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Other books by this author.
 
    
 
   Male Chastity – How to.
 
    
 
   An essential guide for chastising the man in your life, this book provides must know ideas and tips to get started for couples who want to live the life style of chastised male and male or female key holder.  From selecting the device to deciding on lockup periods and fun ways to vary them, this book gives you some great ideas to get started and keep him begging for it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   One Wife’s Solution
 
   (The Jenny and John Series)
 
   Book 2: Muzzled
 
    
 
   The story of a married couple’s switch, from a normal vanilla relationship, to one of Female Domination and male submission.  In this 2nd book of the series, Jenny continues with her plans to achieve some long term goals, to correct some of the things that are wrong or missing from their life together.  Slowly but surely she tightens her control of John, stripping him of all dignity, pride, possessiveness, selfishness and most of all his will to act independently, his self determination.  She feminises him and christens him ‘sissy’ and then locks his small cock away in a chastity belt.  Her ultimate humiliation for John comes when she leaves him in the care of a ‘responsible adult’, her mother, whilst she pursues other activities for the weekend.  Naked, bound, gagged, chastised and kneeling in his mother-in-law’s living room, John is truly ‘muzzled’ in more ways than one!
 
    
 
    
 
   One Wife’s Solution
 
   (The Jenny and John Series)
 
   Book 3: Perpetual Retribution
 
   The continuing story of a married couple’s switch, from a normal vanilla relationship, to one of Female Domination and male submission.  The power exchange is virtually complete now and John is responding to humiliating orders and instructions more or less without question.  He becomes a cuckold but doesn’t know it yet, however, Jenny will soon be telling him all about it.  His relationship with his mother-in-law has changed forever after Jenny left him with her for the weekend, naked and muzzled, whilst she spent the weekend getting laid by a well endowed stud.  John’s role as sissy the maid is strengthened during the following week with a new maids uniform and he is then introduced to a new Mistress as sissy the slutty maid – no other than Zoe, his little sister. Both Zoe and his mother-in law have retribution in mind when they get to ‘play’ with him.
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   In book 4 John slips deeper into submission as Jenny tightens her grip and works relentlessly towards the attainment of her final goal.  John gets the caning of his life from his little sister, Zoe, whom Jenny has now elevated to the position of Mistress Zoe as far as John is concerned.  John has also been ‘toilet trained’ which he later finds out was at Zoe’s request, and Zoe delights in making him perform that duty at every opportunity. John finally knows for sure that he is a cuckold after some erotic taunting from Zoe whilst he is bound and helpless and whilst Jenny is out on a date with Steve, from which she returns home with the evidence still inside her for John to clean up.  A big weekend for both Jenny and John awaits as Steve comes to stay for the weekend, sleeping in the marital bed with Jenny whilst John is relegated to the small box room, after he had performed his cuck duties, that is.  And eagerly Zoe awaits his visit to her, where she has planned some pretty kinky ‘adventures’ for John to participate in.
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Prologue
 
    
 
   “You want me to spank you?  Did I hear that correctly?” Jenny looked incredulously at her red faced husband kneeling before her.
 
    
 
   Jenny Mason was 29 years old and had been married to John for 5 years.  She was tall, leggy, great figure, auburn haired and very attractive to most men.  Not having been blessed with children because of her husband's deficient sperm count, she had retained an excellent 36-28-36 figure and she still turned many a head, male and occasionally female, most days as she went about her daily life.
 
    
 
   John Mason was 31, fairly handsome and still quite trim, working out a couple of times a week at the gym.  It had been a bit of a blow two years ago when the Dr Johnson told them the bad news about John's sperm count, but he and Jenny still loved each other dearly and the disappointment actually seemed to bring them even closer together somehow.
 
    
 
   The drive home from the Doctor's office was in silence, both were lost deep in their thoughts.  John drove as if on automatic pilot, reeling inside from the news he had just heard.  Jenny thought with sadness about the baby things she had kept from her childhood, and things that had passed to her from her Mother and from her Mother before her.  Mother, Jenny thought, suddenly realising she would have to be told.  This would be another thing for her Mother to hold against John and their marriage.  She had been against Jenny getting close to John from the outset, saying he wasn't good enough for her.  It was probably true to say she had never liked John but just tolerated him of late because they were now married.  John didn't help himself there either, he could be just as bloody minded and rude to her as she was to him when he felt like it.
 
    
 
   Strangely enough, at about the same time, John was also thinking about Jenny's mother.  Cynthia Morgan was every man's idea of the Mother-In-Law from hell!  And now this was going to give her even more ammunition to fire at him.  God, what a mess.  She had been reasonably quiet lately, since Jenny's father, had died, but this was sure to kick it all off again. Ron Morgan had been a long suffering saint as far as John was concerned, he must have been to put up with her all those years.  It was just a pity that he died so young, only in his early 50's, but, hey, shit happens, John thought. John remembered how Ron used to love making model aeroplanes, he used to spend hours down the garden shed making them after he was made redundant from his job as a sales rep for an office supplies company.  That had been the subject of Cynthia's harsh tongue too.  She though it childish for a grown man to make model aeroplanes.  Perhaps it was the thought of being at home all day with her that had sent Ron to an early grave, John mused.  He swore he had a smile on his face when he was found in bed the morning of his death.
 
    
 
   When they arrived home John lit the logs already placed in the big grate and opened a bottle of Merlot.  With glasses full they sat in front of the roaring log fire, watching the flames flicker and sparks gently float up the chimney, close and intimate, her head resting on his chest.  A shared set back in life perhaps, an adversity that they both shed tears over when the full impact of the doctor's simple statement of fact finally hit home.  That evening they had hugged and cried together on the floor in front of the log fire, the thick hearth rug they had bought when they first moved in made a comfortable place to lay together, and it had become a favourite place for them to be of an evening.
 
    
 
   Eventually the tears dried up and the closeness and love that they shared led to a passion of such intensity that neither had experienced before.  Virtually ripping each other’s clothes off with an animal ferocity in them both, there was no foreplay, just John's rigid cock slamming straight into Jenny's dripping wet cunt between her long and widely spread stockinged legs.
 
    
 
   It didn't take long for either of them to reach that blissful place, their orgasms virtually happening together, a true moment of glory that they had not been able to achieve before or since.  John rammed his cock into Jenny's sopping pussy as far as it would go and held it there, their pelvic bones grinding against each other.  He could feel Jenny's pussy muscles rhythmically contracting around his rock hard cock as her orgasm ripped through her, a gentle mewling sound escaping from her lips.
 
    
 
   As he looked down at her beautiful face, contorted with the ecstasy of her orgasm, he realised just how deeply he loved her and how much he wanted her to be happy, wanted to make her happy every day for the rest of her life, wanted to make it up to her for the disappointment she must surely be feeling about not having children.
 
    
 
   The strongly contracting muscles around his deeply embedded cock got the better of him and he could hold back no more.  He moved his hips back until his cock was on the brink of coming out of her body and then with one huge lunge he slammed it back into her again as deep as he could get and released, what seemed to him to be bucket loads of cum, his orgasm going on and on, shooting load after load of cum deep into Jenny's soft and lovely body.
 
    
 
   They kissed passionately as their orgasms subsided, Jenny now full of his cum and John's cock still inside her, plugging her cunt and preventing the cum from escaping for now.  Tongues flicking together in their open mouthed kiss, they were lost in the warm afterglow of their love making for what seemed like an eternity until suddenly John's cock was pushed out of Jenny's cunt along with a rude farting noise as air compressed into her during their lovemaking was rapidly expelled.
 
    
 
   They both giggled at the ridiculously rude noise which had brought them back to the here and now and John rolled off and lay beside Jenny with his arms wrapped around her.  There and then, as the cum seeped out of her pussy on to the hearth rug, they promised each other that for the rest of their lives they would seek to be happy and to make each other happy. They would not dwell on the lack of children but would live full and fulfilled lives with each other as friends, companions and lovers.
 
    
 
   Oh, Jenny's mother had her 5 pennies worth about John's 'lack of manhood' as she called it.  She had told Jenny not to marry him and done her best to find a more suitable husband for her back then, but 'the ungrateful girl' had married him anyway and now to find he had no bullets in his gun to make babies with, what a useless, no good waste of space he was. 
 
    
 
   Jenny and John had stormed out of her house and not been back since, nor had they heard from her which was quite a relief for them both.  They just wanted to get on with their lives and try to forget the sadness they both felt inside.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Lovemaking with John, apart from that one time, had never been particularly fulfilling for Jenny.  She never achieved orgasm just from penetration and that worried her a little at first.  She had had no previous sexual encounters with boys before she met John in her late teens, he was her first love and the man that she married, so she had little experience of sex and how it should be.  However, the episode on the hearth rug as they commiserated over not being able to have children had opened her eyes to some new possibilities.
 
    
 
   Sadly John had not been able to repeat the same performance and so she had suggested that he use his fingers to stimulate and arouse her to orgasm prior to their lovemaking.  Over time this had developed, instigated by John, to him giving her oral sex rather than just using his fingers.  She had never dreamed that people did such things, such was her naivety, but one thing was for sure, now that she had experienced it she loved him giving her oral sex.  She usually exploded into orgasm whilst his tongue was busy stimulating her clit, or her little rosebud as she liked to call it, squirting juices all over John's face as she came.  John would then mount her and drive his cock into her sopping cunt, riding her until he came too.
 
    
 
   The drawback was that John's face was covered in her pussy juice for the duration of their lovemaking, which she didn't particularly enjoy and certainly didn't want to kiss him whilst he was like that, so a little of the closeness of their lovemaking was lost.  But after giving her such a glorious orgasm with his tongue and his cock now rock hard and dripping pre-cum, how could she spoil the moment for him by insisting that he go and wash his face and use a mouthwash before continuing?  She knew in his present state of arousal he would not be long in cumming so she put up with it and turned her head artfully away if he tried to kiss her.
 
    
 
   The other thing she didn't care for particularly was the cleanup of his cum afterwards.  No matter how careful they were and how quick they were with the tissues, some always seeped out of her pussy onto the sheets (she had to shampoo the hearth rug twice to get the cum stain out of that), leaving a wet patch, usually on her side of the bed for her to sleep on.  Plus the indignity of having to spread her legs wide, exposing her cum filled pussy whilst she did her best to clean up sufficiently to allow her to stand up and go to the bathroom without it dripping down her legs. Still, it was for the most part a very pleasurable experience for them both and worth having the little less pleasurable experience at the end.
 
    
 
   One evening she had gone with some female colleagues from work on a girl’s night out and as the night wore on they all became a little tipsy, apart from Jenny, that is.  She had decided that her lack of knowledge about sex had to be fixed as she was still perplexed about not being able to orgasm just from penetrative sex with John.  So the night out was at her instigation, she had invited the girls from the office, making sure that she invited the ones she figured from past comments would be very sexually experienced, hoping that she could steer the conversation around to sex and ask a few discreet questions.
 
    
 
   It had worked out better than she had hoped.  She had cunningly remained sober by sipping her drink and disposing of the majority of them, when no one was looking, into the pot plant next to their table in the restaurant.  They all had a lovely meal and then stayed on to have more drinks.  They were more or less isolated and private from the rest of the restaurant in a boothed area towards the back, so the racy conversation that eventually evolved, largely due to Jenny's prompting, was not overheard by the other customers, all they could see and hear were a group of five women, slightly drunk and giggly having a good time.
 
    
 
   As Jenny sat in the cab on her way home that evening she reflected on what she had learned. Oh, John, I do love you but you don't make it easy, she thought.  Not only was his sperm count too low to get her pregnant but now it appeared that his cock was also on the rather small size.  If the conversation held that night with the girls was to be believed, that is.
 
    
 
   She was shocked when Abigail (Abi) had mentioned that their boss Steve's cock was eight inches long when erect and as thick as a babies arm too. Apparently she had had a brief fling with him but had to finish it when her husband became suspicious.  Jenny couldn't believe what she was hearing, Abi and Steve had never crossed her radar in that light, and cheating on her husband too!
 
    
 
   Then Debbie had said that her current boyfriend was around that size too, and the boyfriend before that was only just a little bit smaller.  In fact, she had said whilst giggling loudly, if I find out that my new current is less endowed than at least 6 inches, which does occasionally happen, I give him the elbow.
 
    
 
   It seemed to Jenny that most men were significantly better endowed than her husband John in the cock department, and listening to the raptures that both Debbie and Abi swore such huge appendages sent them into whilst it was inside them, it started to become clear why she never achieved orgasm that way.  John's cock was about 4 inches when fully erect and quite thin too compared to what she had been hearing about. She was aghast, John must know that his cock is small and not likely to give her much pleasure but he never said anything. It could have saved her a lot of worry – she thought it was her that had the problem.
 
    
 
   Sarah and Charlotte were surprisingly quiet for the most part, not really adding to the conversation about penis size.  Sarah was happily married, Jenny knew, and seemed content with the size of her husband's cock, not really commenting on how big it was but smiling dreamily when the conversation came up.  Charlotte was a strange one, she apparently knew John from years back but she didn't contribute anything at all about cocks or their size during the conversation.  She was the same age as John's younger sister Zoe whom she went to school with and apparently she was still in touch with her.  Jenny wasn't sure about Zoe Mason, she had always found her a little strange but amiable enough the few times she had met her.  Sometimes Jenny thought Zoe looked at her strangely though, almost as if she was appraising her for something.
 
    
 
   Oh well, not a lot could be done about John's small size so she guessed that she would just have to put up with it as it was.  She loved him dearly in spite of everything and knew for sure that he felt the same way about her, so whilst life and marriage may not be perfect it was a very close thing to it.  They were great friends and companions, sharing many interests and many aspects of their life together.  These things easily outweighed the down sides of marriage to John, still, 'if only', she thought.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   “You want me to spank you?  Did I hear that correctly?” Jenny looked incredulously at her red faced husband kneeling before her. “What is this, what are you saying?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Well, I thought it would spice things up a little to play some sexy games. I've always had a thing about being spanked since school days when Ms Abrahams used to punish us with the long board ruler if we misbehaved in her class.  I hoped you would find a little role play along these lines exciting too.  It would make a sexy change from the usual routine of our lovemaking.”
 
    
 
   Jenny thought about how their lovemaking of late had started becoming less frequent.  Nothing was said and it didn't appear to be a deliberate thing, but both had claimed tiredness and pressure of work on occasion to avoid sex.  They were now only doing it on average about once a week, it was still good and satisfying for them both but just not happening anywhere near as frequently as it used to.
 
    
 
   Was it her, Jenny wondered, did she now show disappointment when John's small cock was exposed to her and put inside her?  She didn't think she had let it show although she embarrassingly realised she did think such things when they made love.  
 
    
 
   She had done some covert investigation on the internet and visited a few porn sites where extremely well endowed males ravaged young and beautiful women mercilessly, bringing them to countless orgasms before shooting wads of cum, usually onto their faces, for heaven’s sake. Still it made good porn films and brought home to her again how small John's cock actually was.  
 
    
 
   Another disturbing sight that had been repeated many times was that these beautiful young women regularly took the males cocks into their mouths, looking for all the world as though they were trying to swallow them whole.  Some actually looked as if they had succeeded for a short time before pulling back with tears in their eyes.  Jenny had imagined what it would be like to do that, not with John's little cock, that would be silly, but with one of those huge monsters. She was sure she would get lock jaw just trying to open her mouth wide enough to get just the head in.  And what was this sudden tingling sensation in her crotch all about?  Did she really get turned on by the thought and vision of such an act?
 
    
 
   She had also come across some more kinky sites in her internet forays and had watched in fascination as women spanked and caned men’s (and women's) bare backsides along with other things they did to them.  She had always thought this was just fantasy, something for, she supposed, lonely men to jerk off over and not something that real people did.  
 
    
 
   The tingle in her crotch got too persistent and she had furtively slid her hand into her panties to see if she could make it go away.  She was surprised when after only a couple of minutes she experienced a gut wrenching and completely satisfying orgasm, drenching her hand and panties thoroughly so that she had to go change and clean up.  The panties had gone straight in the washing machine, evidence disposed of, Jenny giggled to herself.
 
    
 
   So Jenny knew what he meant when John had asked the question, she just never thought she would hear it from him.  And the school teacher thing was a revelation, he had never mentioned anything like that before in all their married life.
 
    
 
   Did she want to spank John?  Did it feel right to do so?  She loved him.  So did she want to inflict pain on him?  These thoughts went through her mind as she considered her reply.  
 
    
 
   Amazingly she found that part of her relished the idea, why was that? Was she angry with him for something, did she want to get back at him?  It is true he had been a disappointment to her in some aspects of his role as her husband, but did she really hold that against him?  In other areas he was a good, kind, thoughtful and loving husband, a good provider and he undoubtedly doted on her, but his relationship with her mother was strained to say the very least.  She didn’t know who to really blame for that, they were both as bad as each other, but John was her husband so she stuck by him, sometimes to her mother’s complete disgust, which strained their relationship too.
 
    
 
   She made up her mind. Surprisingly she found that she was looking forward to thrashing his bare ass until it was crimson red.  It would be a release for all of the frustrations that had built up inside of her over the last few years.  She did love him but he had disappointed her with regard to some of her deepest desires and she guessed she needed some sort of payback.  This was the ideal opportunity.
 
    
 
   “So you want me to be your Dominatrix, is that it?”
 
    
 
   “No.... Well, perhaps....yes, I mean YES.  Please.  Err, hang on.  Dominatrix!  I didn't know you even knew the word, let alone what it meant.  How come you know so much?”, he suddenly asked, seemingly Jenny's use of the word had just sunk in.
 
    
 
   Jenny didn't feel that she wanted to reveal her porn surfing activities to John at this point, it might lead to some difficult questions that she didn't want to answer. She knew she was blushing at being caught out, feeling the warm glow rising from her chest to the top of her head as she coloured up.  She struggled to come up with a reasonable explanation of how she knew what a Dominatrix was.  What could she say that he would believe without going on to ask too many questions?  Yes, that's it, she thought.
 
    
 
   “W-well,” Jenny stammered, “there was a program, a documentary, on the TV one evening when you were out with your mates from work.  It was all about this woman who worked as a Dominatrix, calling on men at their homes and basically caning their backsides and making them do all sorts of other odd things.  It was so weird that I couldn't believe it and I found myself watching it to see what she got up to next.  She made them kiss her feet and her bottom, and call her Mistress.  When she caned them she made them thank her afterwards for doing it!  I suspect that wasn't all she made them do, some things were hinted at but they couldn't put some of it out on prime time television, I guess.”
 
    
 
   John seemed to accept the explanation but Jenny felt as guilty as hell for lying to him.  That was the first real lie she had ever told him she realised.  Still, no going back now, what's done is done.  So what now she wondered?  He had just said 'yes please' to her suggestion that she be his Dominatrix but she realised she didn't really know what she had to do as a Dominatrix apart from the few things she had seen on the internet.  She was sure there was much more to it than her limited knowledge provided.
 
    
 
   “Well, if it's what you want then I'll give it a try, but what do I have to do?”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you're OK with this?” John asked, a note of concern in his voice, “It would make me so happy but I don't want you to do anything you don't really want to just to please me.”
 
    
 
   “I  I don't mind, honestly.  Try anything once, that's me.  You never know, I may well enjoy it, being pampered and adored like those men in the documentary did for that Dominatrix, not that you don’t pamper and adore me anyway, but you know what I mean.”
 
    
 
   “Oh darling, yes I do, and you can order me to pamper and adore you even more and I’ll love it and be in heaven.  OK, what do you have to do?  Well, I guess to start with it would be a good idea to get me naked.  Can't spank my bare ass if I have clothes on, can you?”
 
    
 
   “No, that’s true.  OK, do you mind taking your clothes off then please.”
 
    
 
   John looked pained but decided that he needed to be patient and encouraging to her in these early stages.  “Darling, you need to be more forceful.” he said. “Don't ask me nicely to take my clothes off.  Order me to strip, say it like you mean it, like it is your right to order such things.  I am just a servant, a slave, a plaything, yours to do with as you will, you don't need to ask me to do anything, just order it to be so and expect immediate compliance.  Do you get that?”
 
    
 
   “Uuh, OK, let me start again.”
 
    
 
   “Right you naughty boy, I want you to strip immediately.  Come on, quickly, don't keep me waiting.”  Did that sound better, she thought.  Obviously it did because John immediately started removing his clothes as fast as he could, discarding them in a heap onto the hearth rug in front of the log fire.
 
    
 
   “Don't just leave your clothes there in a heap, fold them nicely and place them on that chair for now.” Jenny snapped as John finally stood before her naked, his little cock stiff and straining, pointing straight out from his body.  
 
    
 
   Jenny hated the way John always left his discarded clothes in a pile in the bedroom at night, expecting her to pick them up and put them in the laundry the next day. 
 
    
 
   “That will earn you a few extra smacks,” she smiled sweetly.  Wow, this was great, she thought as he obediently started to pick up and fold his clothes, I can use this to break him of his annoying bad habits and he has a few  She watched in wonder as he obediently followed her orders.
 
    
 
   Whilst John was completing his task of folding and placing his clothes neatly on the chair, Jenny stood impatiently tapping her foot.  She reasoned it was an appropriate thing to do in order to convey her feigned irritation at how long it was taking him.  She felt powerful as she watched him obeying her instructions to the letter without comment, something he had never really done willingly in the past when she had demanded him to do something that she needed urgently done.
 
    
 
   “I've finished Jen.” he said, turning to face her after neatly folding the last item, his boxer shorts.  He felt vulnerable, exposed and intimidated standing naked before her fully clothed form with his penis erect and starting to leak pre-cum.  He was so aroused by the situation he now found himself in and his cock betrayed his feelings quite blatantly to her casual gaze.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean 'you've finished Jen'?” she asked, noting his state of high sexual arousal confirming that she was doing the right things.  “Who is Jen?  There is just your Mistress here who you shall respectfully call Mistress or Mistress Jenny from now on.  Do you understand?” Jenny snapped, quite getting into the role as she had seen it on the web sites.
 
    
 
   “Y-yes, sorry Mistress Jenny.  Thank you for correcting me.”
 
    
 
   “I should think so, and lower your eyes to the floor, you are not permitted to look at me unless I tell you to. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.” John demurely lowered his eyes to the floor, quite taken aback by what was happening.  Jenny, sorry Mistress, seemed to be getting quite into the role, more than he had dared hope for so soon.
 
    
 
   Jenny sat down in the middle of the large three-seater sofa, her knee length skirt riding up slightly to show the lower parts of her nylon covered thighs, appraising him and debating what to do next.  He looked so silly and uneasy standing there in front of her naked, the situation was indeed rather strange and she felt like a cat with a mouse, about to torment the terrified creature.
 
    
 
   She decided on her next move.  “Now, come here and lay across my knees” she ordered.
 
    
 
   John was quite heavy as he settled over her knees and his hard cock, small as it was, stuck into her leg until she opened her thighs to let it drop between, where upon she closed her knees and gripped it tightly between her legs as well as she could given its short length.
 
    
 
   She felt a tingle in her pussy as she looked at John's upturned backside and knowing what she was about to do to it.  She was amazed by the obedience and deference he was now showing her and felt completely empowered by it.  Was that the aphrodisiac that was making her pussy tingle?
 
    
 
   “Now, for being untidy and generally slovenly about the house with your clothes and shoes I am going to spank you, in the expectation that you will learn from this and start to tidy up after yourself in the future.  I will not tolerate this kind of behaviour from you.  I'm going to spank you 30 times as punishment, which will hurt you, but think of it as an incentive to do better from now on.”
 
    
 
   With that Jenny brought her hand down hard onto John's ass with a resounding SLAP.
 
    
 
   “Ow” John yelped.
 
    
 
   Ow, Jenny thought, her hand stinging painfully from the slap. Perhaps that was a little too hard with my bare hand – mental note, if I do this again put my leather gloves on to protect my hand first.
 
    
 
   “You had better keep count.” she ordered as she swung her hand down again somewhat softer than the first time, targeting the other cheek.
 
    
 
   “Two.” he called out as the sting spread outward from his buttocks.  “Three....Four....Five” the spanking continued.
 
    
 
   What I will need is something to spank him with if I do this again, Jenny thought.  A hairbrush or a cane, perhaps a leather flogger such as the one she had seen the Dominatrix on the web site use, but where did one get such a thing she wondered?  
 
    
 
   There was a lot about this she didn't know and she realised she had much to learn if this was to be a regular request from John.  It stung her hand almost as much as it must be stinging his backside, but it did have some startling results between her legs, she realised, and she already knew what her next order would be when this spanking was over!  Poor John, it wouldn't be pleasant for him down there, she was sopping wet.  She really ought to go for a shower first, but she was incredibly turned on and it would delay things unacceptably, she reasoned.
 
    
 
   The spanking continued, John's ass becoming redder and redder with each slap, and Jenny's hand stinging more and more with each one too.  John was starting to feel the effect of the heat emanating from is rear and sending endorphins surging through his body, a natural high taking him blissfully to another place, making it difficult for him to keep count.
 
    
 
   “Twenty nine....Thirty.”
 
    
 
   The spanking suddenly stopped and silence descended, broken only by John's gentle moans and Jenny's laboured breathing from both her exertions and the heightened sexual state she was now in.  Pushing him roughly off and on to the floor, she stood up somewhat unsteadily, towering over John's form laying prostrate on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Remove my panties.” she almost shouted, “Now. Quickly.”
 
    
 
   John quickly got up onto his knees and reaching up under Jenny's skirt he found her little white lacy panties and pulled them down to her ankles, allowing her to step out of them.
 
    
 
   “You know what to do now, don't you slave?” she questioned as she sat back down on the edge of the sofa and lay back, spreading her stockinged legs wide exposing her sopping pink slit as she did so.  “Lick....now.” she barked, pointing her forefinger at her cunt.
 
    
 
   John didn't need to be told twice, the vision of her sopping slit before him was magnificently erotic and soon his tongue was seeking out the familiar rosebud of her sex.  Jenny gasped as he made contact and grabbed his hair to pull him in tighter, grinding her cunt into his face and covering him in her juices.
 
    
 
   “That's it baby, lick harder, faster, do it.” she almost screamed.  An orgasm of alarming intensity started to burst through her body, emanating from her crotch, from her little rosebud.  Wave after wave of pure pleasure, such as she had never experienced before, flooded through her, overwhelming her senses completely.  Her thighs closed convulsively, gripping John's head tightly, blocking off all sound from his ears and all air from his furiously working mouth.  John could see the pure ecstasy on her face as she came and came,  and knew that she was really enjoying herself in this new role, which made him feel good to have made her so happy and to have brought her so much pleasure.
 
    
 
   As her senses slowly came back to her, she could hear John still breathing heavily as he fought to regain control of his breathing after the near suffocation he had experienced, his face dripping from her spend.  She realised that she was still slouched back on the sofa in a very unladylike pose with her legs wide open and giggled at the wantonness of it.  
 
    
 
   She closed her legs and stood up, once more towering over John, and glanced at the clock.  It was just coming up to 11pm, gosh how time flies when you're having fun she mused.
 
    
 
   “Pick them up and take them with yours to the laundry basket.” she instructed, pointing at her discarded panties, “I'm going to bed now.  Oh, and there are some dishes in the kitchen that need to be washed, dried and put away.”  Without another word she left the room, leaving John still with a rock hard, and unsatisfied, cock to do as she bid.
 
    
 
   When John finally reached the bedroom Jenny was in bed, having quickly showered, and was now seemingly asleep, laying on her side facing away from him.  He snuggled up to her in bed, hoping for sex to relieve the raging hard-on between his legs but she did not respond.  Heaving a sigh of disappointment he went and showered himself, figuring that if he got a little enthusiastic with the soap when he washed his penis it would probably not be long before he was relieved of his hard-on so that he could sleep.
 
    
 
   Jenny lay in bed pretending to be asleep, she had ignored him deliberately, not wanting to spoil her pleasure of the evening by having to submit to him poking his little cock into her.  She wondered if he would still have the erection when he returned from the shower but doubted it and for some reason didn't want turn to face the other way so that she could look when he returned.  Perhaps she didn't really want to know that he masturbated without her knowledge, but then, she was finding out so many new things of late and that wouldn't surprise her at all.  Anyway, when he finally returned to bed he no longer seemed interested in pursuing a sexual union with her, which, it suddenly struck her, she found to be a tremendous relief.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   The next morning Jenny was up first and John found her looking ravishing in her tailored work suit and already eating breakfast.  He felt a little sheepish in the cold light of day about the events of the previous evening, and desperately wanted to talk to her about it and her feelings on what had happened, what they had done.  He was worried that she might think less of him now, think of him as less of a man, think of him as ridiculous and pathetic allowing a woman to dominate him and spank his ass.  He worried about their relationship and whether it was now irreparably damaged, whether she would be disgusted and want a divorce which would kill him, he knew, he loved her so much.
 
    
 
   On the other hand, she had got quite into the role and, it seemed to him, she had really enjoyed her orgasm at the end.  He had never seen her in such a high sexual state, her wonderful pussy dripping so much juice as he expertly brought on her orgasm with his tongue whilst his head was held in an iron grip between her thighs.  He couldn't believe he was looking at the same woman this morning, she was the opposite of the manic, lust filled, wanton woman of last night.  She looked beautiful, calm, almost serene, and very happy this morning.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, darling.” John greeted her.  He wasn't sure how to address her really, was she still Mistress or was she now just Jenny again.  Her reply would be his answer, he realised.
 
    
 
   “Morning, luv.” she replied, flashing a wide and encouraging smile in his direction. “Sleep well?  There's fresh coffee made if you want some.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, OK, thanks Jen. Yes I slept well thank you.” He poured himself a cup of coffee whilst he formulated his next words.
 
    
 
   “Listen, Jen.  About last night...”
 
    
 
   “Shhhh, John.  It's alright.  It was fun and I enjoyed it.  I hope you did too?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, very much so,” John replied, “you were wonderful.  You do know that I love you so much it hurts, don't you?  I hope this hasn't done anything to ruin our relationship?”
 
    
 
   Jenny stood and walked over to John. She placed her hand behind his head and pulled him towards her, kissing him full on the lips, a long, passionate, lingering kiss.  “Shhhh, don't worry.  I love you too and I don't think that anything will ever break that love.  We can do it again sometime if you like.  Now, I have to get to work, see you this evening.” Jenny grabbed what was left of her toast, gave John a quick peck on the cheek and headed for the door.
 
    
 
   “Bye luv.” she called.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, later.” John replied, feeling elated about the words she had just said. He wondered when the next time would be.  Probably next weekend, he thought.
 
    
 
   As Jenny drove to work she was thinking about the events of yesterday evening.  She had really enjoyed playing the Dominatrix to John, she would never have suspected beforehand that she would, it was just so strange and different to anything in her experience.  Her orgasm had been truly earth shattering and best of all, she hadn't had to let him have sex with her afterwards she thought, rather guiltily.  No panting, grunting male heaving away on top of her, face smelling of her pussy, and no messy clean up afterwards.  Fantastic.  All in all it had worked out very well for her.
 
    
 
   She wondered about John though.  He said he really enjoyed it but what did he get from it?  Everything was done for her pleasure and all he got was a sore ass and an unfulfilled erection, although she assumed that he masturbated when he showered.  Men are strange creatures, she though.
 
    
 
   She did realise that her knowledge of the whole Dominatrix scene was pretty limited though, and resolved to do some internet research over the next few days whilst John wasn't around.  Perhaps that would shed some insight into the why’s and wherefore’s of this particular fetish, perhaps there was a book on the subject that she could download to her Kindle.
 
    
 
   She always got home a couple of hours before John so there was time to use the computer without his knowing; there must be a wealth of information about it if she used the right search words.  If he asked her to 'spank' him again she intended to be more prepared and knowledgeable.  With knowledge comes power, and the great truth was that this was all about power, or an exchange of power, she mused.
 
    
 
   After Jenny left, John sat and also had toast for breakfast along with his coffee.  He was relieved that Jen seemed to be OK with it all, god he did love that woman, especially now, after last night.  She had really turned him on as she had got into the role and John loved being turned on.  
 
    
 
   What is it that makes being horny so pleasurable, he wondered?  When he was erect and horny he would do almost anything of a sexual nature that was asked of him, as he supposed most men would, often things that he wouldn't consider doing in normal circumstances when not fired up by the lustful feelings an erection brought.  Most men then proceeded to take actions to relieve themselves of their horniness, which seemed strange to John, he wanted it to last, to enjoy the feeling, to be teased and denied for extended periods.  And he wanted so much to make Jen happy and keep her happy, his way of making up for the disappointments of their marriage.
 
    
 
   So he saw the BDSM lifestyle as a way to satisfy his hitherto secret need for female domination, his love of being spanked, and of tease and denial, and also his desire to make Jen's life as happy and fulfilled as he could.  He was an avid surfer of the BDSM porn sites, without Jen's knowledge of course, and he hoped that he would get to experience some of the things he had seen happening to hapless males on them, assuming that Jen would be cooperative that way.  
 
    
 
   He was fascinated by what he saw and had thought about them a great deal, wondering whether he would really like to lick Jen's ass hole, for example.  The realisation came that he probably wouldn't enjoy that particular act, it was the fact that he would be made to do it, with no choice in the matter, now that was the real turn on for him. That was it, the lack of self determination and that he had to do whatever he was told to do, no objections possible, immediate and unquestioning obedience to the will of another person.  The inevitability of things that he would have to do, no matter what his personal thoughts were there was no get out, his Mistress had to be immediately and unquestioningly obeyed.
 
    
 
   John drove to work that day with a rock hard cock and hoping for a new and different future, little did he know then how different that future would turn out to be.  Perhaps he would have thought twice about it if he had known, but ignorance is bliss, as they say.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
    
 
   For the next few days things reverted more or less back to normality in the Mason household.  They went about their normal daily lives without mentioning the spanking event again.  John came home from work each day to find Jenny preparing the evening meal as usual and things seemed pretty normal, except sometimes he noticed that she looked a little more flushed than usual.  Sex for some reason was also back to normal with the usual daily routine, John bringing Jenny to orgasm with his tongue and then the final penetration act at the end.  Jenny seemed very keen about it again and he was surprised at how wet and receptive she already was when his face and tongue got down there between her legs.   He was a happy man but he longed for another domination evening and wondered how he might tactfully broach the subject.
 
    
 
   On evening they were sitting together on the sofa, John's arm around Jenny who had her head resting against his chest.  They had watched some TV and had some drinks.  Actually John had had several rather large whiskies which Jenny had fetched for him, whilst she had drunk a couple of glasses of merlot.  Jenny wanted him mellow and talkative, her internet research had thrown up a few questions she needed to ask.
 
    
 
   “John.”
 
    
 
   “Yes darling.” John replied.
 
    
 
   “You know this kinky stuff, this spanking and Dominatrix thing, can we talk about it?”
 
    
 
   “Of course we can, I'd love to darling.  You’re not having second thoughts about doing it again are you?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no.” Jenny replied, “Only, you haven't mentioned it since the morning after I spanked you so I didn't know whether to mention anything or not.  But if you’re sure it's OK, and what you want, can we talk about what you want me to do? What you like?  Surely it's not just spanking?  I mean, is there anything else that turns you on that we could try too?”
 
    
 
   “OK, I'll try and give you some ideas about what would be enjoyable for me in general terms, but I don't want to tell you exactly what to do because then it would still be me in charge, not you.  You have to come up with things on your own so I don't know what's coming next.  You need to take charge, to be a goddess to my slave.  You are empowered and I am not, in fact, I give you all my power so that I have none and you have it all.  Does that make sense?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, kinda.” Jenny replied hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “It turns me on to be tied up, naked and helpless, completely at your mercy.  To be teased and denied, kept horny without relief for long periods.  You can do what you want to me, perhaps pleasant, perhaps not so pleasant and perhaps even painful, whatever takes your fancy really.”
 
    
 
   ”It turns me on to be controlled, another person controlling me and dictating what I must and must not do, giving me orders that I have to obey, no matter what they are, knowing that I'm powerless to say no, I have no self determination.  Mentally I can switch off and stop thinking about anything except following orders.  If fact, what turns me on isn’t doing whatever it is that I'm ordered to do, it's the fact that I have no choice whether to do it or not.”
 
    
 
   If I can give you an example, I would love you to order me to worship your feet, perhaps, they’re not all that clean after you've been at work all day.  I must suck your toes and clean them up to your ankles with my tongue.  I love it not because I want to lick your sweaty feet but because I've been ordered to do that and I have no choice but to obey.  The turn on is never knowing what I’m going to be ordered to do and when the order comes it’s likely to be to do something that I wouldn’t normally do, perhaps it’s something that is distasteful, like sweaty feet, or some other thing that is normally taboo in a vanilla relationship.”
 
    
 
   “Oooogh, that doesn't sound a very pleasant thing to do.” Jenny shuddered, thinking about how her feet were after a long day at work.
 
    
 
   “But that's the whole point of the FemDom/malesub relationship,” explained John, “the sub has to do all sort of unpleasant things that wouldn't be done in a normal relationship because they are unpleasant.  Never-the-less, these things are usually quite pleasurable for the other party, the Domme, so she will order them to be done, taking advantage of her domination over the poor sub to experience the unusual and darker side of pleasure.”
 
    
 
   Jenny was aware of some of the things that Dommes ordered their subs to do, she had seen foot worship on some of the online videos she had found, and ass worship and even males being ordered to eat their own cum.  She had wondered what the male got out of the deal and just assumed that it was to please his Domme, so this concept of the turn on being as John described it was quite a revelation.  She could use that, she thought to herself.
 
    
 
   “So what else turns you on then John?” Jenny asked innocently.
 
    
 
   “Well, I'm not sure really, I haven't thought about many other things but I do have an open mind for most things.  I like my bottom hole being touched, so perhaps a butt plug would feel good, but I don't know.”
 
    
 
   Jenny realised she wasn't going to get much more out of him that night, she knew there were many other things a Mistress could do, both to, and with, a slave.   She'd sat avidly watching them on the computer screen each day whilst she researched, but John was now being cagey and obviously a bit reluctant to give much away about his inner desires of the fetish nature.  Oh well, he'll just have to take pot luck then and be happy and grateful with what he gets, won't he?
 
    
 
   “I have a question for you too, Jen.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, what’s that?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “When are we going to do it again?”
 
    
 
   “Well, at the moment I’m not ready for another session.  I found it pretty intense last time and I want time to let it all sink in.  I’m not sure if I want it to be a regular thing or just something that we do occasionally, let’s just see how it goes.  Is that OK?
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course darling.  Take all the time you want.  I’m happy that you even think about it and I’m not trying to push you or anything.  How will I know when you’re ready though?  I mean, you might just give tell me to do something one day and I might not respond appropriately because I didn’t realise it was the start of another session.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm.  I see what you mean.  Well, how about if I make it explicit by saying the words ‘This is not optional’?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course.  That would work.  They’re like ‘keywords’ that can only have one meaning to us. That’s a great idea Jen.”
 
    
 
   “Good, that’s settled then.” John’s eyes were drooping from the effect of the alcohol as the conversation ended.  They soon, by mutual agreement, retired to bed where John fell straight to sleep, leaving Jenny free to lay and make plans.  She had suddenly thought of a number of distinct advantages associated with exploiting John’s fetish but it would be sometime in the future before she would be in a strong enough position to see them to fruition.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 5
 
    
 
   It was Friday evening and John arrived home as usual but was surprised to find that Jenny wasn't there.  She sometimes went shopping, after finishing work, for a few bits and pieces if they were running short of anything food wise, so he thought no more about it and went to get changed out of his work suit into something more casual and comfortable for the evening.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later he received a text.
 
    
 
   'Home in 5 mins, make me coffee.  This is not optional.'
 
    
 
   A shiver went down John's spine.  So, the day had finally arrived, Jen was ready to play again. John had an almost instantaneous erection as he rushed into the kitchen to make the coffee as instructed.  By the time he heard her car pull up he was kneeling in the hallway, with her coffee, ready to greet his Goddess.
 
    
 
   She opened the door and came in with some shopping bags, noticed him kneeling there before her and giggled.
 
    
 
   “Glad to see that you're showing me the proper respect, it would have been bad for you if you hadn't have done.  But for future reference, I don’t expect you to be wearing your clothes when I come in.  You will be punished for that error but since you didn't know I will not be too hard on you.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress,” John replied, feeling hard done by, he didn't know she expected him to be naked so punishing him was unfair, he thought.  Still, he couldn’t argue with her so best get on with his duty. “I have you coffee here and await your command.” he simply said.
 
    
 
   “Bring.” she said as she swept past him into the lounge.
 
    
 
   He closed the open front door and hurried after her, knelt and handed her the coffee as she settled comfortably in the big leather chair he normally sat in.
 
    
 
   “Shoes.” she pointed at her stilettos, indicating that he was to take them off.
 
    
 
   He quickly knelt and removed both of her shoes, beginning the slow massage of her feet that he knew she loved, whilst she let out a contented sigh and relaxed back into the comfy chair to enjoy her drink.
 
    
 
   John diligently continued to massage her stockinged feet, eliciting sighs and oohs of pleasure as he did so.  Suddenly she had finished her coffee.
 
    
 
   “Right, run me a bath and be quick about it.” she ordered.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course Mistress.  I'll be back directly to let you know it's ready.” John replied and left to do his assigned task.
 
    
 
   Having run the bath and added her favourite bath oil to make lots of sweet smelling foam, he made his way back down to let her know it was ready.
 
    
 
   Admonishing his slowness, she told him to remove his outer clothing and then follow her up to assist with her bathing.  As she reached the door to leave the room she stopped and turned, pointing to one of the bags on the floor.  “And put those on before you come up,” she said, and headed out towards the stairs and the bathroom, leaving him alone with his instructions.  
 
    
 
   John stripped and folded his clothes neatly, looking down at his erect penis and feeling self-conscious about its size.  He looked in the bag she had indicated.  What was this, silky and pink?  He pulled them out – matching pink bra and panties.  His jaw dropped, she wants me to wear these?
 
    
 
   “Hurry up slave, don't keep me waiting.” he heard her call from the top of the stairs. He could swear he heard her giggle too.
 
    
 
   John gulped, he'd have to put them on.  He'd told her he liked being made to do things he wouldn't normally do, so he only had himself to blame and he couldn't really refuse, could he?  He never imagined she would order him to do this though, where did she get this idea from?  , Obviously, he had underestimated her, but he should have expected that, she had constantly surprised him in other ways during their married life together.
 
    
 
   He quickly pulled on the panties and then fumbled with fastening the bra at the back, eventually getting it on correctly. Seeing himself in the large mirror above the fire place he felt himself blushing with embarrassment that he would need to walk into a room where she was, dressed like this.  No matter how many times this would happen, he knew he would always feel embarrassed and blush like a school girl.  He climbed the stairs and knocked on the bathroom door, waiting for her to tell him to enter.  Soon he heard her settling down into the water and the imperious 'Come!'.
 
    
 
   Blushing hotly he entered the room, waiting for and hearing the giggle that he knew she would make at her handiwork.  She had turned him into a blushing, feminised slave, who would have thought it?  Jenny certainly didn't think she'd ever see John like this, two weeks ago everything was normal in their marriage with no hint of anything kinky.  If she could change him this much, in this short a time, there was certainly no barrier to her future plans for him, the plans that were germinating in her mind, growing and becoming more and more solid as the days went by.  If the things she had seen and read during her research were true then this lifestyle was leading to some interesting possibilities for her in the future that she intended to eventually see to fruition.  She just needed to tighten her control on him, push him to his limits to see how strong his desire to be her slave, to serve her, was.  She hoped, for her future plans, that it was very strong.
 
    
 
   John was in heaven for the next 30 minutes as he was permitted to touch his Mistress, strictly under her instructions, all over her body, including the places he most longingly lusted after.  Indeed, she had him pay particular attention to soaping her breasts, pussy and ass.  Oh how he loved this woman and her beautiful body, he had loved her from the first day he met her and felt honoured that she had eventually married him, in spite of her mother’s wishes.
 
    
 
   “Pay particular attention to my ass, slave, you want it to be clean for your tongue later.” Jenny sniggered.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress, thank you Mistress.” John replied, thinking ‘my god, she's going to make me lick her ass hole.  What would it be like?  He would be embarrassed to do that, and what would she think of him afterwards?’  Again, he realised that this was what he'd signed up for, he couldn't argue really, and like the underwear, secretly he was looking forward to having to carry out his instructions.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 6
 
    
 
   After having gently towelled her off so that she was no longer wet he followed her as instructed into the bedroom where she immediately put his tongue to work for her first orgasm of the evening.  Laying back on the bed with John kneeling on the floor between her spread open thighs, she pulled back her knees exposing her glistening pink cunt and ass hole. Jenny guided him with curt instructions, moving his tongue from her clit, to her cunt hole, and on to the puckered ring of her anus and then back to the soft folds of her pussy lips, round and round from one to the other, building her orgasm slowly and methodically.
 
    
 
   John found that licking her ass hole wasn't too unpleasant, it was quite a different sensation to licking her pussy, the puckered hole was rougher and springy on his tongue and he fleetingly tried probing a little with the tip of his tongue, feeling her quiver with delight when he did.
 
    
 
   Suddenly he felt her tension starting to rise.  She grabbed hold of his hair and pulled him hard so that his tongue was firmly on her clit, holding him there and riding his face like a bucking broncho.
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes, yes, harder,” she cried as the waves of pleasure flowed through her body and she gripped his head between her vice-like thighs. Her rapture seemed to go on forever and he was in danger of passing out through lack of air when she suddenly released him as her pleasure peaked and began to subside.
 
    
 
   “Now, go and make me another coffee.” Jenny ordered as she regained her composure, so he departed to do her bidding whilst she dressed, strangely sad that he was not allowed to help her do so.
 
    
 
   By the time her coffee was made he had heard her come down and enter the TV room, so he took the drink in there, kneeling in front of her and carefully handing it to her.  She was very sexily dressed in a plain white blouse unbuttoned low to show her lovely cleavage, a short black pleated skirt, white ankle socks and shiny black patent leather shoes.
 
    
 
   From his low down position he could see that she wore no panties as he gazed longingly up between her carelessly open legs. He knew that she did this on purpose to tease, knowing that he would be turned on but also that there was nothing he could do to slake his lust.  She would never have dressed and sat like this 'before', John mused, he'd have been jumping her bones all the time if she had.
 
    
 
   “You may worship my feet whilst I drink my coffee,” was all she said.  He gently lifted each foot and removed the shiny leather shoes and began by kissing and licking her toes as she watched with laughing eyes over the rim of her mug.  Eventually finishing her coffee, she ordered, “Get your tongue between those toes and make a good job of it or else,” then she lay back to relax with one of her women's magazines.  Women's magazines these days are quite racy and John wondered if she got some of her ideas to torment him from them.
 
    
 
   After what seemed like an age to John  but was probably only half an hour or so, she looked down at him busy about his foot worship task and, quite out of the blue, asked if he would like to be allowed to cum.  Eagerly John replied that he would, he would be most grateful to be able to relieve his aching balls.
 
    
 
   “Good, here's how it's going to be!  You will roll a dice.  If you get a 1 or a 6 you may ask me to allow you to play with your little willy and make yourself cum.  If I'm in a good mood and say yes, you will kneel in front of me and wank yourself off.  You will have two minutes after which time, if you have not cum then tough, you must stop.  If you do cum you will catch it in your hand so that a mess isn't made on the carpet.”
 
    
 
   “But.. 
 
    
 
   “No buts,” Jenny replied, “you either agree to my terms or there's no cumming for you tonight.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” John agreed reluctantly.  He was so desperate to cum that he would have agreed to almost anything, as she well knew.  “But what if I roll a number other than one or six, Mistress?” he asked?
 
    
 
   “Any number other than one or six will incur a caning,” Jenny sweetly replied, for a two that will be 2 x 5 swishes, a three will be 3 x 5, etc. up to 5, which will be 5 x 5 or 25 swishes.  You will of course be allowed to roll again after your caning and as many times as you like until you roll a 1 or a 6, or until your poor bottom cannot stand it anymore and you decide not to cum after all. Now, what do you say, slave?”
 
    
 
   “T-thank you Mistress for your generosity in allowing me the opportunity to cum.”
 
    
 
   “Good, I'm glad you are pleased. Now, I have an itch between my legs, time for you to worship Mistress's pussy again, then we can find a dice.  Lay on the floor on your back.”
 
    
 
   As John got into position Jenny stood over him with her feet either side of his head, facing his feet.  She was pleased with the progress she was making with subjugating John, and making him do all these fetish things was really turning her on.  The power she felt in controlling him like this was an aphrodisiac in itself and her pussy now needed some urgent attention.  Bending her knees she slowly lowered her slick pussy and ass on to his face, pinning his shoulders with her knees.  Her pussy was already running with juices and that, combined with the musky odour of her anus pressed against John's nose drove him wild with lust as he enthusiastically set about his task to bring her pleasure.  As his tongue busied itself in her crotch his mind was in turmoil with the rapid turn of events over the last hour or two.
 
    
 
   Where had she got all these ideas from, he wondered?  This was certainly a different experience to the first hesitant time when she had spanked his ass.  His little cock was so hard it felt like it would burst, 'that must make her laugh, being so hard whilst she was treating him so badly', he thought to himself.  Here he was acting shocked that she would order him to do such kinky things but all the time his cock was betraying him, sticking out in the pink panties, tenting them, and oozing pre-cum that made a crude wet stain on the front of them for her to plainly see.
 
    
 
   John was thankful that she periodically lifted her weight from his face so that he could draw breath and thus saving him from suffocating.  Imagine being smothered to death in a woman's crotch, John shuddered at the thought.  He could feel her orgasm building as she rode his face, her juices running from her in a steady flow, over his face and into his mouth.  She was groaning and grinding her crotch into his face, using him like an object to get her pleasure.
 
    
 
   As she came she sat down hard on his face, flattening his nose hard against her anus, cutting off his air from both mouth and nose, grinding into his face as spasm after spasm gripped her and a low wailing sound escaped from her mouth.
 
    
 
   It seemed to John like her orgasm was going on forever, he was drowning in her cum juices and getting desperate to breath.  He thought he would need to use his strength to lift her if she didn't let him breath soon, but he was reluctant to do so because he knew she would be annoyed.  Eventually she lifted off herself as she pulled up onto the sofa and both of them panted hard to regain their breath.
 
    
 
   “That was sooo good, slave, my second orgasm of the evening and you haven't had one yet.  I see your little cock is still hard and begging for it though,” she grinned.
 
    
 
   John was shocked.  That was the first time she had ever referred to his cock as little.  He coloured up with embarrassment.  He’d never mentioned to her that it was small compared to other men's and he’d assumed that she was completely ignorant of the fact.  She must have been comparing notes with her female friends at work, he figured.  God, had she told them how small he was?  From now on he would die with embarrassment if he saw one of her friends out anywhere.
 
    
 
   “Pass me the yellow bag over there.” Jenny ordered.
 
    
 
   John passed her the yellow bag with the name of a local toy shop emblazoned across it and she fished around inside, coming out with a large red dice in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Right, let's roll my new dice and see whether you're gonna get to cum, or if you're gonna get your ass caned.” she smirked and rolled the dice across the floor.
 
    
 
   John's heart leapt as it came to settle with the number 3 facing upwards.  'That's 15 strokes of the cane', John thought, although, strangely he realised, he was looking forward to it.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear, no cumming for little willy this time.” Jenny spoke in a teasing, little girl voice that John had never heard her use before.  She giggled openly at the prospect of what she was about to do to him.  “Looks like Mr Whippy will be put to use on your ass instead.  Go and bring a dining chair into the middle of the room and then bend over it, hands on the seat.”
 
    
 
   John hurried to do his Mistresses bidding, fetching one of the high backed dining chairs from the dining room.  Placing it in the middle of the room he went behind it and bent over the back, finding himself stretched and his ass completely exposed as his hands just reached the seat.
 
    
 
   “Pull your panties down to your thighs.”
 
    
 
   John complied, strangely feeling even more exposed.  Why was that he wondered? The panties were just flimsy lacy nylon and would offer no protection at all from what was about to happen so why did lowering them make him feel so vulnerable.
 
    
 
   “What a lovely sight, if only my mother could see you now.” Jenny giggled.  God, why had she just said that?  It had just come into her head and she’d blurted it out because it struck her as funny.
 
    
 
   The thought made John cringe.  God, that would be a fate worse than death, he thought.  I don’t think I could cope with that or the consequences afterwards. Before he had time to dwell on her comment further he heard her approaching.
 
    
 
   “Now, let's see.  A 3 is equal to fifteen strokes, isn't it?”
 
    
 
   John didn't know whether it was a rhetorical question or not, but he thought he'd better answer anyway.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that's right.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that's right WHAT.”  Jenny snapped.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, yes that's right Mistress.” John corrected.
 
    
 
   “I should think so too. For that lack of respect in addressing me I'm going to add 5 more.  Also, for not being naked when you greeted me at the door I am going to add another 5, making 25 strokes in all.  You will learn that I won't tolerate any lack of respect, misbehaviour or failure to carry out instructions to the letter.”
 
    
 
   “Now, I expect you to keep count for me and thank me for each stroke, and keep in place.  If you move then we start again from the beginning, if you take your hands off the chair seat to try and cover your ass, we start again, if you make excessive noise I will add 5 more.  Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   “Y yes Mistress.” John replied, starting to feel quite worried, exposed as his ass was.  There seemed to be a steely determination in her voice now, he knew she meant business and that he wouldn’t have an easy time in the next few minutes over the back of this chair.  He imagined the sight he must make for her, his white, unblemished ass presented, exposed and undefended, patiently waiting for the vicious sting of the cane to make its red lattice pattern across it, driving pain remorselessly into him.  The pink panties were banded halfway down his thighs like a naughty school girls who was about to be punished. 
 
    
 
   He felt helpless, no longer in control of his own life and body, and he loved it, this was what he wanted, and somehow Jen had realised it, and provided it sooner than he thought she would.
 
    
 
   “Aaargh”
 
    
 
   The first blow landed.  Jenny had surprised herself with how hard she had swung the cane.  Instantly a vicious red line appeared across both of John’s buttocks and he jumped up in pain, holding them in his hands and jumping up and down.
 
    
 
   Jenny watched with some concern, tinged with amusement.  As he jumped up and down, his little cock swung limply up and down too.  His erection had vanished.  ‘Perhaps she had laid it on a bit hard,’ she thought, ‘I’d better proceed a little less enthusiastically from here on’ but she fully intended that eventually he would become acclimatised to taking whatever was dished out, no matter how much it hurt.  But now she had to regain control and get John back in position.
 
    
 
   “Back over the chair slave and don’t be such a wimp.  We’ll need to start over again now and if you don’t soon get back in place I’ll add 5 more.”
 
    
 
   On hearing that John panicked and quickly regained his place over the chair.  He didn’t know if he would be able to take 25 of those, so 30 was definitely something to avoid.
 
    
 
   Jenny proceeded in a somewhat more restrained manner.  She made a note to use the cane frequently on his ass and build his tolerance up to the pain over time.
 
    
 
   “Gnnn, One” John shouted.
 
    
 
   “What else?” Jenny demanded.
 
    
 
   “One. Thank you Mistress” John replied.
 
    
 
   “Aaargh. Two. Thank you Mistress”
 
    
 
   Jenny tried to lay each stroke over an unblemished, white piece of skin but eventually it became impossible to avoid the vicious looking red lines from previous strokes so she turned herself a little and started laying them across nearly at right angles to the previous, changing her position from one side of him to the other as she went.  Slowly, she was building up an attractive latticework of red lines on his once alabaster white buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Ugh. Fifteen. Thank you Mistress.”
 
    
 
   Amazingly, John managed to stay in place, even though one or two of the strokes really made him grind his teeth in pain. He didn’t want to have to start over yet again and Jenny carried on remorselessly.
 
    
 
   “Gnnnn. Twenty five. Thank you Mistress.” John eventually called out, relieved that it was over.  He had never imagined such pain, when Ms Abrahams had caned him at school it had never been so bad.  He guessed she probably went easy on him, being just a kid.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Jenny, though, had enjoyed herself thoroughly, finding the whole experience quite erotic and pleasing. ‘This was much easier than spanking him had been,’ she thought, ‘less painful for her definitely, and it needed much less effort to inflict a lot more pain.’  But they had now both developed a healthy respect for the cane and what it would do if used over enthusiastically, which Jenny eventually intended she would be able to do, of course.
 
    
 
   “Well do you want to roll the dice again slave?” Jenny asked, standing behind him and admiring the redness of his ass.  ‘I did that!’ she thought to herself with amusement.
 
    
 
   John knew that if he rolled anything other than a 1 or 6 he would receive another caning.  He didn’t think his ass could stand that but he was desperate to cum.
 
    
 
   “P please may I roll again Mistress?” he made up his mind, fighting the inner turmoil the decision caused.
 
    
 
   “Ok, here’s the dice.” Jenny passed him the dice and he knelt down on the floor and rolled it across the carpet, eyes wide open in fear.
 
    
 
   Six! Yes, yes, yes, he thought grinning from ear to ear.
 
    
 
   “Well come on then, ask me nicely.” Jenny giggled.
 
    
 
   John remembered what she had said about asking for permission and coloured up.  It seemed wrong and humiliating somehow to ask another person, let alone a woman, and his wife to boot, if he could please have a wank.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m waiting slave and I don’t like to be kept waiting so you’d better get on with it before I change my mind about letting you.”  Jenny actually had no intention of changing her mind, she couldn’t wait to see his humiliation and embarrassment as he first had to ask permission and then masturbated in front of her for the first time.
 
    
 
   “Please Mistress, may I rub my little willy and make myself cum?” John mumbled quietly.
 
    
 
   “What was that? Speak more clearly.”
 
    
 
   “Please Mistress, may I rub my little willy and make myself cum?”
 
    
 
   By this time jenny had retired to the sofa and was enjoying John’s humiliation at having to ask her such a thing. She decided to be benevolent.
 
    
 
   “OK you may, but be quick about it.”
 
    
 
   John slowly straightened up to his feet, his ass alight with pain which was slowly emanating throughout the rest of his body.  His erection had returned at some point, he didn’t know if it was whilst he was being caned or at the thought of having to self abuse himself in front of her.  He started out towards her.
 
    
 
   “Crawl.” he heard her snap.
 
    
 
   He fell to his hands and knees, the skin on his buttocks stretching taught in the crawling position and causing intense pain as he made his way towards her.  He felt light headed, a little surreal, almost as if drunk for some reason.  It was certainly a feeling he had never experienced before but it was actually quite pleasant.  Eventually he found himself kneeling in front of her as she sat open legged on the sofa, her exposed pussy looking very wet and inviting to him.
 
    
 
   “Please, Jen, do I have to?  Can’t we just have intercourse now?” John pleaded.
 
    
 
   “What did you call me just then?” Jenny snapped. “If I hadn’t just thrashed your ass so thoroughly I’d take the cane to you for that.  But I will remember that disrespect and add it on to your next caning.  I am Mistress Jenny to you, not Jen and no, we can’t have intercourse and you should know better than to ask.”
 
    
 
   “But...”
 
    
 
   “Quiet! How could I allow you to make love to me, your Mistress?  You’re a slave and slaves don’t make love to their owners.  Besides, look at you.  You have the smell of my pussy and ass on your face and you’re dressed like a girl.  Girls don’t have intercourse with women.  Now, get on with it, I’m getting impatient and the cane is still warm from your last caning.  I can make it warmer still if you prefer?”
 
    
 
   The last thing John wanted right now was more of the cane, his ass was far too sore to withstand another beating.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry for disrespecting you Mistress by not addressing you correctly.  Thank you for allowing me to masturbate.”
 
    
 
   So John knelt there in front of his wife/Mistress, dressed in fetching pink lacy nylon bra and panties, with his panties lowered to mid thigh, and began to rub his small but rigid cock.  Embarrassed and not wanting to look at her whilst he carried out such a humiliating act before her, he closed his eyes.
 
    
 
   “Oh no you don’t,” snapped Jenny, “open those eyes and look at me.”  She wanted to extract the full amount of humiliation from him.  He was blushing bright red as he looked at her sitting imperiously on the sofa, not hiding her sex and really enjoying the spectacle he was providing.
 
    
 
   John looked at his beautiful wife’s grinning face as he rubbed is cock, she was obviously enjoying his humiliation and the power she had over him.  He wondered if their relationship would ever be the same again after all this.  But this was what he wanted, what he had craved for most of his adult life, to be controlled in a sexual way, to be subservient and humiliated, this was the stuff of his fantasies and now it was becoming a reality.  His cock betrayed his feeling about all of what was now happening by remaining rock hard for her to see.  In a way, it gave her immediate feedback as to how well she was doing in her new role as a Dominatrix.
 
    
 
   “Catch the cum in the palm of your hand, I don’t want it on the carpet.  If you do get it on the carpet you’ll be punished and you’ll have to clean it.”  Jenny had sensed that he was getting close to cumming.  It hadn’t taken long, but then it never did at the best of times, and he had been in a high state of sexual arousal for some time this evening.
 
    
 
   She watched as his hips began the rhythmic jerk associated with his orgasm, fascinated as the cum started to spurt from his cock into the palm of his hand.  She had never seen the cum ejaculate from his cock before, only felt it as he came inside her.  Well, no messy cum to clean up from her pussy this time, she thought, grinning widely as the pool of cum grew spurt by spurt in the palm of his hand.  It seemed to go on forever there was so much of it but eventually it stopped just before it became too much to keep contained in his palm.
 
    
 
   John knelt there post orgasm, spent and feeling silly, with the pool of cum in his hand and not knowing what to do next.  Jenny was quite clearly finding the whole situation hilarious and he could tell it was almost too much for her to stop herself from laughing out loud.  The orgasm had been one of the best he had ever experienced, long and drawn out, his balls tingling and sending intensely pleasurable feelings throughout his body.
 
    
 
   “Rub it on your face.”
 
    
 
   “W..what?”
 
    
 
   “Rub it on your face.” Jenny repeated. “Now!”
 
    
 
   John slowly lifted his palm towards his face, looking at the puddle of cum it contained and not relishing what he had been ordered to do, but he had no recourse to refuse, it was an order from his Mistress and had to be obeyed.
 
    
 
   He put his face down into his rising palm and rubbed the cum all over his face, covering it from forehead to chin in the slimy fluid from his testicles.  Taking his palm away he looked at his Mistress, the cum starting to run downward and gather on his chin.  It then began dripping down to his chest when the volume became large enough to be pulled by gravity.
 
    
 
   Jenny could contain herself no longer and began to openly giggle at his predicament.
 
    
 
   “There, just like a slutty girl.  Panties lowered and cum on your face.  I’m going to take a picture,” she said between sniggers and reached for her phone.  As he knelt there before her she activated the built-in camera, snapping a picture of him.  Excellent, she thought looking at the resulting picture, you can even see the cum on his face.
 
    
 
   She was pleased with the evening’s work, it had been a great success and had nicely laid the ground work for the first stages of her secret master plan.  Oh, if only you realised what more is in store for you, lover, she thought to herself.
 
    
 
   “Now, go and stand in that corner with you back to me.  Leave you panties down where they are, I want to admire my handiwork on your butt for the rest of the evening.”
 
    
 
   John immediately complied and stood in the corner facing the wall.  The cum smelt strongly and was drying in to a crust on his face and chest.  His ass was still on fire and Jenny was quite obviously pleased with what she had done to it.  He must have been an amusing sight for her as he stood there in the corner, cum on his face, dressed in bra and panties and his ass glowing like a beacon. Why was his cock growing again?
 
    
 
   Jenny felt a small pang of guilt as she looked over at John and his red ass, not for the red ass, he had been clear about wanting that, but for where this was all now leading.  She had hijacked his original request to be spanked and, as yet unknown to John, added to it with plans of her own, which were most likely much more than he imagined he would be letting himself in for.
 
    
 
   She loved him dearly and that would never change, but this had to be done to achieve her long term goals.  Somehow she had to tighten her grip until he was completely in her control and to do that she needed to strip him of all dignity, pride, possessiveness, selfishness and most of all his will to act independently, his self determination, and replace it with just one thing – an irresistible desire to selflessly serve her, to make her happy and contented.  His complete submission to her, and her control, was the only way this would work.  
 
    
 
   She had awakened.
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Prologue
 
    
 
   Jenny and John are a married couple living in the UK Midlands.  They have been trying to have a child but then discovered that John wasn’t able to get Jenny pregnant because he had too low a sperm count.
 
    
 
   They make an attractive couple and Jenny is 29 to John’s 31 years of age.  Jenny is a stunning auburn haired woman, lusted after by both men and women, but she loves, and is faithful to, John.  John, too, loves Jenny more than he can put into words but he has another big failing – he is very under endowed in the penis department.
 
    
 
   They have now, at John’s request, started to explore the delights of female domination and BDSM, to which Jenny has developed quite a taste. This came as a big surprise to her.  She’d had quite a sheltered upbringing and John was the only man she had ever known sexually, so when John asked her to spank him she didn’t really understand what it was all about.  She thought John’s request was outlandish and strange but agreed to do it because she loved him dearly and he seemed so sincere in his request to her.
 
    
 
   After spanking John for the first time she realised that she had been extremely sexually stimulated by the act.  It seemed that the power she had over him, as he lay across her lap waiting to receive her sharp slaps on his rear end, was quite intoxicating.  Jenny decided she needed more information and started researching the fetish on the internet, finding that it was well known, well documented and with a wealth of information, pictures and videos available.  The more she researched the more she grew to like the idea and began experimenting with what she learned on John.
 
    
 
   Jenny also began to see a way to change some of the things in her marriage that were either missing, or she didn’t care for too much, but these plans were, at this stage, embryonic and not fully thought through.  She also didn’t see the need to share these plans with John at this stage either, he would come to experience them eventually if all went according to how she saw it, so she decided to keep them a surprise to him.
 
    
 
   Poor unsuspecting John didn’t realise the daemon he had let loose when he made his simple request to Jenny to be spanked, and things were shaping up for him to get much more than he bargained for if Jenny had her way.  Their lives and relationships would be transformed forever, a complete lifestyle change from which, for both of them, there was no turning back.
 
    
 
   But for now, Jenny was taking it slowly, learning the art of the Dominatrix from whatever source she could find, carrying on a mostly normal life with John for now, with the occasional Femdom scene thrown in.  John was happy that his wife was occasionally indulging him in his fetish so willingly and he felt so honoured to have such a beautiful, loving, caring, amenable and thoughtful wife.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 1
 
    
 
   The Femdom fetish action that John adored, and felt so grateful to his loving wife for occasionally providing, happened probably every other weekend as far as John could see.  He was happy with that, when it happened it was good and the wait and anticipation never failed to keep him horny as he ran through the memories of what had happened so far, and what the future possibilities were.  Most of all, he didn’t want to push her into more frequent ‘scenes’ and perhaps put her off the whole thing, that would be a disaster.
 
    
 
   Jenny, meanwhile, had been thinking hard over the last few weeks about her plans for the way the future would be for them, given that the Femdom activities would be slowly building up until it was a complete lifestyle change.  She had now decided fully on some of her long term goals and was ready to start preparing the ground for making them a reality.
 
    
 
   The first thing to go would be John sticking his ridiculously small penis into her pussy.  His cock was so small that she could get no pleasure from it, but was always left with the mess of his cum afterwards.  She may allow him to on special occasions, she reasoned, but she no longer wanted to have to put up with it on a regular basis.
 
    
 
   In a normal marriage, such as they’d had up to now, there wasn’t a lot she could do about it, not if she wanted to stay married to him.  She couldn’t just cut off sexual intercourse without repercussions.  Jenny loved John dearly and didn’t want to lose him, so divorce, which would surely ensue under present circumstances if she stopped letting him have intercourse, was out of the question.  However, now she had a way of doing it which was in keeping with the newly emerging Femdom lifestyle that he had initiated.  A chastity device was the answer!
 
    
 
   She had found a book for her Kindle, which she had downloaded, called “Male Chastity – How to” by Chas Scott, and it had proved to be quite a revelation to her as to how she could keep John chaste and horny for weeks on end and then when he was let out, employ some other means of letting him cum rather than intercourse, some way that would give her pleasure and amusement, but which was suitably humiliating for him.  She was sure, and the book indicated as much, that once he got used to the idea of longish periods of chastity, he would be quite happy with his lot.
 
    
 
   The second of Jenny’s long term plans was to engender a more harmonious relationship between John and her mother.  The rows had been endless ever since they had first met, often getting very heated and nasty, with both John and her mother giving each other as much grief as they were getting.  They were both as bad as each other and Jenny was usually caught in the middle, often finding that she was forced to take John’s side against her mother because she was his wife.  She didn’t like upsetting her mum and sometimes taking John’s side against her mum was very hurtful to them both.
 
    
 
   Jenny doubted that her mother would ever change, but now it was within her power to make John change, or at least metaphorically gag him, so that she no longer had to take sides and the blazing arguments would be a thing of the past.
 
    
 
   One evening they had sat together on the sofa, John watching a shoot-em-up on the TV, which Jenny didn’t care for watching, and Jenny reading her new Kindle book, Male Chastity – How to.  She had giggled at a comment the author had made regarding it not being good for the male to be locked up ‘without remission’, and he had then gone on to say, ‘or should that be without emission’, which had amused her.
 
    
 
   “What’s that you’re reading?” John asked, keeping his eyes firmly on the action going on before him on the screen.
 
    
 
   “Oh, just a book I downloaded the other day.” Jenny replied.
 
    
 
   “What’s it about? Is it funny?”
 
    
 
   “Well, kinda funny in places and it certainly has some funny ideas in a kinky fun way.  It’s about how to chastise the male in your life.”
 
    
 
   “What, chastise as in ‘tell him off’?” John asked.
 
    
 
   “No, silly, how to keep him chaste by locking his cock up in a chastity device.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I see. Well that certainly is a little bit kinky, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Hhmmm, it is.  What would you think to being locked into a chastity device?  Would it turn you on knowing that only I had the key to your cock?  Knowing that you can’t even touch it, let alone cum unless I unlock you?  I’ve gotta say, it appeals to me, having control of your cock like that.”
 
    
 
   John grinned at her enthusiasm.  Jenny is certainly getting in to her Dominatrix role now, he thought. “Well perhaps it would be something we can try; it has a certain appeal to my submissive nature.  Are they expensive to buy?”
 
    
 
   “Not sure.” Jenny replied, “Why don’t you do some research on the internet and find a suitable device?”
 
    
 
   “Okay, leave it with me.”
 
    
 
   “Well when you find one let me know and show me it so that I can see what you’ve come up with.  I want it to be both our decisions which one we buy.”
 
    
 
   “Will do.” John replied and went back to his TV shoot-em-up.  Jenny went back to avidly reading her Kindle book on male chastity.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   So for the most part, life continued for now as it had done since they were married.  One evening, John was looking forward to the football game on TV when he got home.  Stopping at the store on his way home, he had picked up a six pack to keep him refreshed for the evening's football entertainment.  Jenny would be out doing the food shopping at the supermarket so he would be able to watch the game without disturbance.
 
    
 
   ‘Get home, shower, eat, relax on the couch, feet up, drink the beer and watch the game, just the ticket, no disturbances, just me, a six pack and the game.’ were his plans.  Little did he know!
 
    
 
   John had just got out of the shower when the bathroom door opened and Jenny stood there, looking at him naked, with a wide grin.
 
    
 
   “What's up?” John asked, wondering as to why the interruption of his shower and how come she wasn't out doing the grocery shopping as she usually did each week on this evening?
 
    
 
   “You're coming with me shopping, so come on, hurry up, I want to get on.”
 
    
 
   “Hey?  Come on love, I've got some beer in and the match is on shortly!  I can't go shopping now, I'll miss it. You know I've been looking forward to this all week.”  Truth was it was a couple of hours before the match started but his plans were to get nice and comfortable in front of the TV in good time.
 
    
 
   Jenny's face hardened, “This is not optional.” she retorted, “I don't give a damn about your damned football match, I need you to go shopping with me.”
 
    
 
   John was stunned!  It wasn’t the weekend but she had used the ‘keywords’! The ‘keywords’ they had both agreed on when we had first experimented with the Femdom thing.  “This is not optional.”  Those 4 words meant that he was once again her slave, to do with as she pleased, with no will of his own but to obey.  That was the power of the ‘keywords’.  That was what they were for.
 
    
 
   “In fact,” she spat, “I am tired of waiting for you to do the correct thing and kindly offer to help with the weekly shopping chore, I've had to go the last half dozen times on my own just lately and it's just not good enough!  So I'm going to take a more forceful approach to this problem and several other cores around the house from now on.  Now, I want you bent over with your bare ass in the air ready for a caning, perhaps then you'll realise I mean business. So get in position and wait, I'll be back shortly.  Don't move and be quiet, I don't want to hear any whining.”
 
    
 
   Mistress Jenny left John there and he assumed the position she prescribed, bent over, ass in the air, expectantly and nervously waiting for the cruel sting of the cane across his defenceless, and as yet, unblemished, buttocks.  In the bedroom, he could hear her rummaging around.
 
    
 
   Presently she returned cane in hand and with a gleeful smile on her face as she spied his bare, upturned ass awaiting the painful caress of the cane.  His cock (or his little willy as she now taken to calling it at every opportunity, because it’s not big enough to be a real cock, more like a little boy's willy!) had engorged itself to its full 4 inch length, betraying his true feelings about the situation, so that any protests he may have had would not be listened to.
 
    
 
   “Now, I think about 30 strokes should about be right for this punishment, 5 for each of the six weeks I've had to struggle to do the shopping myself.  Do you agree?”
 
    
 
   “Y-yes, of course Mistress.  That's only fair.  T-thank you.” John stammered in reply, actually thinking that it was so unfair, but using the style of phrases she had trained him over their last few BDSM sessions to use in such situations, gulping at the thought of 30 swishes.  ‘I won't be able to sit down after,’ he thought.  ‘Will I be able to drive the car to the supermarket even?’
 
    
 
   And so the first swish landed across his snowy white buttocks, leaving a nice red line across them both.  Thwwack. 
 
    
 
   “Ggnnn, one, thank you Mistress.” he managed to utter though the hot searing pain emanating from his nether regions. 
 
    
 
   “Aaahh, two, thank you Mistress.” and so it continued.  
 
    
 
   Around the twenty mark he was almost blubbering, the pain in his ass was unbelievable and he wondered if he would be able to take another ten without collapsing, but a warm glow was spreading from his ass throughout his whole body and his 'little willy' again betrayed his inner feelings.
 
    
 
   “Yeeooow, thirty, thank you Mistress.”
 
    
 
   Finally it was over, he had survived it, all 30 strokes delivered expertly to his undefended ass.  John felt Jenny’s hand on his buttocks, feeling strangely cold against the heat of his flesh. 
 
    
 
   “Geez,” she muttered, “that must really hurt.  I've made some pretty neat stripy patterns on your ass though.” She giggled. “Honestly, doing this has hurt me as much as it has hurt you, but I'm only doing it to make you a better and more caring husband”.
 
    
 
   John very much doubted the statement about how it hurt her as much as him, but didn't think it was the right time to take up that particular argument, being in his current, rather exposed, position, so he let it slide.
 
    
 
   “OK, you have 10 minutes to get dressed.  I’ve laid out some things on the bed for you to put on so get to it.” 
 
    
 
   With that Jenny turned and left, leaving him in to painfully straighten up and try to examine his poor rear end in the bathroom mirror. She was certainly laying it on with the cane now and John was surprised at how his tolerance was building up.  She was right about the pretty patterns too, he thought.  The raised red welts were almost geometric in design, and his whole ass was bright red and very hot and sore, but as the pain subsided it was replaced by more of the warm glow that he had been experiencing since the twentieth stroke, which was a surprisingly pleasant feeling considering.
 
    
 
   He went into their bedroom with some trepidation, wondering what she had left out for him to wear, something suitably humiliating and embarrassing he had no doubt. He wasn't disappointed. The things were familiar to him from their previous experiences and so he knew exactly what was expected of him. She must be killing herself laughing down stairs, knowing what he was now doing to himself on her instructions.
 
    
 
   Picking up the butt plug he slowly inserted it into the place it belonged, first having to wet it with spit to provide some lubrication. Next he tied the pink ribbon around his ball sack, passing it around and between, separating the two balls from each other and his body as he knew she would require, knowing his legs would catch them painfully as he walked with them in their bound state, but he had no choice.  The ribbon was symbolic of a chastity device which he still had to find, but until he did then the ribbon would suffice.
 
    
 
   Jenny had been experimenting in their previous Femdom sessions with him cross-dressing in women’s lingerie, so the next items came as no surprise either.  He put on the pink lacy garter belt and black stockings, being careful with the seams to keep them straight and nicely up the backs of his legs. The matching pink bra and panties followed to complete the humiliating outfit for his shopping trip.  Luckily, she allowed him to wear his Levis and a T-shirt over the top, and his fleecy jacket would further help to hide the various underwear straps that shouldn't be there on a man.  This was the first time she had taken him out of the house dressed in these things and he was very nervous but also very turned on at the thought of it, his cock giving the game away and tenting out his Levis, the soft, feminine lacy panties being no match for its hydraulic strength.
 
    
 
   Why did she make him wear these things, he asked himself?  Because she could and it amused her to do so, he answered himself immediately, and I love it!  That was the nature of this fetish relationship.  They had started this originally at John’s request, partly because it was a long time fetish fantasy of his but also to spice up their sex life which was flagging a little, and to have fun and experience new things, things that neither of them would experience in their normal, vanilla, relationship.  Things had become very humdrum before, infrequent sexually and so something was definitely needed.  A sexy game, with completely different rules and roles for both of them, which had rather surprisingly revealed some hidden burning desires in them both.
 
    
 
   John went into it eyes wide open, knowing that he would get to experience things that just wouldn't happen in the normal world, knowing that if both of them undertook their new roles properly he would have no free will, no ability to say 'no' to anything she demanded of him, no matter how embarrassing or humiliating it was.
 
    
 
   His complete and blind obedience to her was required.  She became the ‘supreme being’ in their household whilst the scene was running, by far superior to him, a worthless male, in every way.
 
    
 
   Making his way down to where Mistress Jenny stood grinning at the bottom of the stairs, he felt self conscious about the bra and panties under his outdoor clothes, the butt plug in his ass, and trying to ensure that he didn't catch his bound balls as he descended.  It’s amazing how easy it is to trap them between your legs whilst walking when they no longer hang naturally between your thighs.
 
    
 
   “Well, about time too,” she said checking her watch, not caring to mention that he was at least a minute ahead of the time limit she'd set, “let's get going so that I can be back in time for X Factor, it's the last show and I want to know who wins.” Huh, so much for the ball game he had wanted to watch, he thought bitterly.
 
    
 
   He opened the front door for her then followed her out and opened the car passenger door for her to get in, then went back to lock up the house before joining her in the car. Gingerly and mindful of his ass, he got into the car, wincing as he sat down.  The butt plug pushed further into his anus as he did so, rudely reminding him of its presence and giving him such a 'full' feeling that he wondered briefly if he needed to go to the loo before they went. John’s ass sure was sore from the caning but still the warm sexy feeling emanated through his body from head to toe, keeping him in a highly turned on state and making it bearable – just!
 
    
 
   “Are you sitting comfortably?” Mistress Jenny enquired, grinning widely, and trying, but failing, to suppress a snigger.  “Now drive carefully, you don't want to have an accident or you'll have a lot of explaining to do in A&E wearing those things under your clothes. I, of course, will deny all knowledge and just say that I thought you were behaving strangely all evening.”
 
    
 
   John conceded that she had a good point and drove extra carefully for the short distance to the supermarket. Parking up, John got out and went around to open Mistress Jenny’s door.  He took her hand to help her out, then locked up and took her arm to the supermarket entrance.  He must have been a strange sight, walking bow legged to protect his balls and wearing a warm fleece on a hot summer's evening.  As they walked to the store entrance, and throughout the store itself as he pushed the cart, he felt very self conscious and swore he was getting some very strange looks.
 
    
 
   ‘Is it my strange gait, the fleece or do they know what I’m wearing under my outdoor clothes?’ he thought. It's amazing how self conscious one can get in such circumstances, almost to the point of paranoia, where one funny look means that you've been spotted and they know you are wearing women's undies and a butt plug!  He tried to cast those thoughts aside and concentrate on the shopping.
 
    
 
   He desperately hoped they wouldn't meet anyone they knew, but inevitably they did. Their neighbour, Clare, from two doors down their road, was valiantly struggling with shopping on her own as well as trying to control her two small kids.  Still in her early thirties, Clare was plain and mousey but with nice, well proportioned breasts and a slim figure.  It was a shame she wore such ordinary shapeless clothes, she could look so much better in the right outfit, John was sure. The women stopped to chat and he stood patiently looking after the cart as they gossiped.
 
    
 
   Clare kept looking his way as they talked and eventually said, “You don't know how lucky you are to have a husband who will help you shop, you must have trained him well. What's your secret?”
 
    
 
   If only she knew! What would she say if she knew about his red ass and the undies, he wondered?  He didn't know why but he suddenly had a vision in his imagination of a transformed Clare, looking fabulous and dressed to kill from head to toe in a black leather dominatrix outfit, towering above a hapless feminized male with a riding crop raised and falling towards his bared ass.  As the crop found its target, the male jumped from the savage blow, raising his head in agony and ecstasy, the sensations combining as the heat spread from his buttocks to his furthest extremities, and suddenly John blushed as he realised it was him! He would never be able to look at Clare in the same light again.
 
    
 
   Mistress Jenny giggled, looking sideways at him, “I’ll tell you how I got him to come shopping with me over coffee one day.” John sincerely hoped she wouldn't and made a mental note to discuss it with her at an appropriate time.
 
    
 
   Parting from Clare they carried on, Mistress Jenny enjoying the shopping experience with having someone to order around, to send scurrying to fetch things off the shelf and to push the cart for her, whereas John was feeling ‘full’ with the butt plug, and his balls were hurting from catching them too often.  He was conscious of the garter straps pulling on the stockings, the constriction of the bra strap around his chest and the soft silkiness of the panties rubbing his little willy, ensuring it kept in a semi erect state throughout.
 
    
 
   All in all it was a pretty harrowing experience for him and so arriving home John got out, relieved to be home and to be standing again, taking the pressure of his aching rear.  He unlocked and opened the house door, then returned to the car to open the door for Mistress Jenny, taking her hand to help her out. “Bring the shopping in, then remove your outer clothing and fold them up neatly before you start putting the shopping away.” She instructed. He did as she bid whilst she went into the lounge to relax from the shopping trip.
 
    
 
   Horror.
 
    
 
   As he removed his Levis he noticed the large wet pre-cum stain on the front of the panties.  How embarrassing, his little willy was once again giving away his true feelings of the situation he found himself in, but Mistress would surely be displeased about him soiling the pretty pink panties. ‘Oh well, cross that bridge when I get to it,’ he thought, ‘not a lot I can do now.’
 
    
 
   As he was putting the last of the groceries away I heard Mistress call, “Bring me a coffee.” 
 
    
 
   “Of course, Mistress.” he replied, thinking 'give me a chance, can't you see I'm busy doing this'. He didn't say that, of course, such a comment would invite severe punishment; he just went and started preparing the coffee for her.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Groceries put away and coffee prepared in the white bone china cup and saucer she loved drinking it from, he took it through to her in the lounge.  As he approached, hoping she wouldn't see the wet pre-cum stain on the panties, he knelt before her and presented the coffee for her to take.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm, you look as if you've been enjoying wearing your sexy undies for the shopping trip” she smirked, obviously spotting the wetness on the panties, “what have you got to say for yourself?”
 
    
 
   “Mistress, I'm sorry about the wet pre-cum stain on the panties, I couldn't help it, the situation was so erotic, I was so turned on.” he hurriedly tried to explain.
 
    
 
   “Oh. What do you mean by 'the panties'?”, she innocently asked.
 
    
 
   “Uh, the panties I'm wearing.” he replied.
 
    
 
   “No, what do you mean by 'the panties'. Surely you mean your pretty pink panties don't you?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I don't know,” he mumbled, “what's the difference?”
 
    
 
   “Well, they're not my panties, you don't see me wearing them, and no one else lives here with us, so they must be your pretty pink panties.”
 
    
 
   “Ahmm, well I suppose, put that way, they are.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, they are. And your matching pink bra and garter belt too. So what have you got to say for yourself about that disgusting stain on your pretty pink panties?”
 
    
 
   John re-phrased the statement. “Mistress, I'm sorry about the wet pre-cum stain on my pretty pink panties, I couldn't help it, the situation was so erotic and I was so turned on.”
 
    
 
   “Hhmmm. Did the other items of underwear contribute to the eroticism?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress, I was continuously conscious of the constriction in my chest caused by the bra, and also, it was quite erotic wearing the garter and stockings under my trousers, the bare flesh at the top of my thighs was a really strange feeling.”
 
    
 
   “Come again, whose bra and whose garter and stockings are we talking about?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Mistress, my bra, and my garter, and my stockings. I'm not used to referring to such things as mine. I apologise.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you'd better get used to it as you'll be wearing a lot of them from now on under your outer clothes. Does that turn you on?”
 
    
 
   She had obviously spotted John’s ‘huge’ erection trying to burst out of the confines of his panties. “Yes, Mistress, it does.” he replied, somewhat embarrassed to admit it, but his little willy gave him away again, and so there was no point in denying it.
 
    
 
   “So say it to me, what turns you on?“ she demanded.
 
    
 
   “It turns me on to wear my pretty bra, panties, garter and stockings, Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Good, at least you are beginning to admit what a sissy you are. I can see you’re very horny now, would you like to cum?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, please Mistress.” he replied, thinking she might allow him intercourse as a reward for his obedience whilst shopping.
 
    
 
   “Well, OK, you may lower your panties and wank yourself off.”
 
    
 
   “Wha-what!” She had only ever told him to do that once before. How embarrassing and humiliating for a man, a husband, to be told to do that whilst his wife, or anyone for that matter, watched.
 
    
 
   “Well, the choices are wank yourself off or don't cum at all, it’s up to you. We’ve had this conversation before, I recall, and I'm being very generous allowing you to wank yourself off, so be quick if you want to before I change my mind. Do you want to cum or don't you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes please Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Then ask me nicely if you may.”
 
    
 
   John gulped at the humiliation of it, metaphorically trying to ‘swallow his pride’. “Please may I wank myself until I cum Mistress?”
 
    
 
   “OK, get on with it, I haven't got all day.  From now on, many, if not most of your cums will be by wanking and all cums will be closely supervised, so you'd better get used to it. When you get close to cumming, tell me.”
 
    
 
   As he lowered his pretty pink panties down his thighs he was incredulous by what he'd just heard.  'From now on'?  What did She mean by that?  Surely this was just a temporary fetish fantasy play, tomorrow it would be back to normal, wouldn't it?  So many questions to ask but he was too horny to put them into words at that point. 
 
    
 
   His panties were now resting at his stocking tops, his 4 inch boner was between his thumb and forefinger, and he started to stroke it back and forth, blushing in embarrassment having to do this in front of her.  She sat drinking her coffee grinning from ear to ear watching his torment at doing this humiliating act.
 
    
 
   “Come on, I haven't got all day.” she said in a bored tone, “Perhaps this will this help?” she asked, sliding forward on the couch, spreading her legs wide. The sight took John’s breath away; crotchless knickers and shaved pubis met his lustful gaze, her lovely, glistening pink slit opening wide with her legs to reveal the object of his lust, his worship, his longing.
 
    
 
   Strangely, it made him wank himself all the harder.  He was in heaven seeing the object of his desire so wantonly displayed.  It never occurred to him to stop wanking and try to mount her, she was his Goddess and she was showing him Heaven, the place to be worshipped.  It wasn't long before he felt the cum building in his balls.
 
    
 
    
 
   “I'm going to cum, Mistress.” he managed to say as the familiar tingling sensation in his balls began.
 
    
 
   “Here, cum on this,“ she said, holding out the china saucer, “I don't want a mess on the carpet again.”
 
    
 
   As the ecstasy of the orgasm rose from his balls he quickly reached out and took the china saucer from her so that he could catch his cum, the seed from his balls, the result of his humiliating masturbation.  Why did this turn me on so, he thought? - cumming on to the cold white surface of a china saucer in front of a grinning audience when I should be shooting it into the warm, soft confines of my wife's cunt.  The orgasm had been particularly intense and pleasurable though, given his circumstances, and he thought he would never stop cumming as load after load shot from his cock onto the saucer.
 
    
 
   “I'll take that.” he heard her say as the moment of ecstasy passed, his little willy shrinking back to its half inch flaccid state. She took the saucer with its little puddle of cum in the centre, putting it on the small table beside her and then sat looking at John pensively.  He cringed red faced under her gaze, having just willingly performed such a gross and humiliating act of self abuse for her entertainment.
 
    
 
   “So what should I call you slave?” She asked.
 
    
 
   “How do you mean?”
 
    
 
   Well, what name shall I call you by?”
 
    
 
   “Well my name, of course Mistress. What else?”
 
    
 
   “No, that won't do, that's a man's name and you're not really a man, are you?”
 
    
 
   “But I am Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “No, you can't be. How many men do you know who own their own bra and panties and wear them out, as well as stockings and matching garter belt?”
 
    
 
   “Well, none....”
 
    
 
   “Exactly!  A man just wouldn't do that.  Nor would he wank himself off onto a saucer when a hot wet pussy was right in front of his face, ripe and ready for fucking.  So therefore you can't be a man, can you?”
 
    
 
   “But, I am. I have a cock and balls and everything.”
 
    
 
   “No, you have a little willy, not a cock.  A man would have a cock, and it would be a lot bigger than your little willy.  Still, the fact that you have a willy means that although you own your own bra and panties, you're not really a woman either.  So what are you?”
 
    
 
   John knelt before her, his panties still lowered around his stocking tops, listening to the humiliating assault on his maleness, on his manhood, and most humiliating of all he could find no argument against what she was saying. Nor could his little willy, which embarrassingly was starting to stir again at her words.
 
    
 
   “I know. You're a sissy, a sissy slut, a feminized, pussy whipped, sissy slut. You're not a man, nor a woman, we have just proved that, so you must be a sissy.  So that's what I'll call you when you’re dressed in your nice sexy undies, your new name will be sissy.  Say it, 'my name is sissy'.”
 
    
 
   “But.....”
 
    
 
   “Say it.” she hissed. “Say 'my name is sissy'”. Her foot was now nudging his still bound and packaged balls, her crimson red nails caressing them, turning him on.  Persuading him, forcing him to say the words.
 
    
 
   “M-my name is sissy.” he whispered, ashamed of what he was admitting to.
 
    
 
   “Yes, and why is your name sissy?” she asked, staring hard into his eyes, a slight smirk showing at the corners of her mouth. “Speak up louder.”
 
    
 
   “Because I’m a sissy, a feminized sissy slut,“ he answered, feeling the redness of a blush rising from his neck at the embarrassment of admitting such a thing to her.
 
    
 
   “Good, sissy.  From now on I will call you sissy in these situations. You will also refer to yourself as sissy, I don't want to hear you refer to yourself as 'I' again or you will be punished.  So instead of saying 'I would like to...' you will say 'this sissy would like to...' or 'please may sissy do...' whatever. Do you understand, sissy?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course Mistress. Thank you.” 
 
    
 
   What was he saying?  How had this happened?  Did he really think this way, did he agree with what she had ordained?  Deep down he knew he did, how sick was that?
 
    
 
   “Well, I see that you like your new name.” She was looking at his once again erect willy, helped along, no doubt by her beautiful foot’s manipulations. “Well don't think I'm going to sit through you wanking yourself off again so soon!  You've had your pleasure for today, it's my turn now.  But before I put your tongue to work there is one more thing I need you to do.”
 
    
 
   “What can this sissy do for you Mistress?” he unsuspectingly asked.
 
    
 
   “Turn around and put your feet out in front of you, then move back until you are against the sofa between my legs. Then put your head back between my thighs on to the sofa so that you’re looking up at the ceiling.”
 
    
 
   After he got into the position so described, she continued. “Well you see, I hate my sissy slave being wasteful, and right now there's a saucer with a puddle of cum beside me on the table that's going to waste.  It’s no good for procreation as we already know, but to throw it down the drain would be a waste, I'm sure you will agree.  Therefore I have decided that all cum from now on should be recycled.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean by that Mistress?” he warily asked, a disgusting thought beginning to form in the back of his mind. No, she wouldn't. Would she?
 
    
 
   “Well I mean that you should recycle it through your body, put it back from whence it came, just as a gardener would recycle vegetation waste to enrich the soil.  So I want you to eat it, to put it simply.”
 
    
 
   “B-but, you can’t expect.... That’s disgusting and horrible. I won’t do it.” 
 
    
 
   His little willy just grew that little bit harder for some reason, rather taking him aback, he hoped she didn’t notice.
 
    
 
   “But you don’t have a choice because I want you to swallow it, because it amuses me. So open your mouth and get ready to receive it.  Unless, of course, you’re tired of playing these sexy domination games?  If you don’t want to do as you’re told we will have to stop because you have to obey me otherwise we can’t continue.”
 
    
 
   His mouth was tightly pinched shut, even though in his aroused state the perverse part of his psyche was saying that it wouldn’t be too bad and actually quite a horny thing to do. But cum, spunk, semen – going into his mouth, a place nature never intended such stuff to end up in, tasting it, feeling it all slimy and salty on his tongue. Why was his little willy so rock hard, betraying him to her?
 
    
 
   She pinched his nose!  He had to open his mouth to breathe but she didn’t take advantage. 
 
    
 
   “Good, now that you’ve opened your mouth again I want you to ask me ever so nicely and sincerely to let you eat your own cum. I know you want to, your little willy gives you away. Thought I didn’t notice hey?”  She didn’t release her grip on his nose, forcing him to continue breathing through his mouth.
 
    
 
   “But please...”
 
    
 
   “No, you wanted to play these sexy games, you asked me to spank you, to dominate you, remember. If you want to continue to play these games then you have to obey me, it’s the only way it can be, otherwise we can just stop now and never talk of it again.  Besides, as a feminized sissy slut you should be eager to eat cum, don’t you see that?” she giggled.
 
    
 
   He wanted to continue these sexy games more than anything and the thought of it all ending, never to be talked of again, was too much to bear.  He soon decided that if the price to continue was to do as she asked then he would do it.  No matter how disgusting it was to him, he couldn’t bear giving up on being her submissive slave.  Besides, he was now erect and horny again and the thought of it didn't seem so bad – his masochistic alter ego taking control of his brain again now that the lust was rising!  If she had told him to do this just after he'd cum there would be no way he'd do it, but then she probably knew that and that was why she was ordering it now.
 
    
 
   “Please Mistress, please may I eat my cum from your china saucer.”
 
    
 
   “Well, as you ask so nicely, you can. Now open wide and I’ll pour it in. No swallowing yet mind, I want to see it all in your mouth and watch you swirl it around with your tongue for a few minutes. I’ll tell you when you can swallow.”
 
    
 
   And so, red faced with embarrassment, John got to taste cum, his own cum, for the first time. It wasn’t as bad as he had thought it would be.  Yes, it was salty, thick and slimy, not something he would willingly have eaten given the choice, but Mistress assured him that he would grow to love the taste over time.
 
    
 
   “Is it all gone?” Mistress asked, having gleefully given him the go ahead to swallow. “Let me see, open up.  Ah yes, all gone down the sissy sluts throat into her stomach, where it belongs. Good girl.” She praised, barely suppressing a snigger. “Now it’s my turn for some pleasure, so turn yourself around again and get your face between my legs, I have something else for your tongue to do.”
 
    
 
   His heart leapt with excitement.  He loved eating pussy and Mistress’s pussy was certainly ripe for licking after the things she had just made him do.  She was obviously highly aroused and her pussy juices were flowing out of her, down over her lower buttocks and on to the sofa. 
 
    
 
   “Start by cleaning all that up first,” She ordered, “then you can move on to my ass hole, then my pussy, to clean anything in them before you start on my clit.”
 
    
 
   Oh, how he loved being her sissy cum slut, John thought.
 
    
 
   Her orgasm built slowly to a huge crescendo, copious amounts of juices flowing from her contracting and expanding cunt into his willing, open mouth, trapped in place by the iron grip of her strong, spasming thighs around his head.  Slowly it subsided as he continued cleaning up the fluids of her spectacular orgasm, until eventually she released him.
 
    
 
   Letting out a contented sigh she looked at John kneeling before her as she tidied herself up.
 
    
 
   “You know, I wasn't interested in this fetish of yours when you first mentioned it sissy.  Silly, silly me, I didn't realise then how silly that was.  I've come to see now how advantageous it can be, as far as I'm concerned.  I don't really have to do very much, just tell you to do whatever needs doing, apart from caning your ass that is, which is fun and I enjoy doing that anyway.  You're the perfect husband like this, adoring, attentive, obedient, you help with the chores and never argue – you're not allowed to argue - and I get to cum from you eating my pussy as often as I like.  What could be more perfect?”
 
    
 
   The question was rhetorical, he knew she didn't really expect an answer.
 
    
 
   “Now, go and get a couple of your cans of beer from the fridge and a glass, I’m a little thirsty.” she ordered imperiously, not even a hint of gratitude in her voice. But then he didn’t expect any and wouldn’t want it any other way. “Also bring me your cane, and be quick about it.”
 
    
 
   ‘Huh, what had he done to deserve the cane again,’ he worried, ‘she obviously enjoyed my oral worship of her pussy and ass.’  Troubled, he hurried to do her bidding, returning with the beer cans, (his beer cans!), and the cane.
 
    
 
   Whilst he had gone she had switched on the TV and tuned in for ‘X Factor’, a show she knew John hated like poison itself, but for some reason she loved it. 
 
    
 
   “Now, I want you to bring the pouffe over here and place it in front of me, then I want you to lay face down over it on your stomach, you are to be my foot rest whilst I watch X Factor and have a beer.  You had better pay attention to the show too, as I expect to have an intelligent conversation with you about it afterwards.  And to make sure your attention stays focussed I have a nice swishy cane and your ass nice and handy for me to occasionally remind you.”
 
    
 
   John groaned at the irony of the situation.  The game he had been looking forward to all week was just starting on another channel but he was stuck with being a foot stool for his Mistress, and with watching and paying close attention to the show he probably hated most in the world, whilst she drank his beer and had free reign to cane his defenceless and still sore ass.
 
    
 
   ‘Such is the life of a feminized sissy cum slut,’ he mused as he lay there thinking about all of the girly TV shows that his wife/Mistress liked to watch, that he would now be forced to watch with her.
 
    
 
   Swish, “Ow!” the cane across his upturned ass brought him back to focus his attention on the show where a female singer was murdering the classic Diana Ross song “Where did our love go?”
 
    
 
   How long was this gonna go on for, he wondered, realising belatedly that they hadn't agreed a time limit on this one.  Oh well, he was at her mercy now, nothing he could do about it, just put up and shut up and try to be a good and obedient sissy slut for her.
 
    
 
   It was about 10pm when Jenny’s mobile rang.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4
 
    
 
   “Oh, hello mum.”
 
    
 
   .....
 
    
 
   “Very well thank you.”
 
    
 
   .....
 
    
 
   “Yes, a week on Friday would be good.”
 
    
 
   .....
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ll see you then.  I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself.”
 
    
 
   .....
 
    
 
   “Yes, bye mum.  Love you.”
 
    
 
   John obviously only caught one side of the conversation.  It seemed the normal type of conversation Jenny had with her mother, although it did seem a little shorter than usual.  Jenny often met up with Cynthia during her lunch breaks from work if her mother was in town shopping.  He wondered about the comment regarding her enjoying herself, perhaps they had some shopping to do together, he knew they both enjoyed that.
 
    
 
   He wanted to ask her about the conversation, he was interested in what she did, even if it was with her mother, but he didn’t feel as though he could, being in the position he was in at the present time.
 
    
 
   Jenny looked down at John lying across the pouffe, her legs across his back and his bare ass covered in red stripes where she had used the cane on it.  She hoped she hadn’t given anything away in the conversation, she intended that what she and her mother had planned for him a week on Friday would be a complete surprise.  ‘If only he knew what the conversation was really about he would probably curl up and die,’ she mused.
 
    
 
   “Hello Jenny, its mum.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, hello mum.”
 
    
 
   “Well, how’s the training going?  Is the useless waste of space ready yet?”
 
    
 
   “Very well thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he’s there, is he?  Ok, so when do you think would be a good time for him to come to me then?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, a week on Friday would be good.”
 
    
 
   “Good, I can’t wait.  You’ve no idea how much I’m looking forward to humiliating the little worm and putting him in his place at last.  It will be so good to not have him answering me back when I tell him how pathetic he is.  See you a week on Friday at mine then.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ll see you then.  I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure I will!  By the way, when you bring him I want him naked, apart from his little chastity device, that is (giggle).  Anyway, bye for now then.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, will do, bye mum. Love you.”
 
    
 
   Well, the timescales had now been set, Jenny thought, her heart leaping at the enormity of it.  She wondered how John would react and whether she was being cruel to him by putting him in such an impossible, humiliating and vulnerable position with her mother.  Jenny knew she would torment him terribly and he wouldn’t be able to fight back if she had got his training right.
 
    
 
   ‘He would certainly be a changed person when he returned home afterwards, and so, too, will I be different if all goes to plan,’ she thought excitedly.  ‘Now, we just need the chastity device, time to get that moving now, can’t delay any longer.’  The X Factor was now over and she moved her legs from his back.
 
    
 
   “Kneel up, sissy.” She commanded.
 
    
 
   John got to his knees in front of her, his little willy still hard and dripping pre-cum, his panties still lowered to his stocking tops, his eyes downcast to the floor.
 
    
 
   ‘He does look kinda cute like that,’ Jenny thought, suppressing a giggle, ‘and he must still be enjoying himself judging by the hardness of his little cock.’  She began to question him about the show and the acts that had been on, and about the winner and what he thought about it.  He had obviously been playing close attention because for once she was able to have a good conversation about the show with him, something that she would never have been able to have before, mostly because he would refuse to watch it.
 
    
 
   Now, to the urgent matter in hand.  “How far have you got in finding a chastity device, sissy?” she questioned.
 
    
 
   “W well Mistress, there is one that might be suitable and it’s quite reasonably priced.” John was in two minds about being called ‘sissy’, part of him felt completely ashamed at his wife calling him that, but another part of him found that it turned him on and made his cock strain to get even harder every time she said it.
 
    
 
   “Show me.”
 
    
 
   John respectfully kissed both Mistress Jenny’s feet and then got up and went over to fire up the computer, logging in and opening the web browser using a link he had stored in his favourites list.
 
    
 
   Jenny went over and stood behind him, looking over his shoulder at the image on the screen and reading the product description.  The CD had several different sized rings, spacers and pins and the actual enclosure part came in regular and small sizes too.  It looked eminently suitable for the job and matched the recommendations in the ‘Male Chastity – How To’ book she had read.
 
    
 
   “OK, order it and pay for express delivery.  Oh, and get the transparent, small enclosure version.  I want to be able to see sissy’s little willy all locked up and squashed in its prison.”
 
    
 
   John winced, another, rather blunt, reference to his small cock.  He felt himself colouring up.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress.  I’ll do it tomorrow when I get home from work.” John was appalled that she wanted him to get the small enclosure version, he knew his cock was small and would easily fit in when flaccid but when he started to get an erection even his cock would not be able to grow very big before it became painfully constricted.
 
    
 
   “Do it now, sissy.” Jenny hissed.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Ok, sorry Mistress, of course.”
 
    
 
   And so the CD was ordered. Express delivery meant that it would be delivered next day so there wouldn’t be long to wait.  Jenny shuddered with delight as John finally completed all of the financial details and clicked the button to complete the sale.  Suddenly she needed his tongue again to satisfy a persistent tingling sensation in her crotch.
 
    
 
   “Very good, sissy, now it’s time to put your tongue to work again, I’m feeling a little horny at the thought of locking your little willy up.” Jenny had returned to the sofa and sat down, spreading her legs wide and was pointing at her glistening slit.
 
    
 
   For the second time that evening John got to work on his Mistress’s pussy with his tongue, concentrating on his task, the task he really loved doing for her more than anything else, bringing her to ecstatic, mind blowing, orgasm with his tongue, he didn’t really have time to think about the events of the evening and where ordering the CD was eventually, inevitably, going to lead to.
 
    
 
   Later, just before retiring to bed, she allowed John to remove his bra and panties and then tied his hands with some short rope to a dog collar she had padlocked around his neck, effectively preventing him from touching his still unsatisfied cock, the rope only letting his hands reach as far down as his belly button.  She didn’t want him masturbating this time, she intended at this point to keep him unfulfilled and then lock the chastity device securely on him when it arrived.  ‘Good job it was Saturday tomorrow,’ she mused, ‘he doesn’t have to go to work so I can keep an eye on him and keep him frustrated until the device arrives.’
 
    
 
   John hadn’t said very much since ordering the CD, he had submissively accepted the collar and his hands being tied to it without comment.  He seemed to sense that there was now a subtle change in their relationship, he could feel himself being drawn more and more under whilst Jenny seemed to be absolutely thriving.
 
    
 
   ‘Was he unhappy about the changes that were occurring? It was kinda what he had asked for,’ John reasoned, but he hadn’t thought it would go this far, at least, not so quickly.  It was part of his masochistic fantasies to be dominated and controlled like this, but that had just been fantasy.  Now it was quickly becoming reality.  He wondered if he asked Jenny to stop, whether she would be willing to, and if she did, what would be the consequences.  Still, he was finding the whole thing very sexually stimulating and he’d had some of the best orgasms of his life over recent weeks.  Jen was obviously very happy and contented, really getting in to the Dominatrix role, so all in all, things were good and he didn’t really want them to stop, he just worried a little about where it was all leading with the CD and all.
 
    
 
   John lay on his side in bed, knees drawn up, trying to get comfortable with his hands and arms so restricted.  He felt Jen move up close behind him, matching his shape and pressing her warm, lovely body up close against him, he could feel her hard nipples drilling holes into his back as her arm went around him and sought out his still rock hard cock, stroking it gently.
 
    
 
   “You know that I love you more than anything else in the world, don’t you?” she asked. She had sensed his inner turmoil, in truth she had been feeling a little that way herself and thought that they both might benefit at this stage with a little loving embrace.  Besides, she had something she wanted to ask him.
 
    
 
   “I I suppose so.”
 
    
 
   “Well I do and I want you to know that, and that I always will, no matter what happens in the future.  You are the only person I want to spend the rest of my life with, John.  Always remember that.  Always.”
 
    
 
   “I love you too, Jen, more than words can tell.”
 
    
 
   “Shhh, yes, I know you do, and that makes me very happy.  But tell me, are you happy with what we’re doing, this new Femdom relationship?  Tell me now if you’re not happy with how it’s all going and I’ll stop.  I want you to be happy about it all.” She was now stroking his cock quite vigorously, pulling the soft skin back and forth, stimulating him, bringing him to the edge.  She sensed that he needed some positive reassurance and although she hadn’t intended him to cum before fitting the device she figured it would make little difference to the longer term outcome but might just settle him tonight.
 
    
 
   John made the decision, perhaps something he shouldn’t have done whilst on the edge of orgasm. “Yes, I love it and don’t want it to stop.  Please don’t let it ever stop now.”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” Jenny asked, “From this point on there is no return.  I will take you to the brink and then push you over, but there will be no option to stop from now one.  I will control you completely, you will be my submissive sissy slave for the rest of your days, existing only to serve me and make my life happy and fulfilled. Are you sure that’s what you want?”
 
    
 
   “Yyesss,“ John screamed and his balls began to pump cum onto the sheets, his groin exploding into an intense orgasm, “pleeeaase.”
 
    
 
   ‘Hmmm, now you’ve got the wet patch,’ Jenny thought with some satisfaction, ‘I hope you enjoyed that little orgasm because from now on they are going to be severely limited in number.’  She had now achieved a major milestone in her plan.  As she drifted off to sleep she reviewed the evening activities and things were working out better than she’d expected.
 
    
 
   John didn’t sleep very well at all that night.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
    
 
   The next day Jenny kept John busy, giving him little time to think about the parcel that would soon arrive.  Starting with him bringing her breakfast in bed at 09:00 consisting of strong black coffee, cereal with warm milk and toast, all presented on a tray with a single pink rose picked from the garden.
 
    
 
   After her breakfast she untied his hands from the collar and had him draw a bath, taking her time there being washed and pampered, relaxing into the scented bubbles, enjoying the feeling of pure decadence that being so pampered selflessly by another person brought.  The waterproof foil razor, expertly used by John, made short work of the soft stubble of her pubis, leaving her slit once again as smooth and hairless as a babies bottom.
 
    
 
   Rising from the water he began the task of drying her lovely body, patting her gently all over.  When it came to drying her pussy and ass she stopped him from using the towel.
 
    
 
   “No, not with that damp towel, it’s too rough.  Use your tongue to take the moisture away from me down there,” she directed, raising one foot up on to the edge of the bath, thus allowing him to do her bidding.
 
    
 
   Back in the bedroom she put John’s tongue to work for her first orgasm of the day.  As he gently flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue she lay back and thought of the events that were to come.  Locking the CD on his little willy was another milestone.  It would signal the end of him being allowed to put his little willy in her pussy, from now on his cums would be by masturbation.  She wondered how he would react when she told him all this.  Hopefully the training and conditioning she had subjected him to over the last few weeks, and his own masochistic tendencies, would ease his acceptance and it wouldn’t be too traumatic.
 
    
 
   Thinking these thoughts had the result that soon her orgasm exploded in her groin, John’s expert tongue ensuring that she rode the crest of the wave for quite a while as she gripped his head tightly between her thighs, screaming out in ecstasy and grinding against him, covering his face in her juices.
 
    
 
   John’s next task was to give her a full manicure and pedicure, she chose a vivid scarlet colour for the polish and was rather pleased with the outcome.  ‘It’s so much easier when you have someone to do it for you rather than you struggling to do it yourself,’ she mused, and she knew that John enjoyed looking up her long legs at her bald slit at every opportunity whilst doing her pedicure.
 
    
 
   When all this was done she allowed John to select her underwear for the day and he chose one of her best cream sets, very sexy, lacy and mostly transparent, with matching garter and seamed black stockings.  A short black skirt and white blouse, with black stiletto heels, completed the ensemble and she had to admit it, he had taste.  She looked absolutely stunning.
 
    
 
   She watched John shower and dress and they went out for lunch, driving out of Nottingham to a small village pub by the Trent.  It was a lovely warm and sunny day and they ate outside, watching the boats go about their business up and down the river, behaving just like any other couple, in fact, just like they had been before.
 
    
 
   Jenny didn’t want to be too long, she didn’t want to miss the parcel delivery, so they made their way back home mid afternoon.  By way of conversation in the car on the way back Jenny asked if he’d found any other interesting web sites whilst search for the CD.
 
    
 
   “Well, there was this particular site,” John replied, “it’s a fetish market that happens in Birmingham on the 3rd Sunday of each month called the Birmingham Bizarre Bazaar, so there’s one on tomorrow if you would like to go.  They have fetish equipment and clothing suppliers from all over, all under one roof, and you can view and touch the items before you buy.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds interesting, did you keep the details?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I bookmarked the web site.  We can have a look when we get home if you like?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you can show me.”
 
    
 
   So they whiled away the afternoon exploring the BBB site waiting for the parcel to be delivered.  Jenny was enthralled by the range of equipment and clothing that was available and decreed that they would go the next day.
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang and John answered, the courier stood there wanting a signature in exchange for the small parcel.  John signed, thanked him and closed the door, returning to the lounge with the parcel which he hesitantly handed to Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Well now, let’s have a look at this.”  Jenny took the parcel went and sat at the table, tearing it open to reveal a small box.  Opening the box lid she lifted out the contents.  As described, the box contained all the bits comprising the chastity device, rings, spacers, pins, brass padlock and the small clear plastic sheath into which John’s little willy would soon be locked.  It even had some plastic numbered padlocks which she knew from the blurb on the web site could be used when travelling through airports because they didn’t set the metal detector off.
 
    
 
   Jenny slotted all the bits together, marvelling at how it all slid easily into place and locked together with the padlock. She noted the effect that selecting different rings and spacers had, increasing or decreasing the space where his balls would go through and hang free from the device.  When she was happy with how it worked she turned to John and ordered him to strip.
 
    
 
   John was as intrigued by the device as Jenny and he wondered what it would be like to wear such a thing.  Could it really be worn for long periods, days, weeks, he wondered?  As he stripped off his clothes and folded them neatly he knew he would soon be finding out.
 
    
 
   “Go and fetch the lube from the play box and get the pack of ice cubes from the freezer.” Jenny ordered, eying John’s erection and thinking that it would be a problem that the ice would fix.
 
    
 
   John returned with the items and Jenny applied the lube to the opening of the enclosure whilst he pressed the ice bag wrapped in a towel to his crotch.  It was freezing cold and soon did the trick, he was as limp and small as he could get, and that, he thought sadly, was very small indeed.
 
    
 
   Jenny opened the hinged ring and placed it around his balls and cock next to his body, closing it up and pushing the centre pin through the hole to lock it closed.  She next selected one of the medium sized spacers and slid it onto the pin, then she picked up the enclose and fed John’s penis into it, locating the centre pin from the ring and the two pins on the enclosure into their respective holes, finishing off by passing the loop of the brass padlock through the small hole in the centre pin, ensuring that it was all securely locked together.  Looking into John’s eyes she snapped the padlock shut for the first time, delighting in the feeling it gave her to lock up another person’s sex, a man’s sex, to remove his freedom of access to such an intimate and personal part of himself, and she controlled the key.  Her pussy tingled and she could feel a dampness down there between her legs; she knew that John’s tongue was now required again.
 
    
 
   “H how long are you going to keep me locked up in this Mistress” John asked, worrying about what the answer would be.
 
    
 
   “Oh, not long darling” she replied, almost tenderly, sensing that he needed some encouragement.  “We’ll take it off again after 24 hours and make sure you’re not sore or anything.  I’ll even let you masturbate before it goes back on again,” she promised.
 
    
 
   John didn’t know really what to say. “Thank you Mistress,” was all that he could come up with.  Why was he thanking her for locking his cock up, he wondered?  It had been a thrill when she looked him in the eyes and clicked the lock shut though.  He had immediately started to erect but soon found that he couldn’t fully and that it started to hurt his cock, so he tried to think of something non-sexy to make it subside.
 
    
 
   “There is something now that I have to tell you John,” she looked squarely into his eyes, not wanting to miss the expression on his face when she told him.
 
    
 
   “What, Mistress?”
 
    
 
   “I have decided that from now on your little willy is not permitted in my pussy.  It’s never given me any pleasure in there and all it does is leave a mess inside me when you cum which I then have to clean up.  So your willy is being locked away so that I no longer have the bother of it, and from now on you will only cum through masturbation on the occasions when you are let out.”
 
    
 
   John’s face was a picture, the epitome of sadness, and she swore she could see a tear forming in the corner of his left eye.
 
    
 
   “B but.”
 
    
 
   “No buts, I have decided and I will accept no argument.  I don’t want to hear any complaint or I might just throw away the key and keep you locked up forever, not to mention the caning your ass will get.  So now, get down on your knees and thank me for locking your little willy up and then tell me why is it locked up?”
 
    
 
   John sank to his knees, a beaten man, no longer able to even touch his cock, let alone orgasm without his wife’s/Mistress’s permission and complicity.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress for chastising me,” he mumbled, unable to look her in the eye so keeping his gaze cast down.
 
    
 
   “Speak up,” Jenny ordered, “and look at me.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress for chastising me,” John repeated, forcing himself to look up into her beautiful face at her laughing eyes.  He felt so inadequate and powerless now, naked in front of her whilst she was fully clothed and with his cock locked up and inaccessible but still visible in its clear plastic prison.
 
    
 
   “And why have I chastised you?”
 
    
 
   “Because my little willy is so small that it gives you no pleasure inside you and it should be locked away so that you no longer have the bother of it.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  I will expect you to repeat that each time I lock you up from now on, so remember it.  Now, remove my panties, I have need of your expert tongue.”
 
    
 
   And so John was used once more for Jenny’s pleasure, selflessly bringing her to orgasm in the way that he loved doing, that he had always loved doing and always would love doing.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
    
 
   That evening they went out for a meal, going to their favourite Thai restaurant in the centre of Nottingham.  Jenny had dispensed for the evening with John having to call her Mistress, allowing him to use her proper name but still being mindful of needing to show her the proper respect and be a perfect gentleman.  The evening was pure purgatory for John, he had to cope with the memory of his oral servicing and the frustrations of his pent up horniness as his cock strained in its prison and didn’t seem to want to stop.  As the evening wore on his constant state of sexual arousal took its toll and his balls began to ache, making it nearly impossible to concentrate on making polite conversation, which didn’t go unnoticed by Jenny.
 
    
 
   In the car on the way home he plucked up the courage to broach the subject with Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Jen.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Would you let me out of this chastity device when we get home, I’m in pain?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, is it the CD that’s hurting, is it chaffing or something?  Perhaps we haven’t got the fittings right?” she replied, cunningly making him complicit in the fitting of the device.
 
    
 
   “No, it’s my balls, they ache terribly because I’ve been so horny today and not been allowed to cum.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, John, darling, I can’t go letting you out at every touch and turn just because you’re horny, can I?  If the CD was doing some physical damage then I would consider it, but this isn’t a good reason.  You should have stopped thinking about sex and you wouldn’t be in this state, and I saw you looking at the waitress, god knows what you were thinking about then.”
 
    
 
   “But, Jen..”
 
    
 
   “No buts, John,” Jenny was adamant that he would not be let out after him being such a poor dinner date, “I said 24 hours and I meant it.  Now don’t argue or I’ll make it 48 hours.”
 
    
 
   John bit his tongue and sulked, he didn’t want to go for 48 hours without being let out but he knew Jenny would do it if he pushed her.
 
    
 
   They both showered and went to bed early that night, Jenny was soon fast asleep but John had trouble getting off because of his testicles aching so badly.  However, nature won out eventually and he slept fitfully, waking up to a painful semi erection inside the CD around 6am.  At least the ache in his testicles had gone for now, he thought.
 
    
 
   He got up, showered and dressed, going down stairs to watch some early morning news before preparing breakfast for him and Jenny.  Jenny would take hers in bed, of course, and then she had to shower and get dressed in good time for them setting off to the Fetish Market in Birmingham, so he took hers up to her at 8am.  He figured that he would need an hour and half at the most to get to Birmingham and the market started at 11am, so if they left at 9:30am they should just be about right.
 
    
 
   It was 9:45 when they left and John pointed the car out through Clifton and Castle Donnington then hooking up with the M42 and M6 into Birmingham.  It took less time than he estimated because the traffic was light on Sunday morning and they arrived about 10:45.  It was a nice day so they parked up near the venue and went for a walk around the area.  They came across a pub that was part of a large chain where they knew that could get reasonable food, and marked it out for lunch later on.
 
    
 
   Eventually it was just after 11am and time to head for the market.  (Note from the editor: For a description of the fetish market visit the web site- www.brumbazaar.co.uk, or better still, pay a visit.)
 
    
 
   It was mid afternoon when they left for the drive back to Nottingham, Jenny had humiliated John remorselessly by telling the stall holders that he was her slave and that the toys they bought were mostly to use on him.  He loved it and his cock was again straining most of the day in its prison.  He realised as they drove home that his testicles were aching again but resolved not to complain or ask for release since he should be due for release anyway when they got home.
 
    
 
   Jenny ordered him to strip as soon as they walked through the door, sending him immediately up to shower and then put on his lingerie.  He returned down to join Jenny in the lounge, blushing as he entered the room dressed in his pink bra and panties.  Jenny had closed the curtains and stripped down to her lingerie too, standing in the middle of the room.  His eyes were drawn to the large dildo, one of the items purchased at the fetish market, sticking out obscenely from her groin, held in place by leather straps around her waist and between her legs.  It looked huge, and indeed it was compared to his little willy, being at least 7 inches long and fully 5 inches in circumference at its thickest part.
 
    
 
   “On your knees and crawl, sissy” she commanded as he entered the room.
 
    
 
   John immediately dropped to his knees and crawled towards her, the phallus protruding from her groin looming large as he approached.
 
    
 
   “Take it in your mouth and suck it!”
 
    
 
   John hesitated.  He had thought she had brought the strapon for him to use on her whilst chaste, he hadn’t contemplated this turn of events.  It didn’t seem right for him to suck, what amounted to, a big cock.  He wasn’t gay, why would she tell him to do this, he wondered?
 
    
 
   “Suck it!” Jenny demanded.
 
    
 
   John opened his mouth and tried to get the head in.  God it was big, he could barely manage it and his jaw was at full stretch.
 
    
 
   “That’s it sissy, suck the cock like a good little sissy slut should.”
 
    
 
   John was amazed at the sudden change in his wife, since they had got back she had gone in a matter of minutes from being more or less the old Jenny he had married to a domineering Dominatrix demanding he suck a cock.  He was slobbering as she slowly pushed in and out of his mouth by moving her hips, looking down at him and giggling at his predicament.
 
    
 
   “Yes, sissy, this is a cock.  Do you see the difference between this and yours?  Do you?”
 
    
 
   John tried to nod his head but was restricted by the huge phallus embedded several inches in his mouth, cutting off his airway.  He could only breath through his nose it was so large.
 
    
 
   “This is what’s been denied to me all these years, a big cock like this.”
 
    
 
   John wondered with some concern where this conversation was leading. 
 
    
 
   “I’m looking forward to you strapping it on and using it in my pussy, slave,” John felt relieved at this until she carried on, “and you will also be trained to take it in the ass over the coming weeks,” which made him shudder in apprehension.
 
    
 
   Jenny noticed that John now rarely argued with her when she told him how she was going to torment him in ways that a normal macho man would never accept.  He was getting used to being treated like this, trained to accept his fate at her hands, which was just what she wanted if her plans were to be fully realised.
 
    
 
   “Sissy needs some cum to eat after sucking the big cock, doesn’t she?” Jenny asked, again using the little girl voice she had used before which came across so sexy to John. The reference to him as a ‘she’ didn’t go unnoticed to John either and he felt humiliated at being thought of as female by his wife.
 
    
 
   She pulled out of his mouth and told him to fetch the white china saucer.
 
    
 
   “Ok, let’s unlock you little willy and see if you can fetch some cum for me,” again the little girl voice.  She sat in the big armchair and had John stand in front of her whilst she removed the chastity device.  “Are you sore anywhere?” she asked, handling his now erect and dripping cock and examining it closely.
 
    
 
   John was in heaven, “No, I don’t think so Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  You may begin.”
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long, given the state John was in, and soon he was spurting his cum harmlessly onto the saucer that Jenny held, his balls spasming over and over as his orgasm went on for what seemed like ages.  The puddle of cum in the saucer was quite large at the end of it.
 
    
 
   “Time for sissy’s reward after doing a good job sucking the big cock,” little girl voice Jenny sweetly said, “Kneel down and open up, sissy.”
 
    
 
   John accepted his fate without argument this time, and took his own cum in his mouth, holding it there as Mistress liked so that she could see it in his mouth before allowing him to swallow.  He was expecting the taste this time as this wasn’t his first time eating his own cum, but this seemed extra salty.  He wondered, strangely, if diet could affect the taste of cum, make it more or less salty depending on what you ate.
 
    
 
   “OK, go and shower again and wash the CD. When you return I’ll lock it on again, but this time it will be for 48 hours and I think I’m going to try a smaller ring, and then you can take care of my needs for the rest of the evening.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
    
 
   John went to shower and wash the CD.  ‘Such a cruel little device,’ he thought to himself as he went through the motions of cleaning it and himself.  He wasn’t very happy about being locked up for 48 hours, unable to even touch his cock or get an erection for all that time, but then, this was what he’d asked for, back then, at the beginning, in a round-about way.  He’d asked to be made to do things that he wouldn’t normally have considered doing, to have no option but to comply, to follow her orders unquestioningly.  Jenny was getting quite expert at doing that to him now, and with all that had been done, that she had done to him, and that he had done in compliance with her orders, he felt that it was now more or less impossible for him to say no to anything she demanded.
 
    
 
   He returned to the lounge where Jenny waited for him.  He had the cleaned CD in his hands and took it to her, resigned to his fate.
 
    
 
   “No, you put it on, just give me the lock.  And use the next smaller ring this time.” she instructed.
 
    
 
   John handed over the lock and assembled the CD, with the smaller ring, on his cock, once again enclosing it in its plastic prison.  When he finished he stood with his hands clasped behind him whilst Jenny slid the padlock through the hole in the locking pin and clicked it shut, looking into his eyes and with a big grin on her face as she did so.  John felt an electric thrill go through his body as the lock clicked shut, the click sounding disproportionately loud, as though amplified somehow.  Forty eight hours, two days, how would he cope?
 
    
 
   “OK, strap this on now and you can make love to me.”
 
    
 
   John took the large strapon dildo and fastened the straps around his waist and under his enclosed crotch.  Make love to her?  He wouldn’t feel a thing, he thought, but at least Jen will be pleasured, which was something he knew he would enjoy doing for her.
 
    
 
   “Now, lie down on the floor in the middle of the hearth rug and put your hands to your sides,” she instructed.
 
    
 
   Jenny removed her panties as John got into position and then she straddled his head, whilst facing his feet, and slowly lowered herself down.  John was enthralled at the sight of her pussy slowly lowering to his face and he knew what to do when it arrived. He began to pleasure her, flicking her clit with his tongue and feeling it respond to the stimulation.
 
    
 
   The Queening lasted a full 10 minutes before John felt her body begin to convulse and spasm in orgasm, her pussy juices running from her in streams into his mouth and over his face as she rocked back and forth making low moaning sounds of pleasure.
 
    
 
   Jenny had ridden John’s face many times but never before had she been presented with the view of a huge, hard cock springing from his groin.  She was fascinated watching it as he pleasured her, seeing it wave from side to side as he moved slightly, but standing up big and hard and proud.  As she looked at it she had imagined what it would be like when it finally slid into her pussy, filling her up and stretching her like she had never been stretched before.  The stimulation of her clit, the sight of the huge cock and her imaginings ensured that she was soon feeling the pleasure of an enormous orgasm, her nipples were as hard as bullets and felt like they were going to explode as she pinched and twisted them herself in the heights of her pleasure.
 
    
 
   After a few moments of rest, sitting down hard on John’s face to recover from her orgasm, she finally rose up to her feet, repositioned herself facing his head and this time straddling his hips.  She lowered herself down until the head of the dildo was pressing against her sopping pussy, guiding it to the opening with her right hand.
 
    
 
   ‘Here I go,’ she thought to herself, ’wow, it’s big.’  She hadn’t missed the irony about what they were doing now.  The last time they had laid together on the hearth rug like this it had been John’s little willy that had penetrated her, it was about the only time he had ever brought her to orgasm with it.  This large cock penetrating her now from John’s groin, promised to be much more satisfying, though, and no mess to clean up after, either.
 
    
 
   Slowly she began to lower herself even further onto the big cock, grateful for the lubrication that her recent orgasm had provided as the phallus stretched her cunt wider than it had ever been stretched before.  Slowly it slid deeper and deeper into her, making her gasp in pleasure as it filled her like nothing ever had before.
 
    
 
   John could see the pure ecstasy on Jenny’s face as she impaled herself on the dildo.  He didn’t know which thrilled him more, watching her face or watching the huge dildo sliding slowly into her lovely body, millimetre by millimetre.  He could almost imagine that the huge cock was actually his if it wasn’t for the fact that he could feel absolutely nothing except for her weight, pushing the dildo down into his groin because of the resistance to it sliding into her.
 
    
 
   She gasped as the final inch disappeared into her and her body started to shake in another orgasm.  She felt so stimulated, alive and full with the huge cock inside her, taking every last millimetre into her body as the orgasm ripped through her and she collapsed down hard onto John’s groin.  She grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts, needing him to stimulate her nipples to enhance her pleasure.
 
    
 
   She was making low animal groaning noises now and she started to lift up several inches and then back down again, each time going quicker and easier as her pussy muscles adapted to accommodate this new monster invader.  Eventually she leaned forward, face to face with John.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me!” she ordered urgently, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   John began to thrust his hips forward and back again, feeling nothing but accepting that the dildo was doing its job by the look of pure pleasure on Jenny’s face.
 
    
 
   “Faster,” she demanded as the thrusting monster took her to heights of pleasure and lust that she had never before experienced.
 
    
 
   John thrust faster, in and out, hoping he wasn’t hurting her but there was no sign of that as he looked into her pleasure contorted face in wonder.  He had never seen her like this and couldn’t believe that this woman, who was so obviously enjoying herself in such a wanton and animalistic way, was actually his wife.
 
    
 
   As the huge orgasm engulfed her she pressed her lips to John’s, her tongue seeking out his, grinding her lips against his in a long passionate kiss.  
 
    
 
   “I love you John.  Whatever happens, don’t ever forget that.”
 
    
 
   “I love you too, Jen, and I’d do anything to make you happy, anything.”
 
    
 
   “I know, baby, I know.” she said
 
    
 
   They lay together afterwards for a long time in a loving embrace, recovering from their exertions and both feeling the closeness that only two people who are deeply in love with each other can know.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
    
 
   There seemed to be an air of excitement around Jenny for the next few days.  John picked up on it and felt as if something momentous was soon about to happen, but couldn’t for the life of him think what it could be.  He asked Jenny about it one day but she claimed she didn’t know what he meant, but he still couldn’t shake the feeling.
 
    
 
   Jenny had thought she had hidden her excitement about the coming weekend from John, but obviously she hadn’t been all that successful.  She hated lying to him but it had to be done.  The next steps this weekend were crucial and she didn’t want anything to knock her off course and delay the realisation of all her future plans.  It was best if John didn’t know what was in store for him this weekend until it was presented to him as a ‘fait accompli’, with no chance for him to think about it.
 
    
 
   Jenny had got into a routine with John that week.  The CD stayed on for 2 days and was taken off on Tuesday for inspection of his flesh and cleaning, before being locked on again for a further 2 days until Thursday, off and inspected and cleaned and back on again, with the promise that the following week it would stay on for the whole week, which John wasn’t too happy about but was unable to argue.  For one, he could think of no convincing argument as to why it shouldn’t be as Jenny had ordained, except for him not being able to achieve orgasm, that is, but that was a selfish reason, he thought, and not one that he was comfortable using.  Not that he thought any argument would make any difference to Jenny’s decision to lock his cock up for the week anyway.
 
    
 
   She seemed to find some reason everyday to have him bent over the chair to receive a sound caning, picking up on every little thing that he did which didn’t please her, even the most trivial of things.  And whilst he was still bent over the chair she had been inserting the butt plugs they had bought at the fetish market into his ass, starting with the smallest one, but using a bigger one each day.  She made him leave it in all evening and even sleep with it in place.  By the end of the week he was having the largest one inserted each day.  It was almost as big as the strapon on dildo and stretched his ass to the point where he thought he would rip open.  But, of course, he didn’t, and eventually he began to feel more comfortable with it inside him as his sphincter muscles stretched to accommodate the invader.
 
    
 
   And of course, he was required to service Jenny each day, first with his tongue and then afterwards with the strapon in her pussy.  He loved watching the animal come out in her as he rammed the huge cock into the depths of her sopping pussy, it was a side of Jenny that he had never seen up until this point.  She really did love the huge phallus penetrating deep into her belly and was very vocal about the pleasure it gave her.
 
    
 
   “I want you to experience the same pleasure I get with this,” she had said one day to John’s horror, “So, soon you will also experience what it feels like to have this inside you.  We just need to prepare your ass a little first with the butt plugs,” she giggled, looking at the mortified look on John’s face.
 
    
 
   It was Friday evening and they had just eaten the meal John had prepared when he got home from work.  “Right, go and shower and come back down naked,” Jenny ordered as he finished doing the dishes from their meal.
 
    
 
   “Of course, Mistress,” for some reason John’s stomach lurched, he knew instinctively that whatever it was that he had been feeling was coming all week, was about to happen.  He went to do his bidding feeling like the proverbial lamb going to the slaughter.  When he returned back down to the lounge naked, apart from his CD, Jenny stood there with the cane in her hands.
 
    
 
   “Now, over the back of the dining chair.  Quickly,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   “Wah-what have I done wrong?” John asked, feeling that a caning at this point was a little unjust.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” replied Jenny, “I just feel like caning you.  I’m in that sort of mood.”
 
    
 
   Gulp. “Well, how many will I get?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t know yet.  Until I’m satisfied.”
 
    
 
   Jenny set about her task with gusto, creating the lovely red stripes across John’s ass in a matter of minutes.  She briefly wondered what it would feel like to have your ass so mistreated, how much pain it would cause, whether she could withstand such punishment.  Then she dismissed the idea, she had no intention of finding out.
 
    
 
   “What do you say?” Jenny asked as she finished.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress for punishing me, even though I don’t know what I’ve done I am obviously deserving of it.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you are.  Now, stand up with your arms at your sides.”
 
    
 
   “Open,” was all she said as she picked up the ball gag.  She put it in his mouth and fastened the strap around the back of his head.  Next she picked up the thigh to wrist cuffs, another purchase from the fetish market, and fastened them on, effectively securing his hands to his thighs.  A blindfold followed and a slave collar, then she attached a lead to the padlock of his CD, now he was completely helpless and could only follow as she pulled on the lead which transferred through the CD and wrenched on his balls.  He felt his long overcoat being draped around his shoulders in the hallway and wondered what it was for.  Surely she couldn’t be taking him outside like this, but he was unable to speak to ask her.  She led him into the kitchen and then he realised she was taking him through the adjoining door directly into the garage.
 
    
 
   “Get in and lie face down across the back seat as best you can,” Jenny ordered, “and mind your head getting in.” 
 
    
 
   He felt her hand on top of his head, pushing it down, guiding him into the back seat of the car.  He wanted to know what was happening, nothing like this had happened before, but all he could do was make unintelligible sounds.
 
    
 
   “Mmmnff”
 
    
 
   “Shhh, be quiet.  Do you trust me, John?  Nod your head if you do.”
 
    
 
   John nodded.
 
    
 
   “Good.  Now nothing horrible is going to happen, at least, not very horrible, and actually, who knows, you may even find that you enjoy it.  Just remember that I love you and what I’m going to do now is for the best for us both.”
 
    
 
   She shut the car door and he heard the garage door opening.  A few minutes later the car was moving, heading out of Nottingham in the early evening traffic.
 
    
 
   “You OK back there?” he heard Jenny ask from the driver’s seat.
 
    
 
   “Ggnnnf,” John replied, his ass stinging terribly from the caning.
 
    
 
   “Good, I know it’s not very comfortable but we won’t be long, we aren’t going far.  Just keep down where you are, we don’t want anyone to see you like that, do we?”
 
    
 
   “Hhrmmff.”
 
    
 
   After about 20 minutes of driving John could tell that the car had turned off the fast A road and was travelling slower on a more twisty and uneven road.  He desperately wanted to know where Jenny was taking him like this and was worried about what would happen when they got there, he was hardly dressed for visiting friends, but he had no choice but to trust her as he had indicated that he did.
 
    
 
   Jenny drove along the familiar country lane that brought her to the quaint, sleepy little village where her mother lived, mentally rehearsing what she was going to say to John when they got there.  She thought of him naked in her mother’s presence and could hardly suppress a giggle as she realised how embarrassed John would be.  He was certainly going to learn a few lessons in humility in her mother’s hands this weekend.   She regretted the lies she was going to tell him about why she was leaving him with her mother this weekend, but now wasn’t the right time to tell him the truth, after the weekend things would be easier.
 
    
 
   Jenny pulled up outside her mother’s large detached stone cottage on the outskirts of the village.  The approach to the house was secluded and not overlooked by any other properties or from the road, which was ideal for the present situation.
 
    
 
   “John, you can sit up now.”
 
    
 
   John struggled to sit up without the use of his hands but eventually he got there, wincing as he sat on his sore ass.
 
    
 
   Once John was sitting up, Jenny continued.
 
    
 
   “I’m going away for the weekend with Abi from work.  We’re going down to London to take in a show and do some sightseeing but that leaves me with the problem of what to do with you.  I’ve decided that I can’t leave you alone at home, it wouldn’t be right, and so I’m going to leave you with someone, let’s call this person your responsible adult.”
 
    
 
   What was she saying, John thought?  Responsible adult?  He wasn’t a child, he could look after himself for a weekend.  Who was she leaving him with dressed, or rather not dressed, like this?  He was beginning to panic a little as his imagination took control.
 
    
 
   “Quusnmmffd,” was all he could manage.
 
    
 
   Jenny got out of the car and opened the rear door, helping John out to stand next to her.
 
    
 
   “This really is for the best,” she said, “it will save a lot of problems and fall outs in the future, and it will make me very happy to see you both getting along at last.”
 
    
 
   With that she removed the blindfold.
 
    
 
   It took a second or two for John’s eyes to adjust to the brightness and realise where he was.
 
    
 
   “Eeerrrnnn.” John was shaking his head, eyes wide in horror.  No, she couldn’t do this to him, he thought, now he was really starting to panic.
 
    
 
   Jenny put her arms around him and pulled him close, kissing him on the lips “Sshh, baby,” she tried to comfort him, “it’s only for the weekend and I’ve got to leave you with someone.  Mother will make a perfect responsible adult to look after you, and it’s very kind of her to offer, given your past history.  She’s looking forward to forging a new, more congenial relationship with you.  Now come on, let’s go in, and John, I will expect from now on that you will treat mother with the same respect that you show me.”  There was a hint of a threat in her voice.
 
    
 
   With that Jenny lifted a small bag out of the foot well, John could see the cane sticking out of the top of it and correctly deduced it was a bag of ‘toys’, took hold of the lead attached to John’s CD and pulled him toward the large oak door, John doing his best to resist but unable to do anything but follow or have his balls ripped off, so he followed.
 
    
 
   Jenny opened the door and pulled him inside, stopping in the large entrance hall to remove John’s coat from his shoulders, leaving him standing naked in his Mother-in-Laws hall, and hung it up on the coat stand where it had hung many times before.  Whilst that was a familiar sight, John’s nakedness in her mum’s hall certainly wasn’t, and she couldn’t help but feel a tingle of pleasure between her thighs at the eroticism of the situation.  Soon mother would see him, naked for the first time, bound, gagged and chastised, and he would be so embarrassed and humiliated.  Well, he did ask for it, after all.  He should be grateful that she was fulfilling his deepest desires, how many wives would do that?
 
    
 
   “Hello mother, only me.” Jenny called out.  
 
    
 
   “Kneel,” she ordered as she heard her mother approaching from the other side of the house.  John knelt on the hard cold tiled hall floor, kneeling erect as he knew was expected, not back on his haunches, blushing in embarrassment at his predicament.  He wholeheartedly wished for the ground to open and swallow him up right then.
 
    
 
   A door opened at the end of the hall and Cynthia Morgan came through it.  She instantly saw Jenny standing next to her naked and gagged husband, who was kneeling patiently on the floor, looking at her with, what could only be described as, abject terror.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, darling, how nice to see you again so soon.”  They hugged and kissed in greeting, Cynthia completely ignoring John kneeling quietly beside Jenny and feeling like he wanted to die more than anything else in the world. “You’re looking absolutely radiant, something must be agreeing with you.  Come on into the lounge and sit down and you can tell me what your plans are for the weekend.  You’re going away for the weekend, with.. er ... Abi, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, mother, Abi.” Jenny confirmed as she picked up the bag again and followed her mother into the living room, pulling John up to his feet with the lead to follow behind.
 
    
 
   Cynthia sat in a comfortable chair with her back to a large window overlooking the neatly maintained rear garden, indicating to Jenny to take a seat opposite her.  There was no other furniture nearby and John was once again ordered to kneel beside Jenny on the carpet and next to the bag of ‘toys’, facing Cynthia Morgan, full frontal and kneeling erect, with his hands locked to his thighs and no ability to cover himself from her gaze.
 
    
 
   He tried desperately to avoid looking at her but he could feel her eyes on him, taking in her son-in-laws naked and helpless state.  He briefly looked up from his intent study of the carpet pattern and noticed that she was staring straight at him with a malicious grin on her face as she conversed with Jenny.
 
    
 
   “So, you and Abi are off to London for the weekend then?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, we plan to take in a show and do some sightseeing, you know, the Tower, Natural History Museum, V&A, etc.”
 
    
 
   They went on to discuss the trip a little more, but the discussion was entirely for John’s benefit.  Jenny had completely different plans to those they were discussing, and Cynthia Morgan knew full well what they were.  It gave her a great deal of satisfaction knowing that she was being complicit in Jenny’s deceit and what it would mean for John.
 
    
 
   “Anyway, mother, must go.  Got a train to catch and Abi will be waiting.  You’re sure, now, that you’re happy for me to leave John in your charge for the weekend?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, dear, that’s no problem at all.  I’m sure we’ll get along just fine.”
 
    
 
   “Well, OK.  There are some things in this bag for you, you’ll probably find need to use them on him over the course of the weekend, we’ve already discussed what you need to do and what your options are.  I’m sure John will love it, some of the toys are his favourites.  He really loves the cane, you know, and you’ll find him very thankful and compliant afterwards.”
 
    
 
   John knelt there listening to their conversation, they were discussing him as though he wasn’t actually there, as though he was meaningless, invisible.  Jenny was divulging, had obviously already divulged, some of his deepest kinky desires to her mother as though it was of no consequence to him, and was doing it now in his presence.  He felt completely humiliated and betrayed by his wife and dreaded what was to come after she left for her trip.
 
    
 
   “Anyway, must dash.  Don’t want to be late and miss my train.”
 
    
 
   “Before you dash off let me have a better look at my charge for the weekend.”
 
    
 
   Jenny giggled and looked down at John kneeling patiently at her side.
 
    
 
   “Go over to mother and stand and slowly turn around so that she can inspect you,” Jenny ordered, “and John, don’t forget, treat mother with the same respect and deference as you treat me.”
 
    
 
   John walked on his knees over to stop in front of Cynthia Morgan, just two feet away, naked and helpless, embarrassed and humiliated beyond words.  He bent carefully, maintaining his balance as best he could without the use of his hands, and kissed both of her feet where they emerged from her black patent leather stilettos.
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s an improvement in attitude for a start, you useless little worm.” Cynthia was enjoying herself immensely.  She watched with a huge grin on her face as John struggled to stand up but eventually he stood there with his imprisoned cock just inches from her face and clearly visible in its plastic cage trying to get fully erect.
 
    
 
   ‘Noooo,’ thought John, ‘this is all wrong.  I shouldn’t be getting an erection because my mother-in-law is looking at my cock.’  John had to admit that Cynthia wasn’t altogether unattractive, for her age she looked quite good and John imagined that, like Jenny, in her younger day she had turned many heads.  Now, getting into middle age she still had a certain appeal which wasn’t all down to expensive grooming and clothes.  
 
    
 
   He began to rotate on the spot slowly, showing her everything, every minute detail of his naked body.  He felt exposed and demeaned at being treated as a piece of meat to be inspected.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m glad to see that my daughter has disciplined you well before you came as I asked her to.  I would really hurt to get more on top of that,” she smirked, thinking that was exactly what was going to happen after Jenny had gone.
 
    
 
   “I really must go now mother or I’ll miss my train.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, dear, I’ll see you to the door.  Kneel and stay,” Cynthia ordered as though she had been doing it for years.
 
    
 
   John sank back down to his knees.  ‘So that’s why Jenny caned me before leaving, she had requested it,’ John thought and he felt betrayed by his wife, that she would do such a thing to him to please her mother.
 
    
 
   Jenny and her mother got up from their seats and headed towards the hall, leaving John kneeling there naked on her mother’s living room carpet, dribbling pre-cum from his chastity device.  He would very soon be alone with her, helpless and completely at her mercy, and he was dreading it.  He was gagged, naked, bound, and his cock was locked in a plastic prison.
 
    
 
   He was effectively muzzled, in more ways than one.
 
    
 
    
 
   ------------“-----------
 
   


 
   
  
 

Preview of Book 3
 
    
 
   In Book 3 both Jenny and her mother work to further tighten Jenny’s control of John with more humiliating tasks and situations dished out by the both of them.  He is finally cuckolded but doesn’t realise it straight away, and Jenny also makes moves to mend John’s broken relationship with his sister, Zoe.
 
    
 
    
 
   An extract from the beginning of Book 3.
 
    
 
   It was early Friday evening on a warm summer’s day.  The building was a hotel, which was part of a well known hotel chain, and was situated in the centre of Nottingham.  The hotel room that the couple had checked in to on the 8th floor was brightly lit with the curtains drawn, closing out the lovely evening sunshine, and the couple on the bed were naked, except that the woman still wore suspender and black seamed silk stockings.  The man was lying on his back and the woman was sitting astride his hips, just coming down from one of the most pleasurable orgasms of her life as the man played with her bullet like nipples, squeezing and twisting them between his thumb and forefinger.
 
    
 
   He had just cum himself, it hadn’t took long, the woman’s pussy was very tight around his huge cock, providing ample friction and stimulation to ensure that he came quickly.  Not that it would have taken long anyway, he had lusted after her for a long time but up until just recently she had always rebuffed his advances.  She was one notch on his belt that he thought he would never get from amongst his little harem of luscious ladies at the place where he worked.  It was like all his birthdays had come at once when one day she had suddenly accepted his rather crude proposal for an evening out.
 
    
 
   “How about a nice dinner in a fancy restaurant then off to a hotel room for a shag?” was how he put it, never expecting she would even consider it for a minute, which is why he put it so crudely.  It was his little game to shock and embarrass her if he couldn’t fuck her.
 
    
 
   But, to his amazement, she had said yes and later that evening as he unwrapped his birthday present he marvelled at how gorgeous she was, her body firm, and pert and perfect.
 
    
 
   OK, so she was married, but that made it even better for him, shagging another man’s wife, feeling her cum in ecstasy on his rather well proportioned cock, was good sport and quite a sexual thrill for him.
 
    
 
   The woman was fully satiated and drained by the experience.  He had stretched her pussy beyond what she thought she could take and then pounded her like a sledgehammer for what seemed like ages before she managed to get him to change positions to how they were now.  Being on top gave her a certain amount of control over the copulation and she could dictate the pace.
 
    
 
   They had both cum more or less at the same time, him straining hard to get his entire huge cock as deep into her pussy as possible and shoot his load, filling her belly, this other man’s wife’s belly, with his thick creamy semen, her pussy rhythmically contracting, milking every last drop of cum from his balls.
 
    
 
   She had gasped at the power of the jets of cum, splashing hard against her cervix so deep was his cock.  She could feel each hot, liquid, jet hitting her, filling her up inside, and for the first time she didn’t actually mind that she was full of cum that would be dribbling out of her for hours.
 
    
 
   Her phone on the bedside table beeped twice.  She reached over to get it, not wanting to dislodge the thick plug that was filling her pussy, still savouring the glorious feeling of having such a monster cock inside her at last.
 
    
 
   She sat there on him, his cock still buried deep inside her as she opened the MMS and started watching the video.  Suddenly she burst out laughing, not missing the irony of what she was doing compared to what she was seeing on the video message.
 
    
 
   The man grabbed the woman’s phone and looked at what she was laughing about and then started laughing too.  “Small dicked looser,” was all he could say between fits of near hysterical laughter himself.
 
    
 
    
 
   ....................................
 
    
 
   


  
 

List of the main characters.
 
   Please note that people and names are fictional and do not intentionally represent any person either past or present, if they do, it is entirely coincidental.
 
    
 
   Jenny Mason:
 
   Main female character.  Gorgeous and sexy, John's wife, and novice dominatrix.  A little naïve sexually but learning fast.  Wants kids but John can't give her them.
 
    
 
   John Mason:
 
   Main male character.  Jenny's husband and submissive.  Sperm count too low to get Jenny pregnant. Wants Jenny to dominate and spank him. Hates his Mother-In-Law whom he thinks of as vicious tongued old harridan.
 
    
 
   Zoe Mason:
 
   John's younger sister. Not married. Estranged from John who had made her life a bit of a misery whilst growing up by bullying and teasing her, and generally arguing and falling out, as only siblings can.
 
    
 
   Cynthia Morgan:
 
   Jenny's mother.  In her early 50's but still attractive in an classical ‘older woman’ sort of way, reasonable figure given her age but running a bit to the plump side. Disapproves immensely of John, thinks he’s not good enough for her daughter, often gets into bitter arguments with him. Quite a dominant personality, ruled the roost in her own household when Ron was alive, but not in a BDSM way.
 
    
 
   Ron Morgan:
 
   Jenny's dad.  Died shortly after being made redundant at 52. Long suffering in marriage to Cynthia, lost himself in model aeroplane model making to escape.
 
    
 
   Abigail (Abi):
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Married but had an affair with their boss Steve.
 
    
 
   Debbie:
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Still single and playing the field.  Likes men with big cocks and immediately ditches those who don't measure up.
 
    
 
   Sarah:
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's. Happily married.
 
    
 
   Charlotte:
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Single and overweight with no man in her life.  Old school friend of Zoe's and knows John from then too.
 
    
 
   Ms Abrahams:
 
   John's old English teacher. Spanked John with the long board ruler for misbehaviour in class and unwittingly got him interested in spanking.
 
    
 
   Clare:
 
   Jenny and John’s neighbour, two doors down.  Plain of features but with a reasonable body and breasts.  Married with two small kids. 
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