cut back and see only her most dedicated clients. Considering she had a devoted slave at home, she didn’t want to spend all of her time working. Mistress Lin had warned her that domme fatigue was real and that if she put in eighty hours a week dominating men, she was going to either throw out her shoulder or end up hating the whole experience.

Dominating her husband was different, though, and she didn’t think she’d ever experience domme fatigue with Andy. There was little work necessary on her part, and the point system provided a form of self-policing that ensured punishments were kept to a minimum. For Claire, it was all about being pampered. Her husband drew her baths each evening with oils and fresh rose petals in the steamy water. Other nights consisted of luxurious bubble baths followed by hour-long massages that Andy provided from a table he’d bought as a gift with his allowance. He’d even asked if he could take massage lessons twice a week.

It was perfect. While other husbands were asking their wife if they could go bowling or to the bar with their “bros” (if they even bothered to ask), her husband was requesting to go to classes to be a better husband. She wasn’t a month into their new lifestyle before she knew this was the only way a marriage was supposed to work. Forget patriarchal constructs. Those poor boys had it all backwards. Not only did such a system hurt women, it also deprived men of their natural urge to be the hero and protect the woman they loved.

She noticed her dominance spreading into other areas of her life. Claire never opened doors anymore. Men noticed her dominance and instinctively opened them for her. And the best part was that they all had big goofy grins on their face when doing so. For men, being the hero didn’t always mean saving the princess from a dark dungeon. It could be through simple acts like holding the door, grabbing that hard to reach item in the grocery store, or helping a woman with a heavy box. At first, Claire wondered whether it was just because they were trying to get into her pants, but as she questioned her clients, she realized that all men secretly adored chivalry. What held them back? The usual suspects: fear that it would make them look weak or that they might insult the snappy little feminist.

The women’s rights movement had made a serious blunder in their march to freedom, Claire felt. In the process of equality, they’d killed gender roles. Masculinity and femininity were seen as dated legacies of a cruel misogynistic system. But Claire’s clients had taught her the beauty of a masculine man and a feminine woman. Being feminine wasn’t about parading the latest pop fashion trends. Real femininity was about allowing her masculine man to serve her and tend to her needs.

Several of her clients confessed to her of their longing to worship their wives, yet they were afraid of their wives viewing them as spineless, emasculated men. She couldn’t argue with them. It was sad that so few women understood the power they possessed. 

To her, there was nothing weak about Andy’s affection for her. In every other respect, he was a man’s man. He didn’t mind crawling under the car, climbing on the roof, or killing that scary spider crawling along the wall. She knew those supposedly alpha men who spent their lives in the gym, flexing in front of the mirror like a bunch of cavemen, wouldn’t have been able to take one tenth of the kinds of punishments Claire dealt out to her submissives.

Occasionally, the hypocrisy of society overwhelmed her. She knew her lifestyle wasn’t for everyone, but there were so many relationships that could benefit from being female led, and she felt helpless to change things. In those moments, she repeated a few simple words Mistress Lin had given her: “One slave at a time, Claire. One slave at a time.” She knew Lin was right. Claire had to put her mistress cape away and focus on her own surroundings.




Claire pulled out her chart and updated Andy’s points as he painted her toenails. During the first couple of weeks, he’d spent his points on self-masturbation as soon as he’d acquired thirty of them. Even though she knew it was difficult for him to go a week without release, she hated to see him selfishly throw away his points on things that didn’t include her. Each time he would orgasm, she noticed a nuanced shift in his mental attitude during the following couple of days. He was never overtly rude to her, but there was an air of defiance and resentment in him. Claire couldn’t quite discern whether this resentment was directed at her or himself. She suspect a little of both.

Thankfully, his craving for physical intimacy with her had pushed Andy to begin saving his points. 

She added the points and announced them out loud to him. “One hundred forty seven points, slave. If you don’t do anything wrong tomorrow, you’ll have one hundred fifty.” She didn’t need to tell him what he could get with that many points. He knew, and she could sense the longing and sexual desire from him.

“Yes, Princess. I was going to wait to ask you about it until tomorrow.”

“No need to wait. You can ask now.”

She could see the humiliation this caused him. No man wanted to ask if he could have sex with his wife, especially after he had so clearly suffered for it.

“After I earn the necessary points, can we arrange a time to have sex?”

“Of course. Tomorrow night will be fine.”

Claire hadn’t yet decided in what position she would allow Andy to copulate with her. Initially, she thought she might require him to wear a condom to decrease the pleasure he felt and to add the psychological torment of knowing that he couldn’t feel his wife’s pussy against his cock. Yet, she was beginning to crave her husband in a physical way as well. She missed the feeling of his cock inside her. But she needed to be careful about how she allowed this to happen. She didn’t want to feel like a prostitute bent over a chair to get rammed any more than she wanted Andy to question his submissiveness.

Andy blew on her toes as he finished painting them. She thanked him and reminded him to go write his email for Mistress Lin. While she had allowed Andy to sleep in the same bed with her during the first couple of weeks of his official slavery, it became obvious to her that there were few advantages to this arrangement and many disadvantages. For one, Andy had a tendency to snore. She didn’t mind that so much, but he also moved unconsciously in his sleep. She had woken on more than one occasion to him humping her leg as he dreamt some vile dream. Also, Andy got up before she did to make her breakfast, and he was noisy when rolling out of the bed. It just seemed simpler for everyone if he slept in the guest bedroom.

Her husband put away her nail polisher and pulled the covers up to her waist. She allowed him to kiss her hand before saying goodnight. He was so desperate and in such a state of sweet, throbbing anguish that his hands were shaking as he took the back of Claire’s hand and kissed it.

“Goodnight, slave.”

Andy said goodnight as well as he left the bedroom and shut the door.




***




In the hall, Andy took several deep breaths. After four weeks without an orgasm, just being in Claire’s presence was enough to make him intoxicated. He could smell parts of her that he could never before, and with each day passing without an orgasm, she appeared more beautiful and seductive. He felt so weak for her that it was becoming hard to complete even the simplest tasks. While washing her panties, he would try ignoring their enticing smell. Powerless to resist their call, he’d place them to his nose and feel the strain of his chastity device. Afterwards, his body would require at least an hour to come down from the sexual high.

His hands continued shaking as he typed out the email. It took longer than usual since he had to keep hitting the Backspace button and start over his thoughts. Close to midnight, he had it completed and gave it another quick read over before sending it to Mistress Lin.




Mistress Lin,




i hope everything is going well for You in Cape Town. Princess Claire and i are doing well here. i finished reading the new tantra book you sent me, and yes, i have been practicing the breathing and muscle exercises on a daily basis. Honestly, if it wasn’t for them, i think i would have gone crazy by now. While i might have been a skeptic at first, i can really feel the sexual energy being spread throughout the rest of my body. This has been a great relief for me and has also helped me to focus on serving Princess Claire instead of my own selfish needs.




Also, i stopped smoking a week ago and have been applying the meditation techniques when i get cravings. Princess Claire seems quite pleased that i’m no longer wasting my allowance on something that is killing me and smells bad.




However, i am still having trouble when i am around Princess Claire or i smell Her lingerie. It takes me a long time to be able to spread the energy around enough to feel relaxed. Maybe i just need more time and practice.




i’m not sure if You’ve been keeping up with my points, but tomorrow i will have enough to earn intercourse with Princess Claire. With how nervous i am, one would think it was my first time. i guess i’m concerned that given how long i’ve been in chastity that i won’t be able to last more than a few minutes or worse. Hopefully, all of Your suggested practice will pay off. i know that there are plenty of other men who have gone much longer than i have without an orgasm and can still last hours in bed, but i also know these same men have been practicing tantra for years.




Sorry if i sound like i’m rambling or complaining. Guess i’m just really nervous about tomorrow evening. Also, is it wrong for me to have multiple non-ejaculatory orgasms? i don’t know if this will happen. The readings You’ve given me all talk about it, but they aren’t coming at this from a female domination perspective.




Anyway, i’m glad You introduced me to tantra. It seems perfect to accompany chastity. i think it will be a welcomed surprise for Princess Claire, too. The other night, She saw me performing breathing exercises in the guest bedroom and asked what i was doing. i told Her that i was trying to get rid of an erection because i was thinking about Her. i was telling Her the truth, so i didn’t feel bad, but She gave me a funny look nevertheless. i’ll be glad tomorrow night when She knows what i’ve been up to so i don’t have to hide it from Her anymore.




Hopefully, W/we can quickly chat before then.




Sincerely,




Princess Claire’s slave




Andy put the computer to sleep and went up to the spare bedroom. He performed the spinal breathing exercise followed by Dantian breathing and the Taoist Circulation of Light before trying to sleep. He felt full of vitality and confidence, accompanied with a serene sense of equanimity. However, his confidence was not one of arrogance or hubris directed inward. His self-assurance was in his ability to serve Claire and to resist his own bodily impulses. In time, he didn’t think he would even require the chastity device to keep him from the temptation of his own flesh. He was still a young slave in training, but he was growing stronger, learning to let a go a little more with each passing day.
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Andy checked the computer as soon as he awoke. Mistress Lin told him that she would have a break in the afternoon and to call her then. With the time difference, that would give him about an hour, which would allow him enough time to be able to fix Claire’s breakfast and to deliver it to her.

In Mistress Lin’s email, she suggested that Andy fix Claire some fresh fruits that would give her skin an extra glow and help everything “downstairs” to taste better. While Andy had learned to follow Mistress Lin’s suggestions, he felt selfish in fixing a breakfast that was really to serve his own needs. To him, his wife’s skin always glowed, and he never found anything wrong with the taste of her body.

Grabbing the wooden tray, he piled the bowls of various fruits onto the tray and carried it upstairs. Claire was still sitting in bed when he walked in, her robe undone and barely sheltering her breasts. Andy took a deep breath through his nose and tried to steady himself in her presence.

“Good morning, Princess.”

“Morning, slave. How did you sleep?”

“Just fine. I got to bed a little late after writing the email to Mistress Lin, but I slept soon after.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t have trouble sleeping. Big day.” 

Claire winked at him. 

If Andy didn’t know better, he would have thought she was flirting with him. It had been so long since she had been playful that he struggled with how to react. 

“Yes, Princess. I’m very excited.” Andy noticed the time on the dresser. “Do you mind if I excuse myself. Mistress Lin asked me to call her around now.”

“That’s fine.” 

Claire sat up. The front of her robe pulled back until her areolae began to show. Andy forced his eyes to look away. 

“One question before you go. Did you want to fuck in my bedroom or yours? I know you might want to snuggle with my scent during the night.”

Andy felt his cock harden in the steel tube. He tried to take another deep breath through his nose, but it had little effect. 

“Your bed is fine, Princess.”

“I hope you can last. If you come after only a few seconds, I might not be so kind the next time around.”

“Yes, Princess. I’ll do my best.”

“You better. Run along. I don’t want you to keep Lin waiting.”

Andy thanked her and ran downstairs. The throbbing in his device made him pause at the bottom of the stairs. He breathed until he gained some control over his arousal. If he was having this much trouble being verbally teased by Claire, he wasn’t sure how he was going to control himself once he slipped his hard cock into her pussy. 

Don’t think about that, Andy thought as his erection returned.

He went to the computer and called Mistress Lin on Skype. On the screen, a hotel room came into view. Andy noticed a couple of riding crops and canes leaning against a desk. Mistress Lin entered the screenshot and sat.

“Hi, Andy. So, you’re a little apprehensive about your performance?”

“Yes, Mistress. Just delivering Claire her breakfast was enough to almost send me over the edge.”

Mistress Lin laughed. “That’s not such a bad thing. I’m sure there are plenty of wives who would love for their husbands to bring them breakfast in bed if only once a year, let alone having them become so aroused they can barely control themselves. I think you just need to relax and go through several breathing exercises. Try the lingam breathing exercise that we went over. It will help remove the tension. You need to trust that your training will pay off. Try to think of it like female domination. The same kind of faith must be exercised.”

“And what about the other thing I mentioned?”

“Oh, the multiple orgasms? I think you’re fine. Claire has given you permission for sex. Enjoy it. Don’t overthink it, Andy. That’s a guaranteed way to have bad sex. You need to lose yourself in the act. Remember, the yoni and lingam are to become one.”

“Thanks, Mistress Lin.”

Andy heard a muffled cry coming from somewhere off screen. Mistress Lin moved out of the picture. Andy heard a smacking sound followed by Mistress Lin ordering someone to be quiet.

She came back into the picture. “Sorry, Andy. I have to go. My slave has decided that five pounds dangling from his ball sac is too much for him to handle.”

“No worries. I appreciate you taking the time to speak to me.”

“Of course. Have fun tonight.”

Andy ended the call and returned upstairs to get the tray. Claire was already in the shower. Just thinking about those water droplets rolling down Claire’s curves was enough to make Andy’s head spin. He grabbed a towel and threw it in the dryer for about a minute, just long enough to get it warm. On his knees, he waited for Claire to finish.

As she stepped out of the shower and onto the mat, Andy kissed her feet before rising to dry her hair. If someone had told him before that drying his wife’s hair could be an intimate act or even an erotic one, Andy would have shaken his head. But as he drew the towel across her locks and dried her neck, he felt so close to her femininity that he could almost breathe it in. Drying her chest, he noticed the rhythm of her heart, the rise and fall of her breath. In the last month of fulfilling this special task of attending to her after showers and baths, Andy had learned more about Claire’s body than in the prior two years of them having sex.

Excusing himself to the bedroom, Andy selected a cotton pair of panties that would be comfortable for Claire to wear during her workday. While cotton might not have been the sexiest panty, Andy had learned to appreciate its one unadvertised quality. Out of all the fabrics, none better entrapped Claire’s scent than cotton. Days later, he could still find her lingering smell.

Grabbing a matching demi bra, Andy returned to his knees in front of Claire. This was his favorite part of the day, this quiet, affectionate moment with his wife where no words were spoken. She lifted her feet to step into the panties. Andy drew them up her lissome legs. His neck tightened as he dried the remaining drops on her pussy before pulling the panties all the way up. He could feel the strength of her womanhood radiating and the ease at which she facilitated his submission.

Putting her bra on was no less amorous. Andy had never handled a bra in a nonsexual manner before embarking on a female led relationship. Bras were something he touched in the heat of passion, an item to be quickly discarded to the floor. In his new role, Andy was forced to become acquainted with these feminine items, and in turn, become acquainted with his own feminine side.

She thanked him for his service and praised his attentiveness. Her words filled him with a sense of purpose and a further desire to serve. Like a puppy, he followed her to the front door, offering her heels several kisses before she said her goodbyes and left. Andy listened to the car start and watched her pull away.

Having no one to kneel before or to cosset over, Andy stood and started on his chores. Without Claire, the day seemed long and dreary, but at least his tasks would provide him with a diversion. He put on his sissy maid uniform and started mopping the downstairs floor. Afterwards, he scrubbed the countertops. As he was straightening up the bedrooms, Claire called him on FaceTime to ensure he was wearing his sissy maid uniform. Andy didn’t let the call go past the second ring. There was no way he was going to do anything to jeopardize his evening with Claire.

The call connected and an image of Claire flashed on his phone. His seemingly docile wife wore a black PVC dress that Andy knew would have him hyperventilating for the rest of the day. He stammered out responses to her questions. Yes, he was doing well, and of course he was wearing the sissy maid uniform, he said, posing in front of the phone so she could see.

After the call, Andy meditated until the throbbing in his groin passed. He finished his chores early and changed out of his sissy maid uniform before starting on dinner.

Claire finally came home around seven that evening, later than she usually returned. Luckily, Andy had made pasta, so it wasn’t difficult keeping it warm. He ran to the front door and fell to his knees to greet her.

Claire sighed as she walked inside. “Sorry I took so long. Steph came down with a stomach virus, so I had to fill in for one of her later appointments.”

Andy didn’t mind. He was just glad to finally have his princess home. After kissing her heels and feet, he followed her to the dining room. 

During dinner, there was an unspoken tension, almost as if Claire felt as nervous as he did. When she finished eating, Claire sat her napkin on the table. Andy quickly rose and went to pull the chair out for her.

“I need a few minutes to brush my teeth and prepare,” Claire said. “You should do the same. When you’re ready, kneel outside my door. I’ll open it when I’m ready for you.”

“Yes, Princess. What should I wear?”

“Nothing.”

Andy rushed to wash the dishes. Racing up the stairs, his foot caught the last step, and he almost took a hard spill against the floor. His hands caught him and he got back onto his feet. He went into the guest bathroom and brushed his teeth as he began to strip. His cock was already trying to get hard in the device and every nerve in his body seemed to be tingling with anticipation. 

Andy returned to his room and performed several minutes of deep breathing exercises as he clinched his PC muscles. Tantra had taught him two important insights about his body: ejaculation and orgasm were separate actions not dependent upon one another, and through proper breath control he could last hours in bed. If timed properly, flexing his PC muscle could prevent ejaculation. The orgasm would still occur, but with none of its arousal deafening qualities. Another orgasm could quickly be attained, again without release. Theoretically, this trick could be continued indefinitely. Or at least that’s what the books had professed. It still sounded to him like some spurious Eastern guru philosophy packaged to sell how-to guides to Westerners.

Finishing the Kegel exercise, Andy focused on his breath, drawing it through his nose and feeling the energy spread throughout his body before releasing his doubts with each exhalation. 

Andy opened his eyes. 

It was time to go.

He stepped out of the bedroom and walked down the hall. Her door was still closed. Andy knelt and waited for his princess to welcome him inside. Pausing outside the door, the titillation was almost uncontainable. He could have been kneeling at the pearly gates and he wouldn’t have been any more excited. While it was a similar feeling to that fateful night he had ridden his bicycle to Claire’s house, he knew tonight would be different. He wasn’t going to throw her on the bed, rip off her clothes, and start jack hammering his dick into her. 

Mistress Lin had taught him how to be sensual, to make sex an experience rather than an act. The world was full of excuses for stalled relationships, mediocre or nonexistent sex, and the chilling of intimacy and affections between couples. Sex had been commoditized and digitalized. Men shared their secret desires with their laptop rather than their lady. Monogamy was dead, and healthy sex consisted of a prescheduled once a week bang! bang! bang! lasting only a few minutes. Copulation was overrated and plenty of sexless marriages thrived with happy, content, definitely-not-sexual-frustrated partners. All lies, Mistress Lin had told him.

The knob turned and the door slowly opened. Andy kept his eyes cast to the floor.

“Look at me,” Claire said.

Andy’s eyes gradually lifted. A short black robe adorned her svelte frame. She stood barefooted, staring at him with a playful smile. Behind her, a sea of scattered candles lit the room. There were so many speckles of light that Andy felt hypnotized by their twinkle and brilliance.

In her hands, Claire held a leash. She bent down and clipped it to the ring on Andy’s chastity belt.

“Come,” she said, turning.

Andy followed, making sure he was moving quickly enough so the leash wouldn't become too taut. She sat on the edge of the mattress and placed her feet on the bed frame, lifting her knees. Her legs separated and the robe opened. Andy saw she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Between her breasts, the key to his chastity belt dangled by a gold necklace.

Her hands ran through his hair, those manicured nails scraping his scalp. She pulled him closer, urging his head to that special place he longed to enter. Just before his mouth stood close enough to kiss her, Claire’s thighs pinned his head.

“You smell that?” Claire asked.

“Yes, Princess.”

“Tell me what you want to do with it.”

“Kiss it.”

She whispered into his ear. “What else?”

“Lick it.”

She repeated the same question, this time with a hiss in her voice. Andy could feel her warm breath on his neck. It felt so wrong to say it, as if all of his submissive training had conditioned him to never put forward the demand that every denied slave harbored. 

“I want to fuck it.”

As Claire laughed, Andy felt a twitch in his cock.

“There you go,” she teased. “Honesty is always the best policy. I know what you really want.” She spread her lips, revealing that wet, pink interior Andy had once foolishly taken for granted. “Don’t forget. You still have to earn your way in here. Do a good job, slave.”

Andy kissed her inner thighs and stomach. His cock was so hard in the device that his dick was beginning to go numb. Precum was dripping out of the belt and onto his leg. His balls were on fire, the metal ring smashing against them. But he didn’t rush. Submission had taught him to draw out the experience. He had learned to enjoy the act of being on his knees with his face between his wife’s legs, servicing her with his tongue. 

Intercourse was no longer a right or an expectation. Andy knew that it was something he would be offered only as a rare treat, and as time went on, it was quite plausible that Claire would deny him her temple all together. He imagined having to suck on her toes as she used a vibrator on her clit. It was more than possible for Claire to decide that those means were a far more efficient method than his tongue.

Stay in today, he reminded himself.

His tongue worked laps around her clit. In the past, oral sex with Claire consisted of moving his tongue as fast as possible until Claire came. He hadn’t taken the time to become intimate with his wife’s body and her triggers before now. There were so many places to explore beyond her clit and each offered a varied response. With her newfound confidence, Claire had no problem telling him to slow down or to concentrate on a certain spot. Andy listened and focused, learning to alternate between fast and slow, teasing Claire along the orgasmic waves.

As she came, Andy flattened his tongue, knowing the tip would be too sensitive for her. He slowed enough to keep her going over the next orgasm, careful that he didn’t cause her pain by being too aggressive. 

Claire lowered her back against the bed, clawing at the sheets as he continued. He opened his eyes and watched her chest lift as she rolled onto her shoulders and the tight expression on her face. 

Andy reveled in knowing that his tongue could provide his wife with such pleasure while his cock remained squeezed in a tight cage. Pleasing his wife made him feel like a man. A real man. Not some frat boy who thought being a man was coaxing a girl into spreading her legs so he could deposit his cum into her pussy without any thought of her enjoyment. Through wife worship, Andy had discovered his true sense of masculinity, and he loved his wife all the more for being determined enough to tame his sexuality and redirected it for a better purpose.

Pulling away from her clit, Andy waited for her next instructions. He wasn’t about to mount his wife without Claire telling him how she wanted it done. In the past, doggie had been his favorite position, but he doubted Claire would allow him such a dominant position, and even Andy wasn’t sure how he would feel about that now.

“Lie down on the bed, slave. We’re going to do something a little different tonight.”

Andy lifted himself off his knees and crawled onto the bed. His cock was so stiff that the skin on his shaft was poking through the ventilation tubes of the chastity device.

Claire lay on her stomach between his legs. The key along her neck dangled over his chastity device. She lowered her neck until the key struck the metal tube and jangled against the lock.

“You want me to let you out?” Claire teased. “Five weeks is such a long time.”

Andy nodded and focused on his breathing. If he didn’t get control of himself, he was going to come just from Claire removing the device.

She licked the end of his chastity device, swirling her tongue along the metal tube. “My, my,” Claire said. “This metal is very warm. I think someone is horny.” She rose onto her knees and straddled him. Holding the chastity device, she placed the tube against her pussy and began to ride him. “We could do it like this, Andy. I bet if I fucked you hard enough, you could come in your belt. You know, I never said you could have intercourse with your device off? I actually might like it more with it left on. This chastity device gets a lot harder than you do, and I wouldn’t have to worry about it becoming limp after you came.”

Andy groaned as the tip of the device disappeared between the lips of her pussy. Her juices dripped through the front hole of the device, drenching his stiff cock.

“Please don’t,” Andy begged. “It hurts too much.”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby. You’ve only been locked up for five weeks. There are men who go six-month stretches without uttering a peep. I’m looking into some of the full belt designs that go around your waist. They’ll be much more comfortable and will allow you to really test your endurance. The best part is that I can attach a dildo onto the front to straddle when I’m feeling horny.”

Andy shuddered at the thought of having to fuck Claire with a phallus while his own cock remained imprisoned. “Whatever you think is best, Princess.”

“Yes, I think it will be a win-win situation. Tomorrow I can measure you and place the order. Mistress Lin has already put me in touch with a top of the line manufacturer.”

Claire slid the key into the lock, but she didn’t turn it. Staring at Andy, she told him to ask nicely.

“Princess Claire, will you please unlock my cock? I’d like to use my one hundred fifty points to have PIV sex with you.”

Claire giggled. “That’s so cute. Okay, I’ll let you fuck me. You are my husband, after all.”

Claire turned the key and the lock snapped open. Andy watched her slide the lock off the hasp as his heartbeat quickened. She handed him the lock and told him to set it somewhere out of the way. After such a long wait it was finally going to happen. Andy had almost forgotten how good it was to have Claire’s pussy surround him.

His cock was covered in so much of Claire’s juices that the cage slid off easily. The ring took some extra work. His rigid member was unable to fit back through it. Andy tried to meditate, but with Claire’s fingers gripping his cock, he couldn’t get himself soft.

“Do I need to get ice?”

“No,” Andy whispered.

He sucked in a deep breath through his nose and thought about every nonsexual thing he could. Finally, his cock started to dip and the ring slipped away. For the first time in five weeks, his dick became fully erect without the steel pressing against his head. Precum was already dripping down his shaft. If Mistress Lin’s breathing techniques didn’t work, Andy thought he was no more than five strokes away from exploding.

“Now, I mentioned to you that I had something different in mind,” Claire said. “First, I need you in a sitting position.”

Andy rose and faced Claire.

“Mistress Lin has been teaching me tantra,” Claire said. “Tonight, we’re going to try a sitting tantric sex position with me on top called the yab-yum.”

“Hold on. She’s been teaching you tantra?”

“Yeah, why?”

“She’s been doing the same with me! She told me not to tell you. That’s why I was meditating in my room. She’s been teaching me techniques to last longer. That’s also why I haven’t been smoking lately.”

Claire smiled and playfully slapped Andy against the chest. “I knew you were up to something. I’d normally punish you, but I guess Mistress Lin had her reasons. I won’t have to do much explaining then. Did she teach you about the yab-yum embrace?”

“No, just the breathing.”

“Well, for this one, we have to exchange breaths to start out with. Then we’ll breathe together. Stay how you’re seated, and I’ll do the rest.”

As Andy remained cross-legged, Claire sat on his thighs, wrapping her legs around his waist. She took off the robe and set it to the side. Andy stared at the goddess before him, almost unable to believe this was actually his wife. Their nipples touched and their foreheads drew together. As Claire exhaled, Andy inhaled her breath. They traded breaths and looked into one another’s eyes. Andy had never felt so vulnerable. After a few minutes of settling into one another’s arms, Claire lifted her hips and started to slide onto Andy’s cock.

Andy took in deep breaths to control himself as Claire settled against him. Her walls were soaked, pulling him into heaven with a tight grip. Their heads leaned against one another’s, noses touching as they held the intimate embrace. Andy had never felt so close to her as in this moment. While he’d wanted to be on top, he knew this was far more personal and enjoyable for Claire. In this position, there was no hiding, physically or mentally. He could see all of Claire’s expressions, and he could feel each of her body’s responses as his cock pressed against her G-spot.

Andy waited for her to start riding him. When he felt her pussy clench against his cock, he looked at her in surprise. “What was that?”

Claire smiled. “I’ve been practicing my own workouts.”

She did it again, causing the walls of her vagina to squeeze and pull his cock inward. Andy thought it was like receiving a blowjob from her pussy, aka the best sexual act ever known to man. Her pussy squeezed so hard against the head of his cock that Andy was certain that he was going to explode.

They timed their breaths until they were in perfect sync as Claire kept clenching against his throbbing member. Andy knew he wouldn’t last much longer. After five weeks of being denied, the intimacy of having their bodies pressed against one another with Claire’s pussy squeezing his cock was too much. He could only hope that his training had been as fruitful as Claire’s had obviously been.

Andy kept breathing through his nose with his tongue pressed against the roof of his mouth as Mistress Lin had taught him. As he continued the Cobra Breath, he felt his body warm. Claire squeezed faster, her breath becoming more rapid. Unconsciously, Andy matched her speed. He felt the whole world fade as he stared into her eyes. He was right on the edge, and Andy knew the orgasm would put all others to shame. When he was at the point of no return, Andy squeezed his PC muscles. The pressure mounted in his groin. Andy thought for sure that he was going to blow his load, but he continued clamping down. Claire clenched her walls against him once more, pulling his head into her deepest regions. 

What he felt was no peak orgasm. Andy’s whole body shook. To his surprise, he didn’t spill one drop, yet that didn’t stop the most earth shattering orgasm of his life from occurring. He felt disconnected from his body as the warm wave carried him. He fell into Claire’s arms, trying to maintain his breath as she continued squeezing his cock.

He was so lost in his own orgasm that he didn’t realize Claire was coming as well. He only felt it. Her walls contracted against his cock, propelling the next orgasm through him so fast that he almost forgot to clamp down on his PC muscles to prevent himself from ejaculating. 

Andy lost count of the number of orgasms he experienced. He lost count of everything. His only certainty was that he could never go back to his old life. 

Eventually, he did release his load, and when it occurred, Andy felt a part of his vitality and submission expelled with it. He then understood why chastity was so necessary. While orgasms for Claire brought them closer, ejaculation for Andy created distance between them.

Claire continued to straddle him after he had come, squeezing every last drop out of him.

“I think you and I can explore a whole new side to tease and denial,” Claire joked.

Andy nodded, too exhausted to verbally answer. Every nerve sizzled. He melted into Claire’s arms as he surrendered to her dominance.
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The girls at the Thorn weren’t as thrilled by Claire’s discovery of tantra as she thought they would be. Cynthia was skeptical of the claim that men could have multiple orgasms, noting that nothing of the sort was ever covered in her medical training. Stephanie thought it was a surefire way of setting back Andy’s submission. “How are you going to allow him to have multiple orgasms when he’s your slave?” she asked. Rose didn’t really care what Claire did in her personal time as long as she didn’t bring tantra-styled femdom into the Thorn. “Men have certain expectations when they come to a dominatrix,” she warned. Alexis just shrugged, keeping her opinion to herself.

Claire ignored them. She knew she had found something that worked for her and Andy. A female led relationship didn’t have to mean that the man always abstained from pleasure. To her, the importance was a focused pleasure. Andy would still have orgasms on a rare basis, yet instead of them being wasted on himself, they would be used to bring them together and to deepen his submission. Between orgasms, he would remain devoted to her needs.

Besides, tantra was far more than sex. In the mornings, they meditated with one another. Claire’s favorite exercise was sitting in the yab-yum position with his chastity device on, holding her hand to Andy’s heart as he did the same. In this position, she would quiz him about his submission and his thoughts in general. There was no way he could keep anything from her. She felt every hesitation, every hurried pulse and breath of air. The morning meditation often ended with a foot or back massage before Andy would start on the chores and Claire left for the day.

At night, Claire was busy putting down her thoughts. She’d started a blog on her tantric journey. Staying true to her roots, she sprinkled it with hints of female empowerment, though, it was mostly geared toward ordinary wives and husbands looking for something more than a quick five-minute sex experience. The blog was starting to gain so much attention that Claire had decided to start writing a book focused on tantra with a slant toward wife worship.




However, book deals were the last thing on Claire’s mind as she ran out of the Thorn, racing toward the bathroom. Claire threw open the bathroom door and barged into the first stall without even looking to see if anyone was inside. She barely made it to the commode before vomiting.

The bathroom door opened behind her. 

“Are you okay?” Rose asked.

Claire leaned against her arm. “Yeah. I don’t know what happened. I was feeling a little tired the last couple of days. Maybe I caught a bug.”

Rose spoke outside the bathroom stall. “You’ve been rather sensitive lately as well. Cynthia said you were crying yesterday when she made a joke about your book.”

“I have not been!” Claire yelled. 

She burst into tears.

Rose sighed. “Claire, are you pregnant?”

Claire lifted her head and turned around, peeking through the crack in the stall. “No, of course not. Andy and I have only had sex once in like the last six months.”

“Well, honey, I’m not sure what kind of sex education you received, but it only takes once.”

Claire felt herself becoming queasy again. She turned and expelled the rest of her breakfast wrap. “I’m not pregnant. You know I’m sterile.”

“You wouldn’t be the first supposedly sterile woman to become pregnant. Better get tested. Whatever it is, you can’t work if you’re feeling like this. Take the rest of the week off and go see a doctor.”

Claire cleaned herself up and drove to a clinic. When Andy heard, he insisted on coming along even though Claire said she was fine. She didn’t mention Rose’s suspicions. Claire didn’t want to get Andy’s hopes up. She knew how much he wanted children.




She sat on the crepe paper of the exam chair when Andy stormed in.

“Are you okay? What happened? You look sick.”

“Will you calm down? You’re making me nervous. The doctor just saw me and ran some tests. He’ll be back in a moment. Take a seat and stop fidgeting.”

Andy took the open chair, scooting it next to Claire and holding her hand as if she’d just discovered a lump. “Sorry. I just feel bad for not recognizing it. When you didn’t enjoy the chicken last night, I should have known something was up.”

“It wasn’t fresh,” Claire argued. “That’s probably why I’m sick.”

“My chicken tasted fine.”

The doctor walked in before an argument ensued. He smiled to Andy. “Husband?”

Andy stood and stuck out his hand. “Yes. Andy. Good to meet you. Do you know what’s wrong with my wife?

He turned to Claire. “Yes, you’re pregnant. About five or six weeks I suspect. Not sure who told you that you were sterile, but they must have been mistaken. Congratulations!”

 Claire didn’t know how to react. All she had wanted since marriage was to become a mother. But that was before she’d discovered a world outside the home. How was she going to manage being a dominatrix with a child?

Andy needed no convincing. He patted the doctor on the back and hugged Claire, defying all good slave protocol by kissing her.




***




“That’s great to hear,” Mistress Lin said. “I was hoping I might get a call like this.”

Andy and Claire crouched around the phone.

“Wait a minute,” Andy said. “Did you plan this all along?”

A laugh emitted through the phone. “Let’s just say tantra has many undiscovered applications. I’m not sure if it alone would have been enough. I’m sure embracing your dominant side, Claire, assisted in growing your confidence and helped you to relax. The right mindset is just as important for fertility as having a healthy body. Are you starting to show yet?”

“A little. It has only been twelve weeks, though.”

“I’m sure you’re glowing. Have you thought about whether you’ll return to work?”

“Not really. I figure I can make that decision after the baby comes. I’ve saved up enough from the Thorn to take some time off.”

“Good idea. Whatever your decision, I’m sure it will work out. Andy, are still behaving?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Claire needs you now more than ever. Don’t let me get a call from Claire telling me that you’re slouching around the house. Remember, I’m only a quick flight away.”

“I know,” Andy insisted. “You don’t have to worry about me.”

“I agree. You seem like a changed man. Well, I’ll leave you two to be. I think my mistress work is done.”

“I shouldn’t keep emailing?” Andy asked.

“Nope, I’ve taught you two the basics. What you do with it and how you choose to define your relationship isn’t up to me. Good luck to you both. I have to go. There’s a former client of the Thorn in my presence. A CEO who needs to be whipped into shape now. By the way, thanks for the CBT device, Claire. I think I’ll try it out right now.”
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Claire watched the little one let go of the table and take her first steps.

“Are you recording this?” she asked.

Andy moved in front of her, lifting the phone. “Yup.”

The baby took two wobbly steps before seeing a red ball on the floor that caught her attention. Her bottom plopped to the floor, and she returned to her hands and knees.

Andy clapped and kissed her on the back of the head. “That was great, sweetie!” 

Poor Andy, Claire thought. Two females in the house. She didn’t know how he was going to keep up. Of course, their relationship would have to change. There would be no more of Andy prancing around in sissy maid uniforms. But they could still keep things kinky in the bedroom. And outside, Claire’s dominance would continue to yield a powerful, yet subtle influence.

Quitting the Thorn had been tough. All the girls had argued for her to stay and Rose had even proposed free childcare. Claire thanked her for the generous offer, but she knew it was her time to move on. The Thorn had been an important chapter in her life, and she couldn’t imagine how her relationship with Andy would have survived without it. Yet, now it was time for something new. Besides, her book had recently come out, and Claire was about to go on an eight-week book tour. Mistress Lin had wanted a pre-released copy. After reading it, she insisted on finding Claire a publisher. Mistress Lin didn’t say if the publishing contact was through a client of hers, but Claire had her suspicions.

Andy set down the phone and snuggled next to Claire, watching their little girl crawl across the floor.

“It’s been eight weeks,” he whispered, lifting his eyebrows a couple of times.

“Yeah? Well, you still have another sixty points to go.” She patted him on the thigh, feeling the steel of his new chastity belt wrapped securely around his waist. 

The baby sat and started to cry.

“I think it’s time for her to sleep,” Claire said. “It’s past eight-thirty.”

Andy picked up the baby and carried her to the crib without having to be told. As he got the infant settled, Claire went to their bedroom and turned on the baby monitor, deciding how she wanted to be served.

Andy tiptoed into the room and closed the door until it was cracked, whispering that their child was asleep.

“Good,” Claire said as she pulled back the covers. She opened her legs and pointed between them. “Just two orgasms tonight, honey. I’m feeling tired. One with your tongue and one with the dildo secured to the front of your chastity belt. Tomorrow I’ll take you with the strap-on.”

Andy stripped until he stood in only the chastity belt, the metal gleaming before his wife. He cut out the lights and crawled onto the bed. Claire closed her eyes as she felt her husband’s sturdy tongue work against her clit, licking her just the way she had taught him. She was a lucky woman, she knew. Only a few years ago, her life had been so much duller. Now she was a mother to a healthy daughter. Between her knees was a dutiful husband who worshiped her. And while it was still a man’s world, not long ago it had been a man’s house. The world was changing. There was a new breed of women overturning outdated roles of the family, and Claire was happy to have done her small part. 
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