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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 embarked on a lifestyle change from vanilla to Femdom/malesub after John asked Jenny to spank him.  Jenny seized on the opportunity as a means to an end, a way to right some of the shortcomings in their marriage, but John is blissfully unaware of her long term plans, he just finds that more and more control of his life is being taken away and given to Jenny.
 
   So, at this stage Jenny is really getting into the BDSM scene and is truly enjoying her Dominatrix role.  Meanwhile, John is sinking deeper and deeper into his submissive role as her obedient slave.  He is now, more or less, beyond turning back from the complete power exchange that Jenny has worked toward from the outset in order to change a few things for the better, well, better for her anyway.  But John loves what Jenny is doing, it’s really what he wants, what he has always wanted, ever since he first masturbated over some BDSM porn on the internet where a strong, dominant woman spanked a submissive man and then made him worship her feet.
 
   Granted, the power exchange had quickened exponentially, far faster than he had expected or bargained for, and some of the things he had been made to do, or had been done to him, were a little more embarrassing and humiliating than he was ready for at the time but he had managed to get through them and actually felt proud that he was able to show such selfless, blind, obedience to Mistress Jenny, as he now thought of his wife.
 
   His latest trial, however, was extremely difficult for him.  Jenny had wickedly left John with her mother for the weekend, she had left him naked, gagged, bound and vulnerable in the living room of her mother’s country home.  Jenny had also left a bag of ‘toys’ for her mother to use on him as she saw fit during his stay.  John, and Jenny’s mother, had previously always had a very poor relationship, usually ending with bitter rows whenever they saw each other, so John felt completely betrayed by Jenny leaving him with her, unable to defend himself against the cruel, bitter, sadistic retribution he knew must surely come now that she had ultimate power and control over him.
 
   “’Welcome to my parlour’ said the spider to the fly,” was the thought that that was running round and round in John’s head as he waited patiently, but with much apprehension, for Cynthia Morgan to return to the living room after seeing Jenny off.  His last vestiges of self respect had now gone, and along with it any fight that he still had left, since Jenny had presented him to her mother, naked as he was, and she had inspected him, every intimate part of his naked body presented to her withering, disdainful gaze.
 
   Meanwhile, Jenny is rather pleased with how things were working out and her long term plans are now starting to fall into place.  John is becoming more and more submissive as each week goes by and although she still loves him as a person she is thinking of him more and more as a slave and servant whose sole purpose is her pleasure, to be used and tormented for her enjoyment.  She has put an end to his ability to cum when he pleases by chastising him and he is no longer permitted to have sexual intercourse with her, thus removing an act of union that she was beginning to think of more and more as a messy chore.
 
   Leaving him with her mother was another major milestone in her plans, not only would it solve the problem of the incessant rows between the two of them once and for all, but it was another step in pushing John further down the slippery slope to the complete submission and complete unquestioning obedience to her that she needed for her final few plans to fall unchallenged into place.
 
   The next one of them was to get laid by a man with a real cock, a cock that was of generous proportions that could truly satisfy her as John’s could not.  She wanted to get fucked good and proper, to be driven wild with animal lust by a huge cock reaming out her longing pussy before filling her belly with copious amounts of thick, creamy cum.  And she knew just the man for the job.
 
   Yes, this weekend John would unknowingly become a cuckold and if mother did her job well then she may even be able to tell him about it before too long without any major repercussions, just acceptance that that is the way of things now and that he has no right to expect Mistress Jenny to keep herself only for him anymore.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 1
 
   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.  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.
 
   Earlier that day......................
 
   On leaving her mother’s cottage Jenny drove as quickly as she could back into the centre of Nottingham, not to meet Abi for the train to London, that was just a deception for John’s benefit, but to meet her date for the evening, the man that was about to get very lucky, she thought breathlessly, hardly able to contain herself at the thought of what she would be doing very, very soon.  Her pussy was already moist in anticipation and such was the extent of the moistness that she hoped it wouldn’t show as a damp patch on the back of her plain yellow summer dress when she got out of the car.  The dress accentuated her figure and she knew it made her look good.  And so did John, that’s why he had picked it for her this morning when she had asked him to select something nice for her to wear for the day.  Little did he know that another man would reap the benefit of his excellent choice!
 
   Jenny parked up in the hotel car park and rummaged in her handbag for the contraceptive pill packet to double check that she’d taken today’s, she didn’t want any slip ups at this stage.  She went on the pill when she and John married, thinking to wait a while before starting a family.  Little did she know then that they weren’t actually required because John couldn’t give her a child due to his low sperm count.  When she had conceived her plan to enjoy the pleasures of a cock somewhat larger than John’s she had secretly started taking the pill again.  Satisfied that she had taken her pill for the day she stepped out of the car, locked it and hurried in to the hotel, quickly locating the bar where she was to meet her boss and soon to be lover, Steve.
 
   Although as a person Steve had many personality traits she despised and when he had tried to pick her up previously she had always rebuffed him, sometimes quite rudely, her measure of him had taken on a slightly more favourable conviction since she had learned of his rather huge cock from her friend Abi.  She had decided that he was to be the first, other than John, to stick his cock into her, given the pleasure that Abi had told her such a huge cock could bestow.  John had met Steve several times at office Christmas parties and she knew he had little time for him – crude, chauvinistic asshole - was how John described him, usually as he steered Jenny quickly away from him and his leering gaze.  Jenny knew that all this would make it far worse for John to accept that she was having sex with him so she needed to prepare the ground carefully before he was allowed to know, assuming, that is, that she kept the relationship on after this first time.
 
   He was waiting at the bar when she walked in, suited and booted and looking rather smug with himself.  He kissed her cheek in greeting and ordered gin and tonics for them both and they headed off to sit in a secluded booth where they could talk.
 
   “Wow, you look nice tonight,” he said, looking her lustfully up and down as they arrived at the table, noting her bare tanned legs and that she was braless and her nipples were pleasingly erect.
 
   “Thank you,” Jenny replied, “you’re looking rather smart yourself.”
 
   “Well, for such a beautiful lady as yourself it’s worth going the extra mile.  Where do you want to eat?” he asked.
 
   “Flattery will get you everywhere,” Jenny smiled sweetly, and then, in a businesslike fashion, “but actually, I’ve already eaten so let’s dispense with food, shall we?”
 
   “OK, I’m good with that.  I have a room booked, shall we go up?” Steve openly leered and slid his arm possessively around her waist, pulling her close to kiss her lips.
 
   “Not just yet, let’s talk for a while, I have some things I’d like to say first,” Jenny replied, avoiding his kiss and pulling away to sit down.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   “Yes, look Steve, we work together and as you know I am married.  We have to be discreet and I want your word that this won’t get out.  I don’t want to be the subject of tea room gossip at work, so the price you have to pay for this is to keep it secret between us.  If you can do that then we can be work colleagues but also, occasionally, work colleagues with benefits if you catch my drift.  For the record, I love my husband very much and I don’t want our affair to become known to him or anyone else.  If it does then this will be the last.  Do you understand what I’m saying?”
 
   “Yes, I understand, Jenny.  I’ve been with enough married women to know when to keep my mouth shut,” Steve replied, putting on a hurt, butter wouldn’t melt look that he had found usually worked with the ladies to win them over to his side.
 
   “I know that.  No one knew about you and Abi until she let it slip.  That’s why I’m here tonight.  If I thought for a moment that you went around bragging about your err... conquests, then you wouldn’t get this chance with me today.”
 
   “But if you love your husband so much, why are you here with me now?”
 
   “Well, there are several reasons that I don’t really want to go into, but basically John is rather less endowed than I’ve heard you are, in fact, he’s rather less endowed than most men.  A woman has her needs and unfortunately John cannot fully satisfy mine in that respect.”
 
   “I see,” Steve grinned, “just how small is his dick then?”
 
   “Well, let’s just say that he’s tiny.” Jenny giggled, holding up her right hand with all fingers bent into her palm except her little pinky.
 
   “Ohh, poor you,” Steve laughed, “well, I think I can probably beat that and give you the fuck of your life along with it.  Shall we go up now?”
 
   “Ok, but remember what I’ve said, this must be kept secret.”
 
   “Don’t worry, Jenny, I can be discrete and I’m not about to spoil things with you.  I really like you and hope that we can make this a regular thing.”
 
   They finished their drinks and left the bar, heading for the lobby and the lifts, Steve with his arm possessively around Jenny’s waist, as if ushering her so that she had no opportunity to back out, but Jenny had no intention of doing so.  They rode the lift to the eighth floor and entered the room using the key card that Steve produced from his pocket.
 
   Jenny walked over to the window and looked out over the city, it was a lovely clear summer’s evening and she could clearly see Nottingham castle on top of the hill to the west.  She felt Steve come up close behind her and then his left hand coming from behind and cupping her left breast whilst his right hand slid up her leg and into her panties, his middle finger seeking out and sliding into her cunt as he kissed her neck.  Jenny started to tingle all over at his touch and in anticipation of the monster cock she could feel pressing into her rear.  This was the first time a man other than John had ever touched her in such an intimate way and she was very sexually excited.
 
   “Wow, you’re wet down there,” he whispered, crudely thrusting his finger deep into Jenny’s pussy and out again, amazed at how slick and easy to penetrate she was already.  ‘She must be gagging for it’ he mused.
 
   “Let’s get on the bed and fuck,” he said, sliding her yellow dress off her shoulders so that it dropped to the floor.
 
   She reached up and drew the curtains closed, shutting out the sunlight, then turned to face him, their lips meeting in an animal, passionate embrace.
 
   Later ..................
 
   “Small dicked looser,” he gasped, between fits of hysterical laughter.
 
   “Hey, don’t call him that.” Jenny complained, getting off his impaling member and laying on the bed beside him.
 
   “What? Small dicked?”
 
   “No, the other.  He’s not a looser, he’s my husband, don’t forget that.”
 
   “Well, it’s funny anyway.  He always seemed a stuck up arrogant bastard whenever I met him at works parties, always dragging you away from me as soon as I got you to myself.  He sure don’t look so stuck up and arrogant now though!” Steve laughed. “Who’s he with and how’d they get him to do that while they filmed him?”
 
   Jenny decided the time was right to tell Steve a little bit more about her and John’s new relationship.  “Well, you know how I told you that his cock is very small?”
 
   “Yeah”
 
   “Well, so that he is under no illusion that he can stick it in me ever again, or any other woman for that matter, I’ve locked his cock up in a chastity device.  Occasionally he’s let out and allowed to masturbate, just to keep things healthy down there.  Today is the day he is scheduled to be released and hence what you see him doing on the video.”
 
   “Fuck. Poor guy.” Steve laughed, “Well, who’s he with, who filmed him?”
 
   “Oh, that’s mother.  She must have thought it funny to humiliate him by filming him wanking and sending the video to me.  It’s funny to think that whilst my husband is wanking himself off in front of my mother, I’m here with you and your monster cock is filling my pussy with cum,” Jenny giggled.
 
   “God, Jenny, your mother?  You’re one kinky woman, you know that don’t you?”
 
   “Hmmm,” Jenny giggled, “you don’t know the half.”
 
   “What do you mean by that?”
 
   “Well, I know you especially get off on having sex with married women, don’t you?”
 
   “Yeah, it’s quite a turn on for me to shag another man’s wife.  I know I’ve get a big cock and I know that I can make them squeal and cum like their husbands never could.  You’d be amazed at how grateful they are afterwards.”
 
   “Yes, well, that’s as maybe.  But would it turn you on even more if you could shag a man’s wife whilst he’s forced to watch?”
 
   “Whooooa. That is kinky!  That would be unbelievably horny, having him watch as I shagged his wife and made her squeal with pleasure like he could never make her.  What a turn on to look him in the eyes as I pumped her full of my cum.  Promise me you’ll do it.”
 
   “Well, in good time, perhaps.  Now, let’s see if we can get this hard again.”  For the first time in her life Jenny took a man’s cock and, even though it was still wet and smelled of both their bodily fluids from their recent copulation, she took it in her mouth and began to suck some life back into it.  She was amazed at how big it grew in her mouth, stretching her jaw and making it ache, but the end result was well worth it, she thought as she lay back and spread her legs wide to accommodate him once more.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
   As Jenny drove away to her date she closed the door and a shiver of excitement shook Cynthia Morgan’s trim but middle aged body.  At last, she had the upper hand with him, her daughter’s husband, and she was going to make him suffer much pain and humiliation as retribution for all of the rows they’d had over the years and for the fact that he’d married Jenny when she’d made it clear that she was against it from the start.  Oh, how she was looking forward to this weekend.
 
   When Jenny had first started telling her about their lifestyle change she had thought it was a very strange thing to do.  She had trouble getting her head around it and actually thought that her daughter had gone a little bit mad and was making it all up.  After all, what man would want to be treated that way by his wife, or anyone else for that matter?
 
   But as they talked and Jenny explained it all as best she could, Cynthia began to see the possibilities and opportunities for them both.  She came to the conclusion that John was such a useless worm it was what he deserved, and she now viewed Jenny with renewed respect for seizing the opportunity that his fetish presented, and for making it about her, and her needs, rather than just John’s rather pathetic need to be spanked.
 
   And so, all the planning and research they had both done over the last few weeks had led to this weekend.  She had to admit, she thought she was a woman of the world but her eyes had been opened by some of the things she had found on the internet concerning the female domination of a useless male.  She had wondered if she dare try some of the things and had broached the subject in a roundabout way with Jenny, he was her husband, after all.
 
   Jenny knew immediately the point that her mother was getting at.  “Look, mum, whilst he’s with you he is yours to do with as you will.  Whatever you want him to do, just order him to do it and he’ll comply.  By the way, he’s now quite expert with his tongue!” Jenny had sniggered.
 
   Cynthia Morgan remembered feeling a familiar tingle between her legs at that last comment.  It had been a long time since she had felt that and she realised that she missed it and wanted it again, but could she?  With him?  Clearly she had some inner daemons she had to lay to rest first.
 
   She opened the door to the lounge and stood looking at him, kneeling patiently and naked in front of her chair exactly where she had left him, looking demurely down at the floor.  She felt her chest flutter with excitement, like a teenage girl about to go on her first date.  Slowly she walked over and sat in the chair in front of him, taking in his nakedness and his little willy in its plastic prison straining desperately to get hard and losing the battle, she noted with amusement.
 
   “Look at me,” she snapped after he had respectfully bent and kissed both of her feet.
 
   John looked up from the floor into her eyes, he could see the mirth and the glee all mixed into one in those deep blue eyes and felt afraid.  Afraid of what came next, of the unknown of what would happen to him this weekend with her!  He was powerless to do anything about it, which on the one hand made him angry, angry at Jenny for putting him in such a humiliating position but on the other hand, revelling in the helplessness of it all.  It was, after all, what he had told Jenny he loved, being powerless to do anything about his situation, having no self determination, no self will, able only to comply.  And that was why his cock was giving him away and futilely straining to erect.
 
   Suddenly, like a striking Cobra, Cynthia lashed out, slapping him resoundingly on his left cheek and almost knocking him over.
 
   “Oohh, you wouldn’t believe how much I enjoyed doing that,” she said, a look of pure malicious triumph on her face, “it’s been deserved for such a long time and now I’m able to do it.”
 
   Again, this time using her other hand, she slapped him on the right cheek, noting with satisfaction that both cheeks now had a pleasing red hand mark on them.
 
   Cynthia sat back and contemplated her next move, fixing John with a piercing, all knowing, malicious stare, and noting with amusement that he physically started squirming in front of her.
 
   “Ok, get up and go around the back of that armchair and bend over it,” she instructed, pulling the cane out of the toy bag Jenny had left.
 
   John reluctantly did as he was told, knowing the inevitability of what was coming.  His mother-in-law was going to cane to his naked ass and he knew there would be no holding back on her part.  And he was going to let her do it because he no longer had that choice to say no, he had no say in the matter whatsoever.  Soon his ass, as well as his face, was going to sting painfully by her doing.
 
   John lay over the back of the armchair awaiting his punishment, his hands still locked to his thighs, the tips of his toes touching the floor and his face almost touching the seat of the chair, his ass completely exposed and vulnerable, completely defenceless for what was to come.
 
   There was pure venom in her voice.  “Look at you, you miserable excuse for a man, willingly waiting for your mother-in-law to cane your bare ass, not even a flicker of reluctance or resistance.  A real man would never let himself be treated this way, but then, you’re not a real man, are you?  You haven’t even got a real cock and you certainly can’t bring a woman pleasure with it like a man could.”
 
   John remembered how he and Cynthia used to argue and fall out before, and it wouldn’t take much to set it off back then, but she had never said anything so hurtful and vindictive as what she had just said.  But he found that he was accepting it, even agreeing with her in his mind, it was all true, he realised.  Now that he could no longer avoid the subject by arguing and starting a blazing row with her, he realised that he was accepting his failings as a man, and it felt strangely good to do so.
 
   He felt her presence close behind him and he flinched as he felt her lightly touch the skin of his bare ass, thinking momentarily that it was the first strike of the cane.
 
   “Nervous?” she asked, sniggering quietly to herself, “You should be, I’m gonna cane you good and it’s gonna be wonderfully satisfying for me.”
 
   He heard her experimentally swish the cane through the air, getting the feel of it.  She played tennis regularly and had a very good forearm smash so she was sure she would be able to swing some devastating blows to his ass.
 
   John suddenly felt the searing pain of the first strike to his ass, extremely well targeted and crossing the middle of both cheeks.  He was stunned by the power of it, the pain was more than he thought he could bear and he desperately wanted his hands to be free so that he could cover his ass cheeks and sooth the pain away, but they were locked firmly to his thighs and useless to him.  The second blow landed, a little lower than the first but with no less powerful intensity.  The pain was incredible, especially on top of the previous caning that Jenny had administered before they left home.  He began to cry with the pain, knowing there was nothing he could do to prevent it, and wondered if he would get through the punishment without passing out.  He didn’t even know how many strokes he was going to get, he realised.
 
   Cynthia was enjoying herself immensely and was surprised at how wet her pussy was becoming as she administered the caning punishment to her son-in-law’s bare, upturned ass.  She had never in her wildest dreams imagined she would one day be doing this to him and found it so satisfying after all the bad blood between them.  She continued the caning, noting that he was becoming more and more distressed, with each stroke muted sobs were coming from behind the ball gag in his mouth.  She felt empowered that she could make a grown man cry so easily and very satisfied that it was this particular grown man who was crying.  However, at around the 15 mark she decided to end the punishment, not because she wasn’t enjoying it any more but because she realised she was laying the blows on rather heavily, such was her inexperience.  His ass was showing signs of the skin breaking up, with ugly purple welts appearing now with each blow and she wasn’t a really sadistic person, she didn’t want to make his ass bleed or mark him for life, Jenny would never forgive her.
 
   She left him there, over the back of the armchair, openly crying and sat back down to wait for him to pull himself together.  John was in agony, he had never been caned so hard before and the pain was so intense all he could do was cry.  He was thankful when it stopped, he knew he couldn’t have taken much more without passing out.  As the minutes went by, the fire he felt where his ass should be slowly subsided and was replaced with a warm glow which started to permeate throughout the rest of his body, the endorphins doing their job of dulling the pain by replacing the hurt with pleasurable feelings akin to the high one gets from taking certain narcotic drugs.
 
   Noticing that his sobs had stopped Cynthia went over to him, taking the pink butt plug she had lubricated whilst waiting, and looked at her handiwork, finding it a rather pleasing sight.  The criss-cross welts on his ass sure looked painful and she knew it was a caning he would remember for a very long time.  She pushed the butt plug against the opening and was surprised at how easily it slipped in, disappearing all the way into his body with only the wide end flange visible in the crease between his cheeks.
 
   “Get up,” she ordered and John struggled to comply, feeling a little light headed from being upside down.
 
   “I’m going to remove your gag now and I don’t want to have to use it again during your stay, but believe me, I will if necessary and the caning will also be repeated if you give me cause.  So from now on I expect you to obey any order or instruction I give you immediately and without question and I expect you to treat me with the respect that all superior females are due from inferior males such as yourself.  Also, from now on you will not answer me back as you used to, you may speak only when spoken to, or in the circumstance where you need to ask my permission to do something, such as use the bathroom.  At such times you will respectfully call me ma’am.  Is that clear?”
 
   John nodded his head in defeat.  He was a beaten man, he could no longer stand up to this woman as he had in the past, that had now been completely taken away from him and all he could do now was obey.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
   Cynthia reached behind him, pressing herself close to his naked body as she undid the strap that held the ball gag in place.  John inhaled her scent, a sophisticated musk that he had never noticed before, truth was he had never got that close to her prior to today, and he found that he quite liked the fragrance and her closeness, which absolutely horrified him.
 
   “Well, what do you say to me for the caning, you little worm?” she asked as the ball gag came free and she stepped back.
 
   “T thank you for caning me ma’am, it was well deserved for all the bad things I’ve done and I know that in the future I will behave better toward you,” John stammered, thinking that such a severe caning wasn’t deserved at all and hating having to say that to her, but that was how he had been trained to respond to such questions.
 
   “Yes, it was well deserved but you still have a lot of making up to do for the hateful things you’ve said to me in the past.  Come.”
 
   With that command she took the lead still attached to John’s chastity device and led him out of the lounge towards the kitchen.
 
   “I will expect the kitchen floor tiles to be cleaned and buffed every day and the same goes for those in the hall way.  You will find the things to do it in the laundry room through here.” She took him into the laundry room. “In that basket you will find dirty washing for the washing machine in the corner and in this one you will find several of my soiled panties which I expect you to hand wash in that sink,“ she pointed to a large, square, Belfast sink.  “If the weather is good you can hang washed things outside on the line to dry, otherwise use these drying rails here.  All kitchen worktops are to be wiped down each evening and dirty dishes washed, dried and put away after each meal you prepare too.”
 
   John wondered what the neighbours would think should they see a naked man hanging washing on the line in the garden.  He hoped that the garden was sufficiently private to prevent that from happening because the sky was blue without a cloud in sight.
 
   “Come.” She gave a sharp tug on the lead making John wince, taking him into the hall.
 
   “In the under stair cupboard you will find the vacuum cleaner, all carpets upstairs and down are to be vacuumed every day, but not before 8am.  Come.”  Another sharp tug as she led him up the stairs, swinging her ass enticingly in front of his face as she went and he couldn’t help but look at it even though he hated himself for doing so.
 
   “Bathroom and toilet are here, I expect them to be cleaned spotlessly every day like the kitchen.  If you use either, you are not permitted to close the door, it must remain wide open and of course you must ask my permission.”
 
   John did need to pee.  “Please, ma’am, may I use the bathroom?” he timidly asked, not quite appreciating the consequences of what she had just said.
 
   “Yes, OK, be quick.”
 
   John went into the bathroom and turned to close the door but found that Cynthia was in the way.
 
   “What did I just say, you idiot?” she asked.
 
   “Oh, yes, I’m sorry. I’m not permitted to close the door.”
 
   “That’s correct, I’m glad to see your simple male mind can understand simple instructions.  Get on with it.”
 
   John didn’t know what to do.  She was stood there in the doorway watching him.  Was she going to watch him pee, he wondered?  He didn’t know if he could do it with her watching him, it was so humiliating.  He realised he would have to sit like a woman too, because of the CD and the fact that his hands were still locked to his thighs and virtually unusable.  However, his bladder was telling him he had to pee, and so he had to try even though she was watching him, so red faced he sat on the loo and eventually did it whilst she watched and enjoyed his embarrassment.  When he finished he had another problem, his hands were still attached to his thighs so he couldn’t use the loo paper to dry the drops of piss that were in and on the chastity device.
 
   Cynthia knew what the problem was and grinning hugely she walked into the bathroom and pulled off a handful of tissues.  “Stand,” she ordered, then cupped his exposed testicles in her palm and lifted the CD and his enclosed cock and wiped it with the tissues, giving his testicles a painful squeeze as she did so.
 
   John was stunned, his mother-in-law had touched his balls and strangely he wasn’t prepared for being so intimately touched by her, even though he was naked.  It had been like an electric shock as she closed her warm soft hand around them and lifted them up.  He blushed even redder knowing that the lustful feelings he was getting were because of her casual handling of his genitals.
 
   “Come.”
 
   In a daze John followed her into the master bedroom, feeling completely emasculated by all that was happening.
 
   “This is my bedroom, and you will sleep there,” she pointed to what looked like a large dog basket at the foot of her large kingsize bed, “however, if I find that you snore you will be relegated with your bed to the kitchen.  You will start your day at 6am and I will not be happy if you wake me up.  I expect breakfast each morning consisting of cereal, toast and coffee in bed at 8am.  You will remake my bed each day with fresh sheets and the used sheets will be taken away and washed.”
 
   John’s head was reeling at this time, still in a lustful daze from her intimate handling, and with so many instructions being issued at once, he had doubts about remembering everything she had said.  However, he didn’t want to appear an imbecile by asking her to repeat anything, she already had a low enough opinion of him without making it worse, so he kept quiet.  He was horrified by his ordained sleeping arrangement, the ‘dog basket’ didn’t look big enough for him to get in except curled up in a ball, and it didn’t look very comfortable either.  How would he sleep in that?  Again he said nothing, he just meekly accepted his fate which had been decided by this woman and hoped to make the best of it.
 
   “Have you got all that because I will be inspecting your work periodically and it will not be good for you if I find it lacking?”
 
   “Yes, thank you ma’am.” John replied positively to her query but didn’t feel all that confident that he had got it all.  Not unexpectedly, John thought, she was assigning him chores to keep him busy as she would a house maid, but one who was unpaid, kept naked and would be punished severely if he did not do his chores to required standards.
 
   “Good.  Now what time is it?  Oh gosh, come!”
 
   Off they went back down into the lounge.  Dragging John by his lead she placed him in the centre of the room facing her armchair.  From the ‘toy’ bag she retrieved two short pieces of chain and a padlock.  John wondered what she was going to do with them but was in no doubt that they were meant for him in some way.
 
   She moved in close to him and once again John found her closeness and the scent of her perfume very alluring, feeling his cock strain even harder in its cage.  He tried to block the wicked thoughts out of his mind but did not succeed very well.  She attached both chains to the ring on his slave collar with one of the padlocks.  They were about 15 inches long and ended around his navel.  Next she unlocked his left hand from where it was attached to his thigh and relocked it to one of the newly attached chains and then repeated the same for his right hand.  His hands were now free to a certain extent, he could move his arms again but he couldn’t reach any lower down his body than his belly button.
 
   Cynthia Morgan stood back to admire the results of this change.  Satisfied that it would work very nicely for her purposes she reached inside her blouse she pulled out a gold chain from which dangled a familiar key.  So that’s what happened to the other key, John thought, Jenny gave it to her mother.  It was somehow very humiliating to find out that his mother-in-law was in the possession of the key to his sex, his manhood, his pleasure.
 
   “Now, let’s get this off and have a good look at your pathetic little willy when it’s in a fully erect state,” she said, grabbing his balls and inserting the key in the CD padlock.  Handling his cock and balls dispassionately and in a businesslike way, she disassembled the device from his genitals and unhelpfully his cock instantly grew to its full 4 inches, sticking out lewdly from his groin.  John found her casual handling of him a little disquieting, it’s not what a man would usually expect of his wife’s mother, but it was, never the less, quite a turn on for him and his cock was giving him away.
 
   “Tsk, tsk, what a pathetic little willy that is,” she said as she manipulated the short shaft, pulling it this way and that to look at it from different angles, “but just about what I’d expect from a useless excuse for a man like you.  God alone knows why Jenny married you but at least she’s come to her senses now and locked this silly little thing away.”
 
   She went and sat in her chair and studied him, watching him as he squirmed under her piercing stare.  John felt very uncomfortable being examined so blatantly.  His privacy was all gone now, stripped away piece by piece, he was completely naked without even the clear plastic of the CD to give him some sense, no matter how stupid that was, of modesty.  He had no intimate, private places left as far as his mother-in-law was concerned, she’d now seen everything, every intimate detail.  She had touched his cock whilst it was in an erect state, something most men, thankfully, never have to endure from their wife’s mother.  She was now as familiar with his body as her daughter was and she had done it in quite the most humiliating way he could have imagined it happening.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
   “What do you think your wife is up to at the moment?” she suddenly asked, breaking her long silence as she studied him.  She wanted to get this bit done whilst he was still horny from his period of confinement and her subsequent intimate handling of him.  She had learned long ago that men are best manipulated mentally when in such a state.
 
   “I would imagine she is still travelling down to London on the train with Abi, ma’am,” John replied.
 
   “You think so?  Well, maybe she is, but do you know for sure?”
 
   “Well, that’s where she’s gone for the weekend, down to London with Abi to see a show and take in the sights, ma’am.”
 
   “Yes, she did say that’s what she was going to do, didn’t she.  But how do you know that’s true?  How do you know that she isn’t with another man, right now being fucked rigid by him in some hotel somewhere?”
 
   “J Jen wouldn’t!” John almost snapped at her, feeling a little bit of his old fire returning, but managed to bite his tongue.  She was winding him up, playing psychological games with him, messing with his head. 
 
   “Jen loves me and would never lie to me or be unfaithful, ma’am.”
 
   “But could you blame her if she was?  You can’t pleasure her with that tiny thing,” she pointed, “and she’ll soon tire of the inanimate nature of the strap-on dildo and start to yearn for the real thing, like a huge, thick cock of flesh and blood that can reach deep inside her belly and take her to heaven.  Would you deny her that?  Deny her that pleasure, that happiness?”
 
   “But she is my wife, she loves me and is faithful to me, she wouldn’t cheat,” John was feeling a little uncertain now because of her words.  Why was she saying such things, putting these thoughts in his head.  This was pretty low, even for her.
 
   “Yes, I know only too well how much she loves you and, try as I might, I don’t think that will ever change.  But your status is different now compared to what it was before.  You are no longer her equal, not that I ever thought you were her equal, but she is your Mistress now, your owner if you like, and you are now her submissive slave whose only goal is to make her happy, is that not so?”
 
   “Well, yes, I guess put like that it is my goal to do everything I can to ensure she is blissfully happy.”
 
   “Then would you deny her the blissful happiness of being fucked by a man with a real cock, one that can bring her the pleasure that we have been talking about.”
 
   John hadn’t seen the trap coming, he didn’t know what to say.  In his present state of complete sexual arousal he could see the logic of what she was saying through the haze, but he hadn’t ever contemplated until now that Jen would be unfaithful to him.  But he had said that he wanted her to be happy, wanted to do everything in his power to make her happy, such was his adoration for her, and he knew that he could never fulfil her sexually as a man with a good sized cock could.  He just didn’t want to admit it.
 
   “Well?” Cynthia asked, almost kindly, “I’m waiting for an answer.  If Jenny wanted to be fucked by a man with a proper cock, would you deny her that happiness, that pleasure?”
 
   John was fighting the impulse to scream.  His heart wanted to say ‘yes’, that he would deny her that pleasure, but his desire to make her happy and his submissive, masochistic nature, fuelled by frustrated lust and his mother-in-laws taunting words, made him want to say ‘no’.  He was fighting an inner turmoil that until this moment he had never for one minute thought that he would have to fight.
 
   “Well, would you deny her that happiness?” Cynthia demanded.
 
   “No,” John whispered, hanging his head in shame, aware that he had just agreed to his wife’s right to let other men fuck her should that be what she wanted to do, because he wasn’t able to fuck her adequately.
 
   “Good, at least you now admit to your inadequacies as a man and agree that you’ve no longer got the right to deny your wife the pleasures of a real cock.  She doesn’t really need your blessing to do that now anyway, but it is good that you give it.  I have no doubt that eventually, and probably sometime very soon, Jenny will come home to you with her belly full of another man’s cum.  But she will still love you and you will still worship her, and who knows, she may well allow you the pleasure of savouring the taste of her lover by putting your tongue to work cleaning up the mess between her legs.”
 
   John had nothing left, no fight left in him, it had been slowly stripped away since that first fateful night when he asked Jenny to spank him.  Never did he realise where it would lead, the degradation that he would suffer, the complete power exchange that would take place, making his wife, no his Mistress, the all powerful dominant female that she had become, whilst he became a powerless, dependant, lowly slave, an object to be used for her, and now her mother’s, pleasure without any thought or concern for what he wanted or for his needs.
 
   “OK, here’s some good news for you, Jenny told me it is time for your release so let’s get you ready,” she flashed a gleeful smile at him as she approached and unlocked his right hand from the chain attached to his collar.
 
   ‘God, no,’ John thought, ‘she’s not going to make me do that whilst she watches, please not.’  He wanted to run away but he knew he wouldn’t get far, his left hand was still locked to his collar and he was naked and had a butt plug buried in his ass.  Even if his left hand was not still locked as it was then, yes, he could put on his coat but he had no shoes and it was a long walk back home. Even if he got there without being arrested, Jen was away for the weekend and he had no key to open the door.
 
   So, unfortunately he had no choice in the matter, he could not escape.  He found himself resigned to performing the humiliating act in front of his mother-in-law.
 
   “Now, wait a minute while I find your saucer.  Ah, here it is so come on, get on with it and don’t forget to let me know when your little thing is ready to spurt so we can catch it on your saucer.”  She had reached into the ‘toy’ bag and fished out the white china saucer, and was grinning widely as she sat down in her chair to enjoy the show.
 
   John slowly, hesitantly reached for his engorged cock with his right hand and began to stroke it back and forth, holding it between his thumb and forefinger.  He could feel the heat of a crimson blush on his face as he committed his act of self abuse for her entertainment.
 
   Cynthia was enjoying his humiliation so much that she nearly forgot what she had to do but, remembering at last she got out her mobile phone, selected the camera in video mode and began filming him as he wanked his little willy in front of her.  John was stroking faster and faster in his need to cum, it wouldn’t take long, he knew.  He was too horny and had been for several days now, so he was oblivious to the fact that she was filming him.
 
   “I’m c cumming, ma’am,” John stammered as his orgasm began to take control of his body, causing muscles to spasm wildly and in uncontrolled pleasure.
 
   Cynthia reached out with the saucer, placing it just under the end of his small penis and watched and filmed the jets of cum as they erupted from it, forming a small puddle in the centre depression.  She giggled, she had never seen a man masturbate and cum before, all her experience of men cumming up to now had been when they had their cocks firmly embedded in her pussy.  She was fascinated as she watched each spurt leave the end John’s short cock in a powerful jet of white, creamy liquid, and imagined with disgust what it would taste like, what it would be like to eat it.
 
   “Look at me.”
 
   John heard her voice as if in a distance as he came down from his orgasm.  He didn’t want to look at her, not after what he had just done in front of her.  He knew what her next order would be and that he would do it, he would obey her without argument and eat his own cum for her amusement, such was the level of compliance he had now reached.  He looked up at her smirking face but could not look at her eyes, he was so ashamed.
 
   “You know the position.”  Cynthia pointed to the floor between her legs, she had hitched the hem of her skirt up above her knees so that she could accommodate him and John was treated to the sight of her shapely, stocking clad legs.  John had never noticed Cynthia’s legs before, she always wore skirts and dresses that hung below her knees, and besides, he had never been interested in her that way, but he was pleasantly surprised that a woman in her mid 50s still had legs that a 20 year old would have been proud of.  No doubt they were kept in trim by the long country walks she often went on with a local rambler group.
 
   He tore his eyes away from her thighs and stocking tops and got into position, head back in her lap and mouth open, allowing her to pour the creamy, still warm semen into his mouth.  He held it there as he had been trained and her face hovered over his, looking at it in his mouth, coating his tongue, gums and teeth as he swirled it around with his tongue.
 
   “Ok, swallow.” She commanded and John gulped it down into his stomach, trying to swill his mouth out with spit but not finding much to do it with.
 
   Suddenly his vision was cut off, Cynthia had placed a blindfold over his eyes.
 
   “Now, Jenny tells me that you are very well trained at pleasuring a woman with your tongue so I have high expectations, I do hope you won’t disappoint.  Turn around.”
 
   So he was to lick his mother-in-laws cunt and bring her to orgasm, John thought resignedly.  He shouldn’t have been surprised, given the circumstance but somehow in his wildest dreams and fantasies he’d never imagined that this was something he would ever do.  He didn’t know if he would enjoy it or not but he figured a pussy was a pussy and they all came the same, except he didn’t really fancy a mouthful of his mother-in-laws pussy juices that he knew would inevitably come from his oral ministrations.  In one way he was thankful for the blindfold, did he really want to see her pussy?  But on the other hand he would be fascinated to see it, to see if it looked much like Jen’s.  However, it was no use pondering this matter because he was already blindfolded, that decision had been made for him as were most decisions that concerned him nowadays.  So he used his one free arm to leverage his body in order to turn around so that he could perform his required task.
 
   He felt her hand on the back of his head, pulling him in, guiding him to her wet and swollen snatch, she too had been turned on by the events of the last few hours.  Just before she was taken to a different plane by his oral ministrations (it had been some time since she had been pleasured this way and John was true to Jenny’s promise) she remembered to send the MMS of John masturbating and eating his own cum to her daughter.  No doubt she and Steve would find it very amusing!
 
   


  
 

Chapter 5
 
   John didn’t sleep very well that night.  He had the taste of Cynthia’s cum in his mouth, both his hands were chained to his collar and he was uncomfortable in the far too small ‘dog basket’ at the foot of her bed.  His cock was rock hard again and refused to subside but Cynthia hadn’t locked him in the CD again.
 
   “I want to see you erect whenever you come into a room where I am, it will amuse me to see how pleased you are to see me now,” were her words.
 
   To begin with John had got erect by imagining going down on Jenny but the thoughts of going down on her mother kept popping into his mind.  So eventually he stopped trying to fight the thoughts off and gave in, finding to his surprise that he got erect just as quick thinking about eating Cynthia’s cunt as he did thinking about eating Jenny’s.  They had surprisingly tasted very similar and when her orgasm quickly overtook her she came in similar quantities of juice too, it ran out of her pussy in a steady flow as she convulsed above him, clamping her thighs rhythmically around his head.
 
   He rose at 6am by Cynthia’s bedside clock as instructed but he had been awake for at least an hour before, unable to sleep well in the uncomfortable bed.  Desperately trying not to wake her he tiptoed out of her bedroom and went down stairs, gathering his thoughts as to what his daily chores were and in what order he would do them.  She hadn’t specified which order they were to be done, just some time restrictions on the vacuuming, so he guessed he was authorised to use his own initiative to do them as logic would dictate.
 
   He started with the kitchen floor, moping and polishing the tiles afterwards on his knees with a cloth.  That done, he checked the time, 6:30am.  Still plenty of time, so he began on the hall floor, moping and polishing.  The hall took longer as it was bigger so when he checked again it was 7:15, still time to do something else before he needed to take her breakfast.  He looked around.  Yes, the panties that needed hand washing.
 
   He collected the panties from the basket, not failing to notice the alluring scent of her pussy as he held them close to his face because of the chains, and put them in the sink. He found the detergents he needed but then remembered the other washing and went to load up the washing machine.  The washing machine was quite a new model and he spent some time figuring out what he needed to do to get it going on the right cycle, but eventually he got there.
 
   He returned to the sink and looked at the panties.  Picking up a cream pair he held them up to his nose, unashamedly inhaling the scent of his mother-in-laws pussy.  They smelt good.  John was surprised at how good they smelt.  He picked up another pair and sniffed, oooh so good.  His cock was rock hard but he couldn’t reach it, if he could have he was sure he would have masturbated whilst sniffing Cynthia’s panties.  Odd that a couple of months ago he couldn’t stand the woman, he hated her like the devil himself.   But he was a different person now, of much lower status in the eyes of this woman and her daughter than he had been, and she was now what he thought of as a superior being, the dominant female of the household, unequalled and unchallenged by any mere male who lived there.
 
   Suddenly he noticed the time.  7:58am! Oh no, he thought, I’m in trouble now.  He rushed around making her breakfast, the toaster seemed to take an age and the coffee machine seemed as though it had gone on strike so when everything was ready it was 08:12.  He was in for it now, he thought as he climbed the stairs, not without some trepidation, remembering the caning she had delivered to his ass the day before.
 
   “Breakfast ma’am,” he tried to bluff his way through, but as he watched her look to the bedside clock he knew he was done for.
 
   “Idiot!” she snapped, “I told you 8am for my breakfast and it is now nearly a quarter past.  You can’t get anything right can you?”  The question was rhetorical and John didn’t respond, he remained mute and horrified at what he knew would come; the immediate sentencing for punishment.
 
   “This is just not good enough.  You will report to me in the lounge at 11am with the cane and request that I punish you for this blatant disregard of my instructions.  Is that understood?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” John said, resigned to his fate, “I’m very sorry for the inconvenience my failure to carry out your instructions has caused.”
 
   “Save your apologies for later, you will need them!” she snapped.  The threat made John shiver.
 
   “Go and kneel at the end of the bed,” she ordered.
 
   John knelt as he was told and watched patiently as she consumed the breakfast he had prepared, realising that he hadn’t eaten himself yet but not feeling hungry knowing the fate that awaited him.  She ate the cereal and one of the slices of toast, drank the coffee and wiped her mouth on the tissue he had placed on the tray. After putting the tray on the floor beside her bed she looked at John with a wicked gleam in her eye and smile on her face.
 
   “Lift the duvet and crawl under it to me, I have need of your tongue again,” she instructed, her voice deep and throaty with lust.
 
   Surprised, John did as he was ordered, crawling up under the duvet in the darkness between her spread legs until his face encountered her pussy.  She closed her legs over his back and he had no option but to begin licking as he had been trained, seeking out the hard bud of her clit with his tongue.  Her pussy had a slight taste and smell of urine, too late he remembered her getting up to use the en-suite toilet during the night, but John had no choice but to keep licking, licking the urine taste away, cleaning her pussy as well as stimulating it into orgasm.
 
   Cynthia’s orgasm was quite a violent affair, she convulsed strongly, writhing and moaning with a low animal growl, gripping John’s head tightly between her thighs and wrenching it from side to side as her cum gushed against his chin.
 
   Eventually she subsided and loosened her grip so John got on with licking up the excess fluids from her orgasm as he knew was required.  Eventually he felt her hand on the top of his head, pushing him back down, away from her.
 
   “You may continue with your chores,” she ordered imperiously but still looking rather flustered from her recent orgasmic pleasure.
 
   John returned to the kitchen taking her breakfast tray with him, his cock dripping pre-cum and unsatisfied.  He was as horny as hell but there was nothing he could do about it.  This time he got on with washing the panties and putting them out on the washing line in the garden to dry, feeling self conscious about being naked alfresco, as it were, but he had no option.
 
   And so he carried out his allotted tasks until the time approached 10:55.  His stomach lurched at the thought of what was about to happen, his ass was still sore from yesterdays beating but he knew he could not avoid it, he had no choice in the matter, and so he went and found the cane in the stand in the hall, where it rested between umbrellas and her walking stick that she took with her on her long country walks.
 
   There was no problem getting his small cock erect before he went into her presence, it was already rock hard and dribbling copious amounts of pre-cum in anticipation of the painful beating he was about to receive for his ‘misbehaviour’.  He knocked on the lounge door, the implement of his punishment in his hand, and waited for her to tell him to enter.
 
   “Come,” he eventually heard the curt command.
 
   John opened the door and entered, seeing Cynthia across the room at her desk working on her computer.  He knew that she did some part time book keeping work for a couple of small local firms and from what he could see on the screen she was obviously busy with that.
 
   As he approached she swivelled around on her chair to face him, letting out a snigger at the pathetic sight that he made, naked and in chains, his ridiculously small penis erect and dripping, demurely carrying the cane to her that she would use mercilessly on his backside just because he was a few minutes late waking her.  This was a far cry from how he used to be before, when they fought like cat and dog on most occasions they saw each other, and she enjoyed the aphrodisiac quality of the power and control she now had over him.
 
   John dropped to his knees before her and kissed both of her feet before offering up the cane for her to take.
 
   “Please take the cane and punish me with it, ma’am.  My lateness in waking you was completely unforgivable and can only be atoned for with a severe caning.  I am truly sorry for my poor attention to your needs and it will not happen again.”
 
   “I should hope not and you quite rightly should be sorry for waking me so late, it has put me behind schedule with my work.  You really are completely useless, even as a servant, aren’t you?” The question wasn’t rhetorical, she wanted an answer.
 
   “Yes, ma’am.”
 
   “Yes, ma’am, what?” she snapped.
 
   “Yes, ma’am, I’m completely useless and deserve to be punished.” John blushed as he said it.
 
   “Ok, get in position over the armchair and wait, I’ll be with you in a minute when I complete this.”
 
   John got into the same position as the day before over the back of the big armchair, fearing another severe caning to match the first she had delivered but knowing that whatever happened was inevitable and completely beyond his control.  The wait seemed like hours, bent over the chair, his exposed ass still with the marks from the day before presented undefended for his punishment.  John felt horny as hell doing what he was doing, he loved the anticipation of a good caning, the wait was quite a turn on as well as the fact that he was obeying orders which , without doubt, would eventually cause him a great deal of pain.
 
   It was exactly 11:30 when Cynthia rose from her desk and walked over to stand behind him with the cane in her hand, noticing the butt plug still deeply embedded in his ass and finding the sight highly amusing.  Her pussy was tingling in anticipation of the damage and pain she was going to cause to his ass and she reached out to caress the faded welts from the day before, feeling the slightly raised flesh on the more purple areas.  Did she feel sorry for him?  No, it was what he wanted, he had told Jenny he wanted to be punished and made to do things that he wouldn’t normally do, to experience the unusual and to have no choice in the matter.  So, he had asked for it and she enjoyed giving him what he’d asked for so, so much, and felt no guilt about doing it.
 
   She swished the cane experimentally, getting a feel for how it handled.  She wouldn’t thrash him quite so hard this time, even she thought she had over done it the first time, and his ass was still quite sore from that if the marks she could see and feel were anything to go by.
 
   Thwaak. The first stroke landed dead on target straight across the middle of both ass cheeks.
 
   John lurched in pain.  “One, thank you, ma’am,” he managed to utter through clenched teeth.
 
   “Gnnn.  Two, thank you ma’am”
 
   And so the caning continued, the criss-cross pattern of welts on his ass appearing in deep contrast even to the existing marks.
 
   John was thankful that the blows didn’t seem to be as hard as the previous caning but the gratefulness was short lived when he realised that it was going on past the 15 strokes he’d received before.  He was again reduced to tears by the time he had received the 30th stroke.
 
   Cynthia stood back and admired her handiwork, she was sure glad it wasn’t she whose ass was so abused.  She couldn’t imagine the pain he must be suffering because of her actions but she enjoyed the knowledge that he was suffering and that she had caused it.
 
   “I think that will suffice to teach you a lesson in obeying instructions.  Two strokes for each minute late seems fair, don’t you agree?”  Cynthia was now caressing his red, hot rear, feeling the raised welts and seeing him flinch in agony as she did so.
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” John agreed between sobs, thinking that it didn’t matter if it was fair or not, the deed had already been done.
 
   “Good, stand up.”
 
   John stood, his ass in agony with each movement, but once again the body’s natural defence to pain began to take effect, the endorphin rush taking the harshness of the sting away and dulling the ache, enabling a temporary feeling of euphoria.
 
   Cynthia grabbed hold of John’s balls, circling her thumb and forefinger around the sack with them resting in the palm of her hand and then squeezed, making John double up in pain.
 
   “You know, at first I suggested to Jenny that I should get an old retired female doctor friend of mine to relieve you of these altogether.  They’re of no value to Jenny, they don’t produce the goods.  She would be quite willing to do it you know, the doctor that is, she’s had her fair share of men who’ve proved to be a waste of space and has told me on several occasions what she’d like to do to them.  Anyway, Jenny persuaded me that they were useful if only to use to cause you pain, and let’s face it, without them we’d both miss the amusing spectacle of you masturbating and eating your cum.  So for now you get to keep them, I guess.”
 
   John was horrified.  He didn’t want to be castrated.  He could believe this woman would do it though, especially given their history, she would delight in using her new power over him to remove what little pleasure he now got from his genitals.  Thank god Jenny made her see sense.  John wondered whether, if they were both set on doing it, his objections would put a stop to the idea.  Did he still have the right to say no to his testicles being amputated?  He shuddered and felt strangely grateful to Jenny for pointing out their uses for hurting and humiliating him.
 
   Cynthia walked over to the settee, still gripping John’s balls and dragging him behind her.  From the table beside the settee she picked up the blindfold and told him to kneel, she then sat in the chair in front of him and placed the blindfold over his eyes.  John heard a rustle of clothing and then felt a hand on his head, pulling it forward and down.
 
   “You know what to do so get busy with that tongue of yours,” she commanded as his face came into contact with the sopping wetness of her pussy.
 
   John sought out the hard nub of her clit once again, and began licking away contentedly, he was back on familiar territory now and knew his role well.
 
   “Lower,” she commanded, pushing his head down until his tongue found the gushing hole of her pussy.
 
   He penetrated her with his tongue, tasting the acrid taste of urine as he probed her urethra with the tip of it before passing inside her further, scooping up the flush of juice he released in doing so and swallowing it.
 
   “Yes, that’s good,” she sighed, “slide your tongue in and out of me.  That feels sooo good.”
 
   John worked at his task, he loved eating pussy and Cynthia Morgan’s was sure ripe and ready for eating.  He now wished he could see it, his tongue had traced out the soft delicate folds of her labia and he could almost visualise it in his mind.  It was silly really, all he had to do was reach up and pull the blindfold off, he could easily do it.  After all, she had seen every intimate inch of his naked body since he had arrived the day before.  But he didn’t pull the blindfold off, to do so would be an act of independent action which was not allowed and would be severely punished, he knew for sure.
 
   “Now lower,” she commanded, “I hear you have a new love for licking assholes.”
 
   John withdrew his tongue from inside Cynthia’s body and moved down towards her asshole.  He was fairly new to licking this place and whilst the concept turned him on as a fantasy he still had reservations about actually doing it.  But, he had his orders and he couldn’t argue the matter, he was no longer able to make independent choices as to what he did and didn’t do, so he got on with it.  It was what he’d asked for, to be made to do things that he wouldn’t normally consider doing and so, on that level, he was hugely turned on by what he was doing.
 
   Cynthia clearly loved the experience too, but obviously for different reasons.  For over 30 minutes by the old carriage clock sitting on the mantelpiece above the open fireplace, John’s tongue busied itself on the puckered ring of her anus, licking around it and probing into it repeatedly to the accompaniment of groans and sighs of pleasure from its owner.
 
   John wondered what it felt like to have your asshole licked, both Jenny and her mother had now experienced the pleasure of it, but he knew such an experience would be forever denied to him, his role was now the provider not the receiver.
 
   He felt his hair being pulled upwards, pulling his tongue back to the dripping opening of Cynthia’s cunt and then on upwards to her clit.
 
   “Make me cum now,” she demanded, grinding into his face.  He licked for all he was worth, stimulating the hard nub under his tongue and so he was rewarded by the spasming contractions of her cunt and the low wail of ecstasy from her mouth as her orgasm took temporary control.
 
   When the blindfold was eventually removed Cynthia was the picture of the prim and proper country lady and she wasted no time in sending him back to his chores.  Occasionally she would ring the little bell she used to summon him and he would stop what he was doing and attend to her needs, usually she needed tea or coffee and sometimes biscuits.  
 
   John found to his surprise that as time went on he was getting all his erections before he entered her presence by thinking of licking her pussy rather than by thinking of licking Jenny’s. He had never before considered Cynthia to be a sexual being but now that he’d been forced to stop fighting her he was beginning to see her in a different light – that of a mature but attractive dominant woman, someone he could respond to submissively as easily as he could to Jenny.
 
   It was about 10:30 in the evening and John had just delivered her third Gin and Tonic.  She idly reached out and snared his testicles again, circling his sac between her thumb and forefinger and squeezing his balls in her palm, watching him wince as the pain became difficult for him.
 
   “It really is easy to deliver some pretty intense pain to these without much effort,” she said conversationally, “perhaps Jenny was right about you being permitted to keep them for the purposes of control.  Do you know what I’ve had a fantasy about doing more or less ever since I’ve known you?”
 
   “No, ma’am.” John replied, his curiosity piqued.
 
   “All those times you’ve argued with me, shouted and said horrible things, I kept having this vision in my mind, of getting my revenge.  Oh, I’m getting my revenge nicely now, that’s for sure, and I’m enjoying every minute of it, but there’s just this one thing I want to do to fulfil my fantasy completely.  It would make things just perfect.”
 
   “Please ma’am, anything I can do for you, just ask,” said John, gasping as the pressure on his balls increased from her grip.
 
   “Do you now agree that you should have listened to me, that you’re not good enough for my daughter, that you’re a spineless little wimp with a small dick who’s not man enough to even make babies?  Are you sorry, truly, truly, sorry for all the arguments and rows, all the nasty, horrid things you’ve said and called me?”
 
   John fought with his conscience and his tongue.  This was a lot to admit to, even if he thought she was mostly right.  In the end he saw no way out.  “Yes,” he whispered.
 
   “What was that?”
 
   “Yes,” he repeated, louder, avoiding looking at her.
 
   “Yes what?
 
   “Yes, ma’am, I’m not good enough for your daughter and I was horrid to you and should have listened to you,” John couldn’t believe he was saying this.  A couple of months ago it would have been unthinkable, but now, it’s true, he did see things a little differently.
 
   “Good, now we’re getting somewhere.  You know what my fantasy is?” she asked.
 
   “No ma’am.”
 
   Well, it is to give you a good, hard, kick in the balls,” she squeezed his testicles as she said it, “would you like that?”
 
   “No, ma’am, it would be very painful,” John winced.
 
   “Yes, it would.  And that’s why I want you to think about it.  I want it to be your decision.  Think about it until tomorrow at 11am then come to me with your decision.  If you really are truly sorry for how you behaved you will ask me nicely to kick your balls and I will do so.  I really want you to ask me to do it because I’m looking forward to it, but if you say no then there will be other times when you will have the opportunity to ask for it and eventually, mark my words, you will beg me to do it.”
 
   John didn’t relish the thought of Cynthia kicking him in the balls.  It had happened a couple of times when he was a boy during fights at school, and he remembered the blinding pain of the experience. He resolved to hold out, to resist her if he could but he realised he really didn’t have much power to resist anything anymore.
 
   After she supervised his toilet and shower, unlocking one hand so that he could tend himself effectively and making sure he didn’t wash his penis too vigorously, she locked his hand back up and ordered him to his basket at the foot of her bed.  He lay there and listened to her leisurely showering and preparing for bed herself in the en-suite.  Her words spun round and round in his mind – ‘it’s to give you a good hard kick in the balls’ – ‘if you’re sorry, truly, truly, sorry’ – ‘eventually you will beg me to do it’.
 
   “Aaaah,” he couldn’t get the thoughts out of his head, the vision of her foot lashing out towards his groin, the memory of the intense pain from childhood, the slow realisation that he would ask her, at 11am, the next day, to do it.  His masochistic desires were controlling him, true to his words about being made to do things no normal man would do.
 
   John slept fitfully that night, waking easily at the slightest sound.  He noticed Cynthia go to the toilet twice, no doubt the late night G&Ts having an effect.  At 6am sharp he rose from his basket and crept out of the room to begin his chores.  He felt elated that Jenny would be coming to collect him today and that thought sounded funny, like he was a small child or pet being collected from a minder.
 
   At 8am on the button he entered with her breakfast on a tray and gently woke her.
 
   “That’s much better you useless halfwit,” she remarked, looking at the bedside clock.  You may kneel at the foot of the bed.
 
   So he knelt and watched her eat and when she put the tray on the floor, he knew what he needed to do next. Lifting the duvet he slowly crawled under it and up the bed between her wide open and welcoming legs.  The now familiar odour and taste of urine greeted him as he began his task of cleaning and pleasuring this new dominant woman in his life.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 6
 
   As he carried out his chores on Sunday morning John’s mind was dominated by two thoughts, seeing Jenny again and having his balls kicked by Cynthia.  Cynthia was sitting reading the Sunday papers and magazines in the conservatory overlooking the garden and John had been summoned several times by the tinkling bell to refresh her morning coffee cup, and each time she had sniggered and made a humiliating remark about his small erect cock and how, unlike before, he quite obviously looked forward to seeing her these days.
 
   She watched him in the garden from the conservatory, quite blatantly amused by his nakedness as he hung her panties and other items to dry on the line.  John knew she was relishing what was to come, somehow he knew, that she somehow knew, that his answer would be ‘yes, please kick my balls’.  He hardly believed it himself, he was going to ask this woman, who he had fought with for so long, to kick him in the balls, and he would present them undefended to her so that she could make a good job of it.  He felt butterflies in his stomach as he imagined it, imagined the pain it would cause him, how he would feel sick, maybe even vomit from the agony of it.  He couldn’t work out his motivation, just that he knew he would ask her to do it and suffer the consequences.
 
   So it was with some trepidation that he approached the door to the conservatory later that morning and knocked, feeling like the condemned man heading for the gallows.
 
   “Come.  Ah, right on time.  I’m please to see your timekeeping has improved during your stay with me.  Now, do you have something to ask me?” she grinned wolfishly.
 
   John knelt at her feet and kissed them as he was required to do in greeting before kneeling up on his haunches in front of her, not daring to look her in the eyes, he would have lost his resolve if he had and seen them laughing back at him.  She knew what he needed, what he craved, to be controlled and forced to do things, to be punished and humiliated.  He could not hide that from her now and so she knew what he would say already, but forcing him to say it to her out loud was just another way of humiliating him.  She knew he loved it and he knew he loved it.
 
   “Please ma’am, I have been so horrible to you in the past, I have been rude and argumentative and I have disobeyed you by marrying your daughter.  I should be punished severely for all of my wrong doings and I need to try and make amends for that, I realise that now.  Would you please punish me in the worst way I can imagine by kicking my testicles?”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am.  It would be a honour for me to have that done to me by you.”
 
   “Good, I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time.  ‘All things come to those who wait’, as they say.  Now, put this blindfold on, I don’t want you to see it coming,” she ordered excitedly, “that’s it, now spread your legs wider so your thighs don’t obstruct my foot.”
 
   John did as instructed, sight cut off by the blindfold, hands chained to his neck preventing him from reaching lower than his belly and knees wide spread, his cock erect and his balls dangling below it like a bunch of ripe grapes, completely unprotected and absolutely vulnerable.
 
   Cynthia sniggered at his predicament, ‘Oh god, how long I’ve wanted to be able to do this’, she thought.  She wondered whether to do it with her bare foot or wearing her shoes, on the one hand, bare foot would enable her to feel the sensation of his balls squashing up between his body and her foot, on the other hand, the shoes added a bit of weight to her foot enabling her to kick harder but with less possible damage to her foot.  ‘Oh what a hard decision’, she thought smugly.
 
   In the end the thought of feeling his balls squash won and she slipped off her right shoe.  John was kneeling patiently, if not apprehensively in just the right spot, all she had to do was swing her foot up between his legs and connect with his balls on the top of her foot.  She swung her foot up slowly, experimenting with the arc her foot would travel, nudging his balls at the top of the swing and making him jump.  She adjusted his position slightly to make the swing more perfect for her, noticing the beads of sweat breaking out on his forehead as he knelt there completely exposed to the inevitable.
 
   Not in any hurry and with a desire to heighten the tension, she sat and drank her coffee and read a little more of the newspaper, occasionally looking at him and sniggering.  He looked so forlorn and pathetic awaiting his fate, every nerve and sense appeared to be straining, hoping to get some pre-warning as to when the devastating blow would be delivered and she couldn’t resist nudging his balls occasionally to make him jump, it was such good sport.
 
   “Wow, you really are looking forward to this aren't you?” she remarked, looking his erect and leaking cock, “it's so sweet that you feel so good about this.”
 
   The onset of the mind numbing explosion of pain in his groin was accompanied by a loud slapping sound as her foot connected at speed with the dangling plums between his legs.  “Aaahhhh”, he cried, trying to bring his hands to cup the injured parts in an effort to relieve the pain, but his hands were securely chained out of reach and he could not. All he could do was fall over on to his side, curl up into a ball and wait for the pain to ease whilst trying his hardest to fight off the nausea brought on by the pain.
 
   “Ohhh, it felt so good to do that at last,” Cynthia crowed, “I could feel both you balls squash against my foot, it was quite an amazing experience really and quite erotic too.  It did hurt my foot a little though, I think you need to kiss it better.  Now!”
 
   After what seemed like an age of agony, John suddenly realised that the blindfold had been dislodged during the event and he could see again, a little blurred, perhaps, due to the tears in his eyes.  He struggled back to his knees in front of her and bent to do her bidding. 
 
   “Use your tongue, the saliva will cool it down quickly”, she ordered as he bent to do his task, his poor battered balls still throbbing painfully between his thighs as he kissed and soothed the foot that caused him such pain.
 
   “Well, that was fun, wasn't it slave?  What have you got to say to me?” Cynthia asked brightly.
 
   “T-thank you ma’am for kicking my balls, I glad that you got pleasure and satisfaction from it and that it went some way to making amends for my bad behaviour, and I hope that it didn't cause too much discomfort to your lovely foot.”
 
   “Well, perhaps next time I should keep my shoes on, or perhaps wear my walking boots.  Now, that will do with my foot, come up here, I need some pleasure myself now,” she ordered, putting the blindfold back over his eyes and then relaxing back in the chair and spreading her legs wide.
 
   Sometime later, after John had made her lunch, a cheese salad with two thick slices of buttered crusty bread, he was kneeling next to her at the table as she ate.  “Jenny will be along to collect you very shortly, we’d better get your pathetic little cock locked up again.  Go and fetch your chastity device and put it on but don’t lock it, I want that honour.”
 
   John did as he was told, his balls still ached from the kick she had delivered and when he stopped concentrating on keeping it erect it soon shrank back down, enabling the CD to be quickly fitted.  It felt strange to be enclosing his own cock in a plastic prison in front of his mother-in-law, it wasn’t something he had ever envisioned himself doing, and handing her the lock to complete the process, making it semi-permanent, would have been totally alien before.  Now, he did it without thinking, no thought of arguing or rebellion of any kind.
 
   Cynthia snapped the lock shut, it gave her a huge feeling of satisfaction locking up his cock, putting it out of reach and knowing that he would get no pleasure at all from it whist it was so imprisoned.
 
   “There, that’s your wretched little cock locked up for the next week.  Oh, didn’t Jenny tell you?” she asked innocently as her words registered, “Yes, lockup period has now been extended to 7 days, a whole week without being able to play with it, without cumming,” she enthused.
 
   John was gutted.  He had never gone so long before without cumming, well not for many years anyway, and Jenny had let her mother do it to him.  He felt a little betrayed and powerless, the last vestiges of his old life had virtually all gone, his personal freedoms slowly stripped away bit by bit.  Perhaps he shouldn’t have asked Jenny to spank him, should have kept his fetish secret, and he wouldn’t have been in this position now.
 
   These thoughts rumbled around in his mind.  He thought about what had happened to him since that fateful day, wondering if he could have done anything different, avoided sinking to such depths of submission but realised that it was inevitable, the natural course of things, and it was then and there that he realised that this was what he wanted more than anything.  That really, he had allowed himself to sink to these depths of submission because it was his nature and he loved it.
 
   “Well, I think we have quite nicely determined the pattern of your future visits here,” Cynthia was saying, and John fought to focus his attention back to her words, “they will all start with a couple of hard slaps, I think, and of course there will be plenty of canings to keep you obedient, respectful and ready to serve, as well as allowing you the great honour of pleasuring me whenever I require it.  But best of all, each visit can end with me giving you a good kick in the balls, that’s far too enjoyable to not do again, don’t you agree?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” John replied, wincing at the thought of what lay in store for him on future visits to his mother-in-law, but accepting his fate without question.  He felt strangely happy at what had been decided for him, happy at his new subservient place in his relationship with Jenny and her mother.
 
   John was in the kitchen later that afternoon when he heard the bell summoning him to the lounge.  Cynthia sat at her desk as he knocked and was ordered to enter, she spun round on the computer chair as he approached and knelt to kiss her feet.
 
   “Yes, ma’am?” he asked.
 
   “In the bureau over there, there’s a paper bag with some cards in it, bring it to me.”
 
   John did as he was bid, returning with the cards in their bag and handing it to her.
 
   “I must get this written before Jenny arrives, it’s your wedding anniversary card,” she smirked.
 
   ‘Fuck,’ John thought, ‘our wedding anniversary is tomorrow. How did I forget that?’
 
   His next thought was; ‘Bitch! She just locked me up for a week and it’s our wedding anniversary!  She knew all along when she snapped the lock shut, no wonder she looked so please with herself when she did it.’
 
   Since they had married they usually spent the entire day of their anniversary in bed, except for occasional snacks and drinks, not bothering getting dressed but just cuddling, kissing, licking and fucking all day long.  John usually came at least three times in Jenny’s pussy on these days, enjoying every sensuous moment, but he now realised that it wasn’t going to happen this year and it probably never would again now.
 
   “I thought you would forget so I got one for you too,” she laughed, handing him a card and the pen so he could write in it.
 
   John gratefully took the card and wrote ‘To my darling wife and Mistress, I love and adore you without bounds and will always be faithful and obedient to you.  All my love, John. xxxxxxx’
 
   “Very appropriate words, it’s good that you are finally accepting your new station in life.  Now, you can kneel there with our card in your hand until she arrives.”  Cynthia swivelled around and returned to her work on the computer, leaving him kneeling there as prescribed to await the arrival of his wife, Mistress and owner.  Because she did own him now, she owned his cock, keeping it locked away and safe, it was no longer his, he was no longer able to play with it when he felt like it or have intercourse with it.  He could only touch it now with permission and far less frequently than he used to, and even those occasions were going to get less and less.  Own the cock, own the man, Cynthia thought, and laughed.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 7
 
   It was about 4:15pm when John heard Jenny’s voice call out.
 
   “It’s only me mum.”
 
   She came into the room and Cynthia got up and crossed over to greet her as she entered, hugging and kissing cheeks.  Hello Jenny love, had a nice time with St.. er.. sorry Abi?”
 
   Jenny gave her mother a wicked look, warning her not to push it. “Yes, it’s been lovely, very tiring though,” she replied.
 
   “I’ll bet.  Did you see Nelson’s column?” Cynthia asked straight faced.
 
   “Yes, I did, it was huge!” Jenny replied, laughing.
 
   “Good, well, happy anniversary for tomorrow darling.” Cynthia gave her the card she’d prepared.
 
   “Thank you, mum.  How’s your weekend been?” Jenny excitedly tore open the envelope and pulled the card out.  “Oh, that’s lovely, mother, thank you.”
 
   They drifted off towards the conservatory, talking about the weekend and completely ignoring John kneeling there with the card that Cynthia had provided in his hands.  He dare not move or say anything but felt dejected and lonely that Jenny had not even acknowledged him.
 
   John couldn’t hear what they were saying from where he knelt, it was just a low murmur of voices and it was nearly 5pm when they came back into the lounge.
 
   “So has he behaved himself?” Jenny asked, looking at John for the first time since she had arrived.
 
   “Oh yes dear, there was never any question about it.  It’s been an absolute pleasure and I’m happy to be his responsible adult any time you like.”
 
   “OK, thanks.  Well I’d better get him home, I suppose.  I wish he’d been there, actually, and seen the things I’ve seen, it might have interested him.”
 
   Cynthia smiled knowingly.  “Yes, I’m sure it would have.”
 
   “OK, come on John, get up, let’s go find your coat.  We left it in the hall didn’t we?”
 
   John docilely got to his feet and followed behind his Mistress, passing Cynthia who was grinning widely at the news Jenny had just given her in the conservatory.  At last, Cynthia thought, she has experienced what it is like to be fucked by a man, a real man with a huge cock, and she seems to have enjoyed it immensely.
 
   “Bye mum,” she heard Jenny call as the large oak front door slammed.
 
   John wandered out to the car behind Jenny, the anniversary card still in his hand and now wearing his overcoat.  He went towards the rear door thinking that he would need to lie in the back seat again.
 
   “No, silly, get in the front.  You haven’t got the blindfold on or the gag in your mouth now, so you look pretty normal, well, as normal as someone looks in the middle of summer wearing an overcoat in a car.”  Jenny had opened the passenger door for him to get in.
 
   Jenny got in the driver’s seat beside him and fastened her seat belt. “Come on, buckle up,” she had to remind John.
 
   John realised that this was the first time this weekend that he had sat in a seat, at his mother-in-laws he had only stood or knelt on the floor, or slept in his basket.  The butt plug still lodged in his ass made things slightly uncomfortable sitting in the car.
 
   “Oh, sorry.  I have a card for you,” he said, handing her the card, “happy anniversary darling.”
 
   “Ohh, thank you, you shouldn’t have,” Jenny replied, taking the card and throwing it on to the top of the dashboard without even looking at it.
 
   The drive home was mostly in silence after that.  John was hurt that she didn’t make a fuss about his card, just tossed it casually aside and he remembered Cynthia’s words about what Jenny might be up to this weekend.  Whilst he didn’t believe for a minute that she would be unfaithful to him, part of him wanted to ask her if it was true.  He wrestled with his conscience, whether to say anything, but then figured that she would be very upset at him even thinking such a thing of her.  Even in this new lifestyle she had assured him that she loved him, no matter what, and he thought to himself that he should not let Cynthia’s wicked words shake his trust and faith.
 
   Jenny was thinking about her weekend with Steve.  God, what would John say if he knew what she had actually been doing, or better still, who she had actually been doing.  She knew John didn’t like Steve, he thought of him as a womanising, arrogant, prick, and he wasn’t far wrong in his assessment, so he would be devastated if he knew she had spent the weekend shagging him, much the same as she and John used to spend their anniversary day.  Worse still, Jenny had behaved like a wanton slut with Steve.  Nothing was out of bounds to him, he could use and abuse her as he wanted.  She remembered him fingering her pussy on Saturday evening as they sat in secluded seats in the public bar of a nearby pub.  He’d asked her to go out wearing a very short skirt and no panties, and she had willingly complied, ending up with his fingers buried deep in her slutty pussy at every opportunity during the evening.
 
   ‘Yes, there was no doubt that Steve enjoyed himself this weekend,’ Jenny thought, feeling a little sore and feeling the cum from their farewell fuck seeping out of her pussy as she drove into the outskirts of Nottingham.  She was glad she had had the foresight to place a sanitary towel in her panties to soak it up.  Steve had pounded her pussy like a pile driver that last time, his huge cock now sliding easily into her newly stretched and enlarged cunt, and finally shooting copious amounts of cum deep inside her.  She was amazed at how much cum he had to give, she had done more than enough to drain him by John’s standards, but Steve just seemed to be able to produce more and more.  
 
   She toyed with the idea of making John clean up the mess between her legs with his tongue, after all, it was only cum.  OK, so it was Steve’s cum, not John’s, but cum was cum and John was quite used to the taste of it now.  However, she reluctantly dismissed the idea; he wasn’t quite ready and it was also too soon after the rigours that her mother had put him through over the weekend.
 
   “How are Jonnies little balls feeling?” she asked in the little girl voice that John loved so much, but nevertheless concerned for his well being.  Cynthia had told her how she had set him up for kicking his balls earlier that day.
 
   “Painful.” John replied, thinking to himself that he had no secrets anymore, Cynthia must have told Jenny everything that he had done that weekend whilst they were talking in the conservatory.  Would she feel that he had been unfaithful to her, he wondered?  After all, he had been intimate with her mother, licking her pussy and making her cum several times.
 
   “Well, you have to think yourself lucky that you still have them and you can feel the pain, if mother had her way they would have been surgically removed this weekend by her doctor friend.  It was a close call you know, she was hell bent on it.  She can be quite wicked, especially where you’re concerned.”
 
   ‘Yes, and you delivered me to her.’ John thought, wondering whose side Jenny was actually on.  Lose his balls forever by forced amputation or keep them because they presented a means for causing him pain and humiliation.  Both options appealed to the masochist in him but neither were what he expected from his loving wife and he realised just how much his life, relationships and status had changed over the last few weeks.
 
   When they arrived home John took his coat off and hung it in the hall.
 
   “Bring me coffee, I’m going to soak in a nice long bath,” Jenny ordered as she climbed the stairs to the bathroom.
 
   Naked, apart from his CD, John made the coffee as instructed and took it up to Jenny in the bathroom.  He knocked on the door and waited for her to give him permission to enter. When it was finally given she had made him wait for a good 5 minutes.  He entered to see her in the bath covered in sweet scented foam, just her head protruded.  He looked in awe at her beautiful features and wondered at his luck for marrying such a gorgeous woman, that she had found in him something that attracted her enough to marry him.  Her mother was right though, he wasn’t good enough for her, at least, that’s what he now felt, and he supposed, if truth be known, that’s what he’d always felt.
 
   “Pass it here, sissy, and then go into the bedroom and put on your new maid’s uniform.  It’s all laid out on the bed.  It’s time you got more into your new role as my sissy maid and I had the uniform specially made for your measurements.  It was delivered just before you went to mothers but I didn’t have time to put you in it then, besides, mother wanted you naked.” Jenny giggled and took the proffered coffee.
 
   John hated being called ‘sissy’ but he supposed that Jenny knew that and that’s why she did it.  He went into the bedroom and saw the uniform laying on the bed, along with a red lacy bra with sewn in silicon breast forms, matching thong panties, black silky seamed hold up stockings, small frilly white apron and a white bow head band.  He started with the panties, which left his butt cheeks uncovered, and worked his way through the feminine maids clothing, putting each piece on and slowly transforming himself from John into sissy.  The maids dress was all black and short sleeved and extremely short in length, ending just about level with his crotch, leaving lots of bare thigh exposed between his stocking tops and the hem.  If he bent over it would expose his bare butt cheeks completely.  The small apron was edged with frilly white lace but was no more than eight inches square and thus also came no lower than his crotch.
 
   Jenny came into the bedroom naked as John finished and stood there looking at him with a huge grin.  “My, don’t you make a pretty maid,” she sniggered, “but there’s something missing.  Oh yes, a wig.  I have one in here somewhere,” she said, rummaging in the wardrobe and pulling out a black, long haired wig.
 
   She put it on John’s head, replacing the head band on his head afterwards.  The wig was styled in the manner of Cleopatra, the Egyptian queen, and it completely transformed John, removing the last vestiges of visible manhood to reveal a rather pretty sissy maid.
 
   “Now, a little make-up and you’ll be just the most perfect little maid.  I’ll show you what to do and then you can do it yourself from now on.”
 
   Jenny selected purple eye shadow for his eyelids and black eyeliner, finishing off with black mascara on his lashes.  She next applied blusher to his cheeks and then a bright cherry red lipstick to his lips, making him push them together to even out the application.
 
   “There, that’s perfect,” she said, standing back and looking admiringly at the perfect slutty maid before her who used to be her husband. “Now I want sissy every evening this week so when you get home from work I expect you to immediately change, is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” said John compliantly, no more fight left in him.  Besides, he was quite thrilled at being dressed as a maid to wait on his Mistress.
 
   “Good, now before you go to carry out your chores, there’s one more thing.  Put these on,” Jenny handed him a pair of black patent leather pixie boots with stiletto heels which, once on, were padlocked so that they couldn’t be removed.
 
   “ OK, run along.  I’m sure there’s dusting to do.”  Jenny patted sissy’s backside as ‘she’ passed by to find the duster and begin dusting.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 8
 
   John was busy dusting the ornaments in the lounge with a long, brightly coloured, feather duster when Jenny entered.  He turned as she came in and the sight took his breath away, he almost forgot that he needed to greet her properly whenever she entered a room where he was.  She was wearing a sheer white baby doll nightie, trimmed with red satin lace, which ended at her crotch and left little to the imagination.  He could clearly see her pert breasts and the brown circles of her nipples as well as the enticing slot of her shaved pussy.  He rushed over and knelt, kissing her bare feet several times thinking how lucky he was to have such a beautiful and sexy Mistress.
 
   Jenny swept past him, pleased at his complete submission and obedience since he got back home, his stay with mother had obviously been a good lesson in obeying orders and respecting his superiors.  She reclined on the settee, deliberately assuming a provocative, legs open pose, wantonly showing off the glory of her womanhood, the symbol of her female gender and of her complete power over him.  She knew it would drive John mad when he caught glimpses of her as he went about his dusting.  It was quite refreshing being able to sit in such a way knowing that she was completely safe from molestation from the male also in the room, that wouldn’t have been true before, and definitely not if Steve had been there, and she revelled in the new power she had over John.  Still, it wasn’t really a male that she saw before her, just a very slutty servant, a sissy maid doing her duties, but one with special privileges if you could call them that.
 
   She wondered how his cock was faring, locked in its small plastic prison.  Mother had been quite thrilled to be the one to lock him up for his first week long spell, especially with it being their wedding anniversary too  Poor John, no cumming on their anniversary this year, perhaps never again on their anniversary, not even through masturbation.  She didn’t expect to go without, however, and his tongue would be put to frequent use tomorrow.  But right now she felt the need for some pampering.
 
   She snapped her fingers imperiously, attracting his attention. “Come here sissy,” she ordered.
 
   John dropped to his knees and crawled over to his Mistress, trying hard not to notice her provocative pose but failing miserably and feeling his cock strain in its cage.  Jenny lifted her right foot to his face and pointed at it.  He cupped her foot, taking the weight so that she was comfortable and began his oral worship of her foot, licking it all over, the sole and the top, sucking each toe into his mouth.  He knew from experience that this would last at least 30 minutes for each foot and all the while he had an enticing view up along her long slender legs to the slot of her pussy, so near and visible, but in reality, so distant and unobtainable.
 
   The phone rang, making John jump, but he carried on with his task, the call wasn’t for him, he was not allowed to receive calls now, he must always let Jenny answer.
 
   “Hi Jenny, its Zoe.  Just had to call and say how excited I am about this coming Friday.”
 
   “Oh, hello Zoe.  Nice to hear from you, how are you?”
 
   John’s ears pricked up.  Zoe was calling, what did his sister want?  Why was she calling Jenny, he didn’t know they had anything to do with each other outside family get togethers.  He listened to Jenny’s side of the conversation trying to make out what it was about, but from what he could hear it seemed just run of the mill stuff, for which he was thankful.
 
   “Well actually I’m as horny as hell just thinking about seeing John dressed like a slutty, sissy, maid and being all subservient.  You must really enjoy yourself at his expense, all the orgasms you want without the need to reciprocate.  It must be heaven.”
 
   “I’m glad to hear it.  Yes, I’m OK, thanks.”
 
   “He’s there isn’t he?  I can tell by your guarded answers.”
 
   “John? Yes, he’s around, he’s just busy doing something for me right now.”
 
   “Hhmm, no doubt doing something humiliating for him but pleasurable for you,” Zoe giggled. “Have you started him on the training you told me about last time we met?”
 
   “Yes, things are going great,” Jenny lied, the training she had in mind hadn’t started yet but it was about to.
 
   “Ooohh, the idea is really quite disgusting, but only for him which is great.  I can see a certain appeal for the one doing it though.  Will he be fully trained by Friday, I have something in mind?  We must meet up before and you can fill me in on progress.”
 
   “Well, I’ll do my best, how about Friday lunchtime at the coffee shop on slab square?”
 
   “OK, can’t wait.  May have to visit the bathroom after your update, if you get my drift?”
 
   “Yes, I know what you mean.  OK, I’ll hopefully see you then.  Let you know if I can’t make it and we’ll rearrange.”
 
   “I hope you can deliver the goods, I’m dead set on this Friday.  Do your best.”
 
   “Yeah, bye.”
 
   “That was nice,” Jenny said, looking at John with a twinkle in her eye, “Zoe wants to meet up for coffee and catch up on old times.  Gonna try and meet her Friday during lunch.”
 
   John knew it wasn’t his place to question her further and with his mouth full of her big toe he couldn’t anyway.  Little did he realise what the conversation was really about.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 9
 
   Jenny had actually bumped into Zoe not long after she and John had embarked on their new Femdom lifestyle.  They had gone for coffee and talked about life, family and work, generally catching up with things.  They enjoyed their meeting and decided to make it a regular thing from then on, always meeting in the same coffee shop on slab square in Nottingham city centre, close to where, it turns out, they both worked.  As time went by they became much closer and started to share some more intimate secrets and details of their lives with each other.
 
   Jenny was intrigued to find out that Zoe wasn’t actually John’s sister.  Apparently John’s parents had adopted her as a baby and brought her up as their own, only telling her about her true origins just before they departed to live in Cyprus in their retirement.  Jenny decided that it suited her purposes if John didn’t get to know that particular gem of information at the present time and swore Zoe to not tell anyone else.  Zoe also admitted to Jenny that she had a sexual attraction to women as well as men and Jenny at once understood why she had felt that Zoe sometimes looked at her strangely.  Her mind began working overtime on the possibilities this revelation presented.
 
   Zoe also revealed details about why she and John had such a strained relationship.  Zoe was younger by 3 years and as children John had used his superior size and strength to bully Zoe quite mercilessly.  As teenagers he had also blackmailed her into doing most of his assigned chores in the house after catching her stealing one of their dad’s cigarettes and smoking it outside in the garden.  She also told Jenny how he used to try and catch her at moments when she was not decently dressed, like walking into her bedroom when she was preparing for bed without knocking.  He had never succeeded but it had been close a few times and thankfully it stopped when he became interested in other girls.
 
   John had also been really nasty to one of Zoe’s best friends at school.  Charlotte, who worked with Jenny, had apparently been besotted with John at school but John had been quite cruel in knocking her back, telling her she was fat and ugly.  That probably explained why Charlotte was strangely reticent about joining in the conversation about cocks that took place way back at the beginning of all this on a girls night out organised by Jenny as a ‘cock fact finding’ mission.
 
   For her part Jenny enlightened Zoe about her and John’s new lifestyle.  Zoe listened in awe and giggled in almost hysterical laughter as Jenny described some of the humiliating things she now made John do, like his chastity, his sissy maid role, and masturbating and eating his own cum.  Zoe had thought it especially wicked that Jenny was going to make him stay with her mother for a weekend, naked and with no option but to obey whatever the nasty old bird decided he had to do.  She knew John and Cynthia’s history and also knew there would be some scores to be settled.  She felt a little sympathy for John because, truth be known, she wasn’t very keen on Cynthia herself, but she also wished she could be a fly on the wall when it happened.
 
   “You have to let me see him dressed as a sissy maid, it’ll make my day,” Zoe begged, “and the chastity device must look awesome too.”
 
   So Jenny had invited Zoe to come visit her at home on the Friday evening, 5 days after John got back from her mothers.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 10
 
   John had by now spent a good while slavishly worshipping Jenny’s left foot, having swapped feet at when Jenny deemed he had worshipped her right foot sufficiently.  Her big toe was in his mouth and he was sucking on it hard when she spoke.
 
   “Mother tells me you like the taste of her pee,” she said sweetly.
 
   John stopped sucking and looked at her startled.  He didn’t know what to say, it was true, he had licked Cynthia’s pussy without complaint when it tasted of her pee from using the toilet during the night.  She must have reported back to Jenny during their conversation in the conservatory when Jenny came to collect him.  It wasn’t that he liked the taste of her pee but he was ordered to lick her and the taste was there, he could do no other than follow his instructions.
 
   There it was!  He was ordered to do something that he wouldn’t particularly care for if he had the choice, but he didn’t have the choice and he’d been turned on by the fact that her pussy tasted of piss but he had no option but to comply.  He began to wish that he hadn’t been so open with Jenny when he’d told her originally about what turned him on about a femdom relationship.
 
   “I’ve come across this particular fetish on the internet on several occasions,” Jenny said in a matter-of-fact tone, “Mistresses make their slaves drink their piss.  They’re trained to get used to the taste over a period of time.  It’s called Toilet Training.  Many Mistresses find it convenient to be able to pee in their slave’s mouth rather than break off from what they’re doing at the time to go to the loo.  That way, the slave can go to the loo for them.  Plus the fact that they enjoy using their slaves in that manner and their slaves feel it a great honour that they can be of such intimate and useful service to their Mistress.”
 
   Jenny stopped and watched John’s face as he took in what she was saying.  It was a picture of disgust, horror and lust all in one and Jenny couldn’t help but snigger.
 
   “So, I’ve decided that since you obviously like the taste, according to what mother said you didn’t object, you’re going to be Toilet Trained and we’re going to start now.  Follow me.”
 
   Jenny took John up to the bathroom and sat on the toilet, having John kneel before her whilst she took a pee into the toilet bowl.
 
   “I’ll start you off gently,” she promised, flashing a big wide smile at her hapless husband kneeling before her whilst the stream of golden yellow liquid left her body and splashed into the pan. “From now on, if I need to pee, you will be my toilet paper, or rather, your tongue will be.  It will be your duty and honour to clean my pussy afterwards.  What do you say, sissy?”
 
   John wasn’t sure he was going to enjoy this particular fetish, it had never crossed his mind as something he would be sexually excited about until now and he didn’t look forward to the acrid, ammonia taste of the urine, but what could he do?
 
   “Please, Jen, don’t..”
 
   “Mistress,” Jenny snapped back at him.
 
   “Please, Mistress, don’t make me do this.”
 
   “Oh no, you don’t get out of this that easily.  You had the opportunity a long while ago to put a stop to all this but you didn’t, you chose to continue and do whatever you were required to do, and I told you then that you wouldn’t get another chance back out.  This is what I want and you must comply.”
 
   Jenny held her breath.  This was another test of his obedience.  If he really didn’t want to do as she ordered she knew, in reality, there was no way she could make him do it.  However, if he was true to his stated motivations for being a submissive, and was keen to be obedient, then he would do it and she would then be able to gauge the depth of his submission to her as it was now.  A lot depended on his decision now and his compliance would, in turn, open up the possibility of other, more testing trials that she wanted to put him successfully through in order to ensure that she would achieve her ultimate goal.
 
   Jenny stood up from the seat and closed the lid, flushing as she did so.  She put her right foot up on top of the lid and thrust her pelvis forward towards his face.
 
   “Lick!” she ordered, pointing at the damp open slit of her sex and the droplets of urine clinging to the shaved lips of her pussy.
 
   Slowly, reluctantly, John moved his mouth into position, sticking out his tongue in preparation.  He hesitated just before his tongue came into contact with the droplets of piss, inner turmoil fighting the taboos of a lifetime.  Suddenly, resigned to the fact that he must comply otherwise he would be a failure at being a slave to his goddess, he began to lick her clean, collecting the droplets of piss with his tongue and taking them into his mouth to swallow, then probing further, deeper into her slit, cleaning around the labia and finally to the urethra itself.  He had steeled himself for the acrid taste he remembered from licking Cynthia but actually, it wasn’t too bad, the ammonia taste wasn’t particularly strong for some reason which he put down to her being well hydrated and to the urine being fresh.
 
   Jenny heaved a sigh of relief as he began to lick her clean, which John took to be a sigh of pleasure. ‘Yes,’ she thought, another obstacle overcome.
 
   “Oohh, that feels sooo nice,” she whispered in her little girl voice, “your tongue is so much nicer than toilet paper and it’s probably a lot more hygienic for me too because you actually clean all the nooks and crannies.”
 
   John wondered if that was something he should be proud of or not, and he was not convinced that it was a particularly hygienic thing for him to do, even if it was for her.  He wanted to rush and clean his teeth but restrained himself admirably.
 
   “Well done, sissy.  Tomorrow we start your training for real, by the end of the week you will love the taste of my pee and will be drinking it fresh from my bladder.  Think of it, hot, fresh piss straight into your mouth, how good will that be, and how honoured you will feel that I share my precious golden nectar with you.”
 
   “T thank you, Mistress.” John managed to reply.  The thought terrified him but he knew he was expected to show his appreciation.  He hadn’t missed the fact that tomorrow was their wedding anniversary either.  Instead of enjoying the pleasure of unlimited sexual intercourse with his wife as he had been used to each year up to now, he would be drinking her piss and getting no sexual satisfaction at all, apart from the satisfaction he derived from serving her as her sissy maid, slave, pussy licker and now, toilet.
 
   For the rest of the week life became a constant routine of serving and torment for John.  His tongue was put to use regularly on the day of their anniversary as they both had the day off, he lost count of how many orgasms he gave her, both through oral and with the large strap-on dildo.  John noticed that it now slid effortlessly into her pussy and assumed that she was getting used to accommodating it from the regular use, but it was pure hell to see it sliding into her, putting in all the effort and watching the pure lust and pleasure on her face, but feeling nothing himself except sexual frustration.  For the following days, after work he was required to dress as sissy, the maid.  The largest butt plug was now regularly being inserted after his morning ablutions and it remained in place throughout the rest of the day.  He was caned on several occasions for not being attentive enough or for shoddily carrying out his chores and, of course, the toilet training continued at a pace.
 
   John found that Jenny was constantly demanding drinks, usually long, cold drinks of fruit flavoured cordial but sometimes long alcoholic drinks such as gin and tonic, but all of this fluid intake ensured that she had plenty of piss for the training sessions later in the evenings.
 
   She would have him lay in the bath tub and pee on his chest and face, thrilling at being able to do such a gross thing to another person and getting so turned on that she usually required him to bring her to orgasm as well as lick her clean afterwards.
 
   She would tie him to their marital bed, arms and legs spread widely with his head propped well up, and bring two jugs and a small glass on a tray.  One jug would be filled with water and the other empty, but she would then proceed in front of him to fill it with her piss.  Then, she would mix the two together, at first far more water than piss and make him drink it, but after each one, the proportion of piss would get more and the water less.  She found that a gentle squeeze of his balls served to persuade him to drink even the strongest mix, which was pure piss – no water added.  
 
   By Thursday she had made excellent progress and he was readily drinking her golden nectar fresh from her bladder.  She would order him to lay in the bath with his mouth open as she towered above him, pussy spread wide from squatting with her feet on each side of the tub, and then she would release her bladder, using his open mouth for target practice with the strong stream of piss.
 
   Her final test for him came as they were both eating breakfast before going to work on Friday morning.  Jenny was meeting Zoe at lunchtime and she wanted to be able to report mission completely accomplished when they met.  John was just about to put milk on his cereal when she stopped him and, going to the fridge, she returned with a jug of her chilled piss that she’d put in there the night before.
 
   “Use this instead of milk,” she ordered, “it will give you something to remind you of me for the rest of the morning.”  She watched with rapt fascination and a great deal of satisfaction as John meekly complied, pouring the chilled piss onto his cereal instead of milk and then eating it, taking care after the cereal had all gone to spoon out the remaining liquid into his mouth.
 
   Jenny finished her coffee and toast and got up, grabbing her handbag.  She avoided kissing him as she usually did, but admonished him to ensure that he washed his cereal bowl and spoon well with boiling hot water and then she left, thrilled at what she had accomplished in such a short space of time.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 11
 
   Jenny got home from work and sissy greeted her at the door with coffee per her texted instructions.  She swept by and climbed the stairs, sissy following close behind with the coffee.  As she passed the bathroom the steam told her that her bath was ready.
 
   “You may undress me now,” she ordered, taking the coffee and having a sip.  As sissy started undoing and removing her clothes she put the coffee down on the bedside cabinet.  “After my bath you can help me find something nice to wear,” she told sissy, “we have a visitor tonight for drinks.”
 
   “But....”
 
   “Oh, sissy, don’t worry, she knows all about you, you silly girl.”
 
   John felt concerned, he didn’t feel ready to come out publicly as a sissy maid yet, but he wasn’t too troubled after Mistress’s last comment because he assumed the visitor was her mother, after all, she was the only person who knew about him other than Jenny.
 
   He noticed she was impatiently tapping her foot as he disrobed her, taking off her business suit and hanging it on a hanger.  Standing in her underwear, John could not help but admire her lovely body and felt his cock straining in its plastic prison.
 
   “Come on, my bath will be getting cold,” she complained.
 
   John undid her bra and slipped it off her arms, it took all his will power not to reach out and caress her pert, perfectly shaped, breasts, he was no longer allowed to do that unless given express permission.  He dropped to his knees and slowly drew down her panties, revealing the beautiful slit of her pussy.
 
   “Kiss,” Jenny instructed, pointing at her pussy.
 
   John leant forward, thrilled that he was permitted to kiss her there at this time.  She stepped out of her panties, leaving John to pick them up and place them in the laundry basket on the landing, and went into the bathroom to bathe.  John followed her in to provide what assistance she needed, looking forward to the possibility that he may be able to touch her intimately, either whilst assisting her actual washing or while towelling her off afterwards.
 
   John wasn’t disappointed, Jenny wanted him to touch and feel her, to be teased and to get sexually aroused.  A horny man is easy to manipulate and when he found out who her visitor was, he would need to be pliable.  For good measure she had him lick her to orgasm in the bedroom, it served two purposes, it got him really horny and frustrated and it got her warmed up for the evening ahead.
 
   Between them, they settled on matching black bra and panties for jenny, along with a nice little black dress with a very low cut ‘v’ at the front, showing off her cleavage nicely.  It was quite short, coming to mid thigh, which also served to highlight the beauty of her shapely long legs.  A pair of 4 inch stiletto’s finished the outfit off nicely and they both agreed that Jenny looked good, good enough for any man to be proud to have her on his arm.
 
   The door bell rang.
 
   “Quickly, sissy, go and let our visitor in.”
 
   John reluctantly headed down the stairs to open the front door.  He realised that he was hoping and praying that the visitor was his mother-in-law and not someone else and the thought amused him since it was not something that he ever thought he would hope for.  His heart was beating loud and fast as he slowly reached for the door handle, trying to summon up the courage to open the door.  ‘Please let it be her’, he thought desperately.
 
   “Oh .. my .. god.  John is that you?  It is you, isn’t it?  Oh my god, don’t you look pretty and cute in your maid’s uniform.”
 
   John just stood there, mouth open looking at his little sister, Zoe.  He was lost for words and completely embarrassed.  He didn’t know what to do, it was as if his mind had turned to jelly.
 
   Zoe.  She was the last person he expected to see and also the last person he wanted to see him dressed like this.  Zoe found his predicament highly amusing and began to laugh out loud, revelling in the embarrassment he was quite obviously feeling – his face was bright red.
 
   “Sissy, what are you doing?  Don’t keep our guess standing on the doorstep, it’s very rude of you.  Invite her in this minute.” Jenny had come down the stairs and was watching the scene unfold, finding John’s reaction highly hilarious.
 
   “P please come in Zoe.”
 
   “Sissy,” Jenny snapped, “how dare you show such disrespect to your superior.  You keep Mistress Zoe on the doorstep and then you dare to disrespectfully invite her in and speak to her as an equal.  You will be punished for this very poor behaviour, I will not have you showing such blatant disrespect for your betters.”
 
   Zoe giggled as she pushed past John and went to greet Jenny, they hugged and kissed each other’s cheeks and then Jenny led her into the lounge, leaving John to close the door.
 
   He felt utterly humiliated at Zoe seeing him like this, Jenny could have warned him he thought resentfully.  But even so, would it have made any difference?  He would still have had to open the door for her when she rang the bell.  Would it have been worse or better if he’d known it was Zoe?  He couldn’t answer his own questions, he realised.  All he knew was that he was embarrassed but extremely turned on by the situation he found himself in.  He was to be punished, would it be in front of her?  Would she help punish him?  His stomach knotted in anticipation of the humiliating and completely out of his control situation he was in.  His little sister, Zoe, was now to be called Mistress Zoe.  She had been elevated to his superior and was now to be obeyed and shown the same respect as Mistress Jenny and Ma’am Cynthia.  How his life had changed since he’d asked Jenny, really quite innocently, to indulge him in a little fantasy role play and spank him.
 
   “Sissy, get in here now!” Jenny didn’t sound at all pleased and John hurried into the lounge not wanting to annoy her further.
 
   John reflected on what had happened to him so far since asking to be spanked.  He had been sent to stay with his mother-in-law who had extracted retribution quite mercilessly for what she saw as his wrong doings and now his sister was involved who would, no doubt, also want to exact retribution for how he treated her when they were growing up.  He knew that neither of them would be satisfied with a single act of revenge, he would pay over and over again if they got the chance.  
 
   His life had become one of perpetual retribution.
 
   ------------“-----------
 
    
 
   
  
 

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.
 
    
 
   Abigail (Abi):
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Married but had an affair with their boss Steve but broke it off when her husband became suspicious.
 
    
 
   Steve:
 
   Jenny's boss at work and now her new lover.  An arrogant, womanising chauvinist who is particularly well endowed, and loves nothing better than to fuck other men’s wives.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Preview of Book 4
 
   In Book 4 John is getting pretty much completely pliable to Jenny’s will and Jenny decides to take him to the next stage.  She continues her affair with Steve and decides the time is right to tell John all about it, and sissy maid John meets Mistress Zoe who can’t wait to meet out some well deserved retribution for his past misdemeanours with her.
 
   An extract from the beginning of Book 4.
 
    
 
   John dropped to his knees in front of Jenny and respectfully kissed both of her feet as he had been trained, and then he crawled over to his sister, who was sitting in what used to be his armchair watching the unfolding drama and John’s squirming humiliation with glee, and he kissed his sister’s feet, noticing a look of triumph on her face as he straightened back up to kneel erect before her.
 
   “Sissy, Mistress Zoe wants to see you chastity device.  Stand up and lower your panties and then hold the hem of your uniform dress up so that she can see clearly.”
 
   Nooo, please don’t make me do this, John thought, but knew she would and that he had no say in the matter.  Slowly, resignedly, he stood, steeling himself for the embarrassing display he was going to provide.  Reaching down he put both hands under the short hem of his maid’s uniform at the sides and lowered his red thong panties to his stocking tops and, taking a deep breath, lifted the hem of his dress.
 
   Zoe sniggered, she could clearly see John’s little cock through the clear plastic of its cage.  She thought how ironic it was that all the times he had tried to see her naked as teenagers at home, he had never succeeded.  She, on the other hand, hadn’t really been interested in seeing him naked, but here he was now, displaying it all to her.
 
   “Oh, it’s so tiny,” Zoe exclaimed, failing to suppress her laughter, “I can see now why you found the need to lock it away, Jen.  He shouldn’t be allowed to bother anyone with that pathetic excuse for a cock.  What is it, Friday?  So he’s been locked up without cumming for 5 days now, he must be horny as hell,” she giggled.
 
   “Well actually he hasn’t cum since last Friday,” Jenny corrected her, remembering the video she had received, “it’s just that mother didn’t lock him up till Sunday for his weeks lockup.  So really, he’s already done a week but he still has two days to go!”
 
   Zoe giggled at this last remark and reached out, grabbing the tube containing his cock between her thumb and forefinger.  Manipulating it from side to side and taking in every detail of his most private parts, she even poked his testicles painfully with the tip of her other forefinger where they hung through the space between the main ring and the tube, tightly enclosed in their sac.
 
   John was completely humiliated by the whole thing, especially his sister poking his testicles so blatantly.  He knew their relationship would never be the same again after this and he wondered if that was a good thing or a bad thing.  He had come to regret how he’d treated her when they were growing up at home, and had often thought he should tell her so, but he never had.  Now the path was open for her to take whatever sadistic revenge she deemed necessary and there was nothing he could do the prevent it.
 
   “Sissy, remove your panties completely, you have no need of them now.” Jenny instructed after Zoe had completed her inspection of him.  “You may prepare gin and tonics for us both before you bring the cane for your punishment.”
 
   “She looks so pretty and quite real as a maid, I can’t believe it,” Zoe said to Jenny as John made the drinks, “if I hadn’t known John for as long as I have I would have thought she was the real thing.  Do you do her make up?”
 
   “No, she does it all herself.  Of course, I trained her how to do it originally but nowadays it’s all her own work and, as you can see, she’s getting quite expert.”
 
   John served the drinks he had prepared, red-faced at being talked about in such a humiliating way by his wife and sister.  He balanced the tray carefully as he knelt before each of them so that they could take their drink without too much effort.
 
   “Go and fetch your cane now, sissy, and a chair from the dining room.”
 
   ------------“-----------
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