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February

Dear Femdom Wives,

Until last week I was completely unaware your magazine existed – but now I can’t get enough of it!

It was my friend Yvonne who introduced me to it, although it was a complete accident. I’d already known that she was much more adventurous in the bedroom than I ever was, but when I saw the magazine on her coffee table, nestled in amongst back issues of TIME and The Economist, I couldn’t help but smirk. I would have thought she’d be embarrassed, but instead she just looked annoyed. ‘Get in here, boy!’ she yelled, and after a moment or two her husband Simon poked his head around the door, his face bright pink from blushing.

‘What do you call this?’ she barked.

Simon looked across at me nervously, but didn’t say anything.

‘Don’t look at Jen,’ Yvonne said. ‘I think it’s about time she saw what you really are. If you hadn’t left your magazines out when you were supposed to have cleaned them all away, she still wouldn’t have any idea – so really, this is all your fault, isn’t it?’

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I’d never heard Yvonne sound so strict before, and Simon was just taking it all without raising any sort of objection. ‘Sorry,’ he mumbled, to the floor as much as to his wife.

‘Sorry what?’ she said.

Simon looked at me again, his face crimson by then. ‘Sorry, Mistress,’ he said quietly.

That really took my breath away. Simon and Yvonne had been married for at least five years, and I’d known them both for almost a decade. How was it possible that they had that kind of relationship and I didn’t know a thing about it?

‘Better,’ Yvonne said. ‘Now, get on all fours on the floor in front of us and don’t say a word. I’m sure Jen has a lot of questions for me now.’

That was an understatement. As Simon dropped to the ground in front of his wife – his Mistress, even – she put her feet up on his back and used him as a footstool! ‘Have a read,’ she said, handing the magazine that had started it all across to me, ‘and then tell me what you think.’

At first I’d thought your magazine was just something for lonely men to beat off to, thinking about whips and chains and the sorts of things you’d find in the back room of a low-grade sex shop, but the more I read it the more I could see how wonderful it was. It was filled with pictures of devoted men serving their wives as though they were Goddesses, fulfilling their every need and being punished when their behaviour wasn’t good enough. I had never had any thoughts about it before then – in fact, my sex life had always been depressingly vanilla – but seeing it in full colour made me realise that this was a thing that actual people did: normal people, like Simon and Yvonne, not the perverts and deviants I had imagined them to be.

I thought back to all the times my own husband Iain had asked for me to spice things up in the bedroom, and I couldn’t help but feel sorry for all the missed opportunities. Maybe I was the reason our marriage had suffered recently. I know it was fine for me to not rush into things, but whereas before it had seemed wrong to want to do these sorts of things to someone you loved, I was beginning to understand just how appealing it might be. Simon and Yvonne definitely seemed happy… why couldn’t I be too?

Once I finished flicking through the magazine, I had so many questions I barely knew where to start. Thankfully, Yvonne was a great teacher, and she had answers for most of them. She told me that she and Simon had first got into it a few years earlier. At first she hadn’t been all that confident about it, but soon she had realised that having someone to pamper her and answer to her every whim was a wonderful way to live her life – and after that, she had never looked back! Almost immediately, she sent Simon into the other room to fetch their bag of toys, and she walked me through what each and every one of them did: gags for keeping him silent, cuffs for keeping him immobilised, and even a strap-on dildo that she used when she wanted to fuck him herself! On top of it all was a black leather collar, and when she fastened it around his neck I could tell that nothing made him happier in the world than to be her slave.

It made me want one of my very own.

Yvonne was so pleased to see that I was interested, she sent Simon into the other room to fetch me all of their back issues of your magazine so I’d have plenty to read, as well as a collection of their unused toys so I could try things out with Iain before we committed to buying some for ourselves.

That was a week ago, and I still haven’t mentioned things to my husband – but I’ve got a not-so-romantic weekend planned from Friday, filled with ideas I’ve got from your readers, and I’m sure that it’ll be just as spicy as all of the letters in your magazine!

Wish me luck!

Jennifer K.


February

Dear Femdom Wives,

Your readers might remember me from the letter you published in last month’s issue, where I mentioned that I was a first time Dominant about to try and introduce my husband Iain to the femdom lifestyle. Well, we had our first session last weekend – and I can’t even begin to tell you how well it went!

Iain couldn’t believe it when I told him just what I had planned for him. I mentioned it in an offhand, casual sort of way on Friday morning before he left for work, and I could see how excited he was right away. He had been gently pushing for years for me to take control in the bedroom, but I had always been reluctant to do anything more than occasionally use a pair of cheap fluffy handcuffs with him, but now I was feeling much more confident. I admit, knowing that he’d be at work all day thinking about what I had planned made my pussy tingle with anticipation. It was almost a shame to pack him off to work without a quick fuck… but I wanted him desperate for the weekend, and that meant no relief for him.

I, on the other hand, went straight into the bedroom and masturbated. Of course I emailed him a picture of my vibrator covered in my juices, sitting casually next to a pair of handcuffs and a gag, along with the caption ‘See you tonight xXx’. I wanted that waiting in his inbox when he got to the office as a little something to make me that much harder to forget – not that I think he had any chance of getting his mind off what I had planned!

I had taken the day off work to prepare myself properly, including a trip to a spa. I wanted to be pampered through and through, and by the time I left at 3pm I felt like a Goddess. I was in the mood to be worshipped, and thankfully I knew that Iain would be getting home in just a few hours to make my desires a reality.

He came through the door ten minutes earlier than usual, which meant he must have absolutely raced home. Who could blame him? I was almost as excited as he was.

As soon as he closed the door behind him, our weekend of fun began.

I could hear him walking around the house looking for me, but I waited in the bedroom until I heard his footsteps in the hallway. I was dressed to the nines, with a pair of expensive silk stockings beneath a pencil skirt and a corset that I had borrowed from my friend Yvonne. My nails had been painted a deep scarlet colour, and rich red lipstick and heavy eye makeup helped to show that I meant business. I had even pulled my hair up into a harsh bun to complete the impression that I was a tough, no-nonsense Dominatrix for the night. As far as I was concerned, he had left his wife behind when he went to work that morning, and I wasn’t sure when she’d be back.

‘Stop right there,’ I barked as I saw the door start to open. I was surprised at how firm my voice was. ‘Don’t come into this room standing up. I want you on all fours with your eyes on the floor, now.’

Part of me felt as though I had gone too far, that he wouldn’t be able to take me seriously, but you can imagine my delight when he pushed open the door head first and crawled in like a bashful little puppy.

I did this, I thought. I got him to obey me, so easily.

The thought drove me wild.

‘Here, boy,’ I said, clicking my fingers and pointing to the floor near my feet. Immediately he scurried over to me, not daring to look up. The first part of my body he saw was the expensive designer heels he’d bought for me as a surprise on our last anniversary. They absolutely dripped sexiness, and I loved them more than any pair of footwear I had ever owned – but I never got the chance to wear them. Now, it seemed I had that opportunity.

‘You wanted to be my slave,’ I said, ‘and now you can start acting like it. Kiss my feet, boy. Show me how much you want this.’

He barely paused. Immediately he pressed his lips to the leather over and over again, kissing them with a devotion I hadn’t seen from him in years. In that moment it was as though those shoes – and the woman wearing them – were the most important thing in the world. It wasn’t long before he began to stray northwards. I let him get as far as my ankle, but that was all: immediately after that, I reached down and grabbed a fistful of his hair, pushing him down to the floor. He yelped in pain, but I could tell that he was enjoying the roughness.

‘I didn’t say you could do that, slave,’ I shouted. ‘Now keep your fucking head down.’

Iain always liked when I talked dirty during sex: he said there was nothing sexier than a woman who swore, but I always felt too reserved to do it justice. Not anymore, though. It felt like a different woman was in control.

I wanted him to wonder about the delights that he’d missed out on due to his overeager attempts at seduction. ‘That’s for being too keen,’ I said. ‘Now strip for me. Slaves don’t wear clothes in this house.’

I kept thinking that I was going too far, that playing up to the stereotypical Dominatrix was going to seem ridiculous, but no matter what I did he lapped it up. Iain couldn’t get enough of the new confident vibe I was giving out, and within seconds he was completely naked and still hadn’t dared to look up at me.

I slipped a blindfold over his eyes and directed him to the bed, where I handcuffed his wrists high above his head. Once I was sure he couldn’t move, it was time for me to turn my attention to his cock.

I had no intention of letting him come just yet, but seeing it like that made me desperate for his familiar body in a whole new way. Suddenly I just wanted to run my hands over it, tease it, swallow it, force it inside me…

I knew that I could do anything I wanted, and that made my pussy so wet it was almost unbearable.

‘What’s this?’ I asked him, tracing a fingertip along his member.

‘My cock,’ he replied.

I slapped it sharply, expecting him to complain, but instead he just bit his lip. ‘Try again,’ I said.

‘My cock, Mistress?’

I got a real thrill from hearing him call me that, but it still wasn’t the answer I was hoping for and so he got another slap. ‘You belong to me,’ I said. ‘That isn’t your cock. Slaves don’t own things. Now, what is it?’

He got it at last. ‘Your cock, Mistress,’ he said. His voice was quiet and subdued, as though he had only just figured out that this was really happening – that he really was all mine.

‘Good boy,’ I said. Throughout all if it I had been tracing my fingers up and down his penis, teasing it into its wonderful fullness, and I could already see the precome beginning to form at his tip. Iain was more excited by this than anything else we’d tried in our marriage… but if he wanted release, he was going to have to earn it.

I straddled him then, reverse-cowgirl style, and slid my pussy up his body until it was almost in his face. ‘Lick, slave,’ I said simply, and then I pressed down against him hard. I could feel him struggling for air, but just as I thought I was going to have to give up and let him go I felt his tongue snake out and lap eagerly at my clit. I alternated between pressing down on his face and giving him just enough space to breathe, enjoying the power I had over him.

My husband belonged to me. He was my slave, completely and utterly. His tongue was so eager that it only took a few minutes of oral service to have me screaming with pleasure, where normally it would have been two or three bored licks and then half an hour of excuses. All that from a pair of handcuffs and a confident attitude… I couldn’t believe I hadn’t taken control sooner!

When I came, I made sure to do it all over his face, coating him with my juices as a way of marking him as my property. Almost immediately I stopped my teasing of his dick. He moaned in disappointment, but I gave it another quick swat and he soon shut up.

‘You don’t get to come yet,’ I said. ‘You’re my slave for the whole weekend, and I plan on using you as my own personal fucktoy. That means I need to keep my dick hard. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he groaned. He was a fast learner, and had already realised he shouldn’t push his luck.

I did let him come eventually, though – on Sunday night, after almost three days of being ridden constantly and teased to the brink more times than I can count. I’ve never been so sexually satisfied in my life – and, when I asked him about it later, he admitted that he hadn’t either.

Still, I think he thinks this is all going to be some kind of game for us – but the more I think of him tied to our bed, so eager and willing to please, the more I’m coming to the conclusion that I want this life full time, just like my friends (and some of your lucky readers) have.

Thanks again for showing me the way,

Jennifer K.


June

Dear Femdom Wives,

It’s been about three months since I wrote to you last, but I thought your readers might like to know that I finally went ahead and made my husband Iain my full time slave – and I couldn’t be happier!

We’d been playing in the bedroom for a little while, but I decided that it wasn’t enough for me anymore. As much fun as it was having Iain’s naked body ready at my beck and call, he had the same problem as a lot of men – as soon as he came, he wanted to be finished. Not good enough! I didn’t just want him to be my slave when it suited him, or to get his rocks off. I wanted him to obey me 24/7. I wanted to know that I was his Mistress every second of every day.

That was why I decided to invest in a chastity cage. My friend Yvonne – the woman who got me into the idea of femdom in the first place – was the one who suggested it. She said that her husband Simon had been wearing one almost nonstop for two years, and it had made him so much more obedient and attentive. Of course, as she said it he was kneeling in the corner facing the wall after having fetched us our drinks, so I could easily believe it!

I bought one from one of the websites listed in the back of your magazine, and even though it was expensive I think I have to say it’s the best purchase I ever made! Naturally I put it on Iain’s credit card, but given how readily he’s been spending money on other toys for his submission –gags, crops, blindfolds… you name it, we’ve incorporated it into our collection over the past few months – I didn’t think he’d mind too much.

Once I put it on, on the other hand…

I tied him to the bed first, and got him teased almost to the point of orgasm. I must have edged him six or seven times before I got him to the stage where I thought he’d agree to anything, and I wanted him to be particularly suggestible before I brought it up.

‘I think it would be a real turn on if I locked your cock up, slave,’ I said, dangling it in front of his face on one immaculately-polished finger. ‘That way I can be sure your mind never strays too far away from your Goddess. Don’t you agree?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he nodded eagerly. ‘Anything you say.’

Anything. Such a sweet little word!

‘You do understand that once I lock this on, I get to decide when it comes off?’

‘Yes Mistress. Of course.’

‘It might be days,’ I said teasingly. ‘It might even be weeks, or months. Maybe it’ll be forever.’ I made sure my voice had just enough of a hint of playfulness to encourage him, and his moans seemed to imply that it had worked.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he said again. ‘Please, lock me up. You’re going to let me finish first though, right?’ he asked. I enjoyed the look of hopeful desperation in his eyes, but it wasn’t enough to make me change my mind.

‘What do you think?’ I said as I slid the steel tube up his cock and locked it in place. When he complained about not being allowed to come, I slipped a gag between his teeth and fastened it there.

I felt so powerful knowing that he was all mine at last that I decided the evening needed another first. His ass had been tempting me for so long that I’d bought a strap on the weekend before. We’d never got to use it, but now… well, he belonged to me.

I slid the harness over my hips and made sure he was watching as the thick black dildo took its rightful position just in front of my pussy. ‘You see, slave,’ I said as I fastened the buckles in place. ‘Now that you’re all locked up like that, it seems we’re one cock short in this marriage. Luckily, I made alternate arrangements. Thank me for taking care of things for us.’

I heard a mumble through the gag that sounded like thanks. That was good enough for me.

I slathered my new cock in lube and pressed the tip against his asshole. ‘Now I’m the one with the cock,’ I said, suddenly realising why men feel so powerful and confident when they have an erection. There’s something about having a hard eight inches sticking out from between your hips that would make anyone feel as though they could conquer the world. I turned him over and laid all of my weight on top of him. ‘I’m the one with the cock, and you’re the one with the pussy. I guess that makes you my little bitch, doesn’t it?’

‘ –ess –istress,’ he moaned through the gag. He knew what was coming, and he still hadn’t used his safeword: in fact, through the bars of his cage I could see his cock straining like never before. He wanted it. That much was obvious.

‘Say it, then,’ I said. ‘Tell me what you are.’

‘ – I –our –ittle –itch,’ he said.

That was the last thing I heard before I slid myself inside him. He was tighter than I was expecting, and his body gave a surprising amount of resistance, but soon I could feel him pushing back against my cock, his hips matching my thrusts as I mounted my prize over and over. His desperation – plus the buzzing in the strap on’s vibrator harness – soon pushed me over the edge, and I collapsed onto him in a blissful post-orgasmic haze.

Iain, of course, got nothing – just the joy and frustration of knowing that his Mistress was satisfied.

That’s pretty much become our relationship now. He’s been locked up in the cage for almost a month, and I’ve let him out once a week for cleaning and to tease him. I let him come after the first week and again after the second, but I skipped the third. Tomorrow will be two weeks since his last orgasm, so I think I’ll let him spurt again – inside me, obviously, and only when I give him permission – but after that I think it’s going to be another month before he comes again. Maybe three months after that?

He’s learning to love the lack of freedom, but I can’t wait to see how he reacts once he realises that this really is his life now.

My permanently chastised slut-boy.

Yours,

Jennifer K.


December

Dear Femdom Wives,

Merry Christmas to all of your readers!

It’s been almost a year since my first letter to you, and I just wanted to say an enormous thank you for all of the positive changes your magazine have brought into my life. Back in January I was prudish and uptight and sex in my marriage was dull beyond belief, no matter how much I loved my husband. A year later and I feel sexier, I’m more satisfied, I’m greeted every day by my adoring slave and I’ve never been more content with my life!

I’ve decided that next year is going to be even better. Iain – or ‘Boy’, as I’ve taken to calling him – has just about got used to his life as my slave now. Sometimes I think he’s forgotten that he used to be the man of the house, and I his dutiful wife. Nowadays he finishes his day at work – the money from which goes straight into a bank account that I control – comes straight home immediately, slips on his slave collar and begins making me dinner. While I eat at the table, he contents himself with a bowl on the floor and thanks me for the privilege – and let me tell you, the house has never been cleaner. I haven’t had to lift a finger when it comes to housework in months.

And why? All because he knows that if he displeases me, his monthly-scheduled releases are very easily wiped from the calendar.

Of course, his work isn’t always perfect, and he’d be the first person to admit that he occasionally needs correction. Just a few days ago, I noticed that he had been letting his usual high standards slip. When I questioned him and found that he hadn’t made time to clean the bathroom in almost a week, I made him fetch the cane and I gave him a sound thrashing.

‘You understand why I’m doing this, don’t you, slave?’ I said as I dragged him into our bedroom and secured him onto our latest purchase – an elaborate spanking horse, designed to keep unruly slaves immobilised while their punishments are meted out.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, but his voice told me he was more worried about the pain of the punishment that was to follow than the disappointment I felt in him displeasing me.

‘Tell me.’

‘Because I disobeyed you, Mistress. Because I was supposed to keep the house tidy and I failed.’

I was glad that he understood his failings, but that didn’t mean he was going to get any sort of a reprieve from me. If I didn’t punish him, how was he supposed to learn?

I made him kiss the cane first, as I always do before I begin his punishment. It’s important to me that he treats my tools with just the same respect he treats his Goddess – after all, the cane is really just an extension of my control over his body.

I enjoyed the pathetic little whimpers he made as the thin length of wood made contact again and again with the smooth meat of his buttocks – almost as much as I enjoyed the sight of the tears rolling down his cheeks as I hit the tenth stroke, and the way they didn’t stop until I made it to a nice even twenty.

The best of it all has been seeing those red tramlines criss-crossing his ass for the past few days, making it impossible for him to forget his place.

His work has been exemplary ever since.

Of course, I don’t want to have to hurt him often, even if it is for his own good. That’s why I’ve decided on a new way of keeping him on his toes that I’m happy to share with your readers – but it’s OK; it won’t spoil the surprise, because my boy never has enough free time for such frivolities as reading anymore. His whole life is spent in service to me, with every second devoted to my needs – just as he knows it should be.

I’ve decided that I’m not going to let him come for the whole of next year.

I’m not going to tell him that, of course. I want to give him the illusion of hope that I’ll change my mind, that every week his next orgasm could be just around the corner. It’s not as though I need his cock anyway, after all. When I do feel the urge to have something inside me – which is actually rare now I’ve trained him up to be my perfect little cuntlicker – I can always just use my vibrator, or have him wear my strap on and fuck me with that. It’s so funny watching him pretend to be a real man, rather than a chastised slave-boy, but he’s always so eager to get back some trace of his old dominance that the fucking I get is incredible without fail.

I wonder how long it will take him to realise that he’s never going to come? I wonder if the idea will drive him crazy as he attempts to earn some release?

It’s not to punish him, of course. I love my slave dearly, and I wouldn’t want to torture him without cause. It’s just that he’s so much more obedient when he’s gone without orgasm for a few months. His obedience makes me happy, and when I’m happy, he’s happy. Really, it’s a win-win situation.

Of course, to make things more interesting it’s not just me who’ll be making her husband go without. My friend Yvonne thought that it was such a good idea that her slave-husband Simon will be receiving the same treatment. The boys don’t know about each other’s service yet, but I’m sure that will change soon. After all, what better way is there to see in the New Year than sipping champagne with your best friend while two adoring slaves attend to your every whim?

I can’t think of one, that’s for sure.

Happy – and kinky – New Year to all of your readers, and may the next twelve months bring them all a Goddess to serve!

Love,

Mistress Jennifer K.


If you enjoyed Jennifer’s First Submissive, you may also enjoy:

Chastity Boy

How long can you wait for fantasy to become reality?

He has always dreamed about how incredible it would be to submit to a powerful woman – but even though he made his desires known, he never expected his wife Jen would be into that sort of thing. One day at breakfast, she shows him a special gift and makes him an offer he can't refuse: a steel cage, and a lifetime of living out his fantasies as her chastised sex slave. All he has to do is agree, and then their marriage will change forever.

When she comes home with a bag full of toys, however, his loving wife is soon replaced by Mistress Jen, a confident, powerful Domme who knows just what she wants and how to get it – and who has several fantasies of her own. How will he cope with his wildest dreams coming true all at once – and will a life in service to his Mistress and her new strap-on be more than he can handle?

This story contains themes of BDSM, female dominance, male submission, chastity, pegging and humiliation.

Senseless

What you can’t see might still hurt you…

Tonight their games reach a whole new level: the sensory deprivation suit that awaits him will see to that. He trusts his wife implicitly – but when she has him locked away, helpless and without his senses to guide him, he’ll find out just how much control he’s willing to concede to the woman he loves. Only she knows just how much pain and pleasure he can take – and once he’s unable to resist, she plans to see just how far she can push his limits…

Senseless is a story of what happens when love meets kink, told from both viewpoints, as a married D/s couple explores a new frontier, beyond which nothing will ever be the same again…

This story contains themes of female dominance, humiliation, temperature play, tease and denial, and sensory deprivation.
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