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Chapter 01 Josephine

	 

	Well, I know, I’m a bitch! There’s no getting around it, call me out and I’ll laugh in your face, sticks and stones and all that. A selfish bitch who knows what she wants and always gets it! The result of a broken home? My genetic make-up, modern society or just an addiction to pleasure? Any one of these and many more could be a cause, but in the end, facts are facts! A torrid history of boyfriends who didn’t meet my high standards, one-night stands that left a sour taste in my mouth and the discovery that if I didn’t fight for what I want out of life, it certainly wasn’t going to be served up to me on a golden platter.

	All I ever wanted was a man who fits my idea of a perfect partner, not too much to ask, it’s what all of us want. Good looking, takes care of himself, gives me what I need in bed and looks after me in all those little intimate ways that a woman needs. I was starting to think that a man like this just did not exist, in fact I knew in my heart of hearts that he didn’t. Meanwhile, life went on, work went on and still that man never showed up. 

	I’m not sure when I realized that if my perfect lover did not really exist, but was in reality just a Disney-prince climbing over my thorny fantasy, I would have to create him. I vaguely remember a lighthearted article that I read once in Cosmopolitan about house-training husbands and boyfriends. Perhaps that was the seed that was planted. Or perhaps it was a comment from Frances, a long-time friend, that triggered off the line of thought, but at any rate the idea germinated in the back of my mind and in one of the stretches between attempting one dating site or another on the Internet I sort of decided to take the low road. Find someone that met some of my standards and fill in the missing gaps myself. 

	This plan, imagined in idle moments alone, never took on reality because I just had no idea where to even start. I mean, where does one even start? And so, it went on. 

	My job is creating visuals to sell soaps, make-up and perfumes. That consumed me as I wallowed in my fantasy. The trigger was the contract from a cosmetic company to create the image for their new line of eye liners and lashes. An intense six-month effort, finding the theme, building the visuals whilst working with other creators to build a brand and an aura of female sexual strength that would make the line stand out from the rest. While other manufacturers walked their models through jungles and vast palaces in gold lamé and high heels, matched their products to carefully unshaven men in black tie to dramatic music, the line that we took was darker. Calling the product line ‘Domination’ was an excellent start and I wondered how customers would perceive that name. 

	In charge of the visual design for the studio, I started to research even before the focus groups were assembled. Like every woman that I know, I had read Fifty Shades and The Devil Wears Prada. That was the idea that I started with. A suggestion that the product would enslave men, have sexual overtones that would bring the dark sexual side of women to the fore. The best approach is to start with what is not acceptable and water it down to something that suggests that, but is never sexually explicit, glossy and acceptable commercial erotica and not porn! 

	A month into project ‘Domination’, I was delving into the world of female domination. Latex, leather, whips and spurs, strap-ons and all the rest of it! I think that I was objective at the start, looking for images and memes that fitted the work, but I have to admit that a great deal of it turned me on as I started to see the attraction! There was a whole dark world out there that I had never really taken notice of before, and it seemed that there were loads of men that fixated in ways that I had never really thought were possible! 

	Plenty of my exes had loved the stockings-and-heels look, loved to be led by me in bed and willing to have that full-color porn experience. But all of them drew a line between sex and everything else in life, separated their passions from real life and thus failed the test. As the project moved along in the usual way and the photoshoots began, the tests to find an image that would encompass the product line and appeal to the demographic that we were aiming at, I have to admit that I found myself falling down the proverbial rabbit-hole. My research became personal, it became intimate, and I discovered that the thoughts in my head as I frigged each night moving ever more towards the darker side! By the time that it came to an end and the design blueprint was accepted and signed off, I found that I had changed, perhaps just a little. ‘Domination’ the marketing effort had become Domination, Josie’s latest obsession. 

	The changes were, I suppose, minor on the surface. No more flats worn to work, heels were the order of the day, tights were pushed to the back of the knicker-drawer and lacy stockings were worn all the time. My gym workouts moved focus to less muscle and more curves and I found myself even buying the new line when it hit the shops! I loved the self-image that I had myself created and found that I was the biter bit. 

	That entire six months, I had been so absorbed by the act of creation, that I had not really understood that it was also an act of self-recreation. It was Frances, one evening over a bottle of wine, that sort of brought it all to a head. 

	‘If I hadn’t seen it myself, I just wouldn’t have believed it,’ she had said as we became tipsy. ‘You have so changed your look since Christmas…’

	It was true! The long luxurious curly locks had been replaced by an austere French bob. Gone were the jeans and casuals, the trainers and leggings, to be replaced by tight skirts and stockings. My favorite flowery perfume fragrance had not been used in ages and instead a musky zone of Domination enveloped me in its arms. I felt more assertive as well, as though the image change had created a new creature that savored the sideways looks from men and reveled in strutting my stuff.

	‘It’s probably just a phase,’ I said with a chuckle at the way that she smiled with almost a leer. ‘It’s sort of how I feel at the moment.’

	‘I wish I could remake myself like that,’ she had replied. ‘Sex on legs, but my current boyfriend would probably just call me a slut if I dressed like that.’

	‘Is that what you’re calling me?’  I asked.

	‘No, I’m sort of jealous actually.’

	‘It’s just what I need at the moment…’ I said.

	‘To be jealous?’

	‘No, someone to share the new me with!’

	‘I can’t see how you would have a problem finding a man,’ she said. ‘Looking like that, half the men here would drop their wives for you between one breath and another!’ 

	I looked around and noticed a few of the partnered-up men in the bar hastily averted their eyes and refocused on their partners. I crossed my legs and allowed the hem of my skirt to rise up a little and angled my stiletto just-so and could not help smiling as they all took notice. 

	‘I wouldn’t want a married man anyway,’ I said. ‘I could never share.’

	‘Why not?’ asked Frances. ‘I’ve had loads of affairs with married men, they are ideal partners.’

	‘Weekends in motels and borrowed moments,’ I replied. ‘Men whose wives just don’t understand them and then promise what they can’t deliver. Just a dead-end relationship that is all about the sex.’

	‘Nothing wrong with that because it is all about the sex!’ said Frances. ‘There are loads of advantages that easily cancel out the downside. For instance, ditching them is so easy, they are always in a state of blackmail and stress. They have to really try to please to keep hold of you and you never have to put up with all the humdrum stuff.’

	‘So, who’s the present one?’ I asked.

	‘Kevin,’ she said. ‘Married, two children. Goes to church every Sunday and is a model husband to a wife who is the spitting image of his mother!’ Frances laughed and wagged a finger at me. ‘I’ve almost got him paying the rent on my apartment,’ she added with a smirk. ‘Threatened to move away to find a cheaper one and now he is trying to figure how he can keep me in reach. On the boil!’

	‘I thought that I was a bitch,’ I said.

	‘You are, but you need someone to be a bitch to, if you get what I mean. Anyway, I’ve been with him too long now and I’m starting to find that he’s a bore. What’s more, I allowed him too much latitude at the start and he’s getting lazy, thinking that he can call the tune and you know I’m not interested in being second fiddle.’

	‘So dump his ass,’ I said with a laugh. 

	‘Not until I find a replacement sugar-daddy,’ said my friend. ‘I don’t believe in being single for a single day!’

	‘Yeah,’ I answered, ‘just like I’ve been for over six months. So how do you find these perfect married men?’

	‘Never really thought about it, Josie,’ she said. ‘It happens all on its own. One moment they are hinting and making a pass, the next we are fucking like rabbits. You just need to let it happen and be open to suggestions.’

	‘So, what about him paying your rent, then?’

	‘It’s just a man-test,’ she said in an offhand manner. ‘Just me experimenting with him to see if I can win out, but to be honest, he’s probably not worth the effort. Anyway, it would tie me down. I’ll find another and start on the right foot next time. In fact, now that we’re having the conversation, I am thinking that I really do need to dump his ass hard on the sidewalk. Several months is quite long enough!’

	‘So, what would you do if the husband actually did get the divorce like he promised?’

	‘Run a mile,’ laughed Frances. ‘Why would I ever marry a man that had been unfaithful?’

	Her twisted logic made me laugh out loud. This was a side of Frances that had been hinted at before, but it was the first time that she had ever opened the door that wide. As I thought back over the last few years that we had known each other, I realized that I had almost never ever met any of her partners, now I knew why… They had all been married men! 

	‘I just love your take on life,’ I said. ‘Maybe I’ll give it a try!’

	‘You won’t regret it,’ she replied. ‘Just be in control!’

	I think that that was the moment when the scale tipped, and I couldn't help myself wondering if Frances was right. Finding a married man was the answer. In fact, it was that moment that she opened the door, and something clicked into place for me. Sort of the inner me moving to match the image that I had started to project. Like all these things, it takes time to adjust, especially when it is all about a change of character. Not that I was ever a shy little home-girl next door, of course. I was never that! It’s just that the whole idea was so enticing. There had been a few one-nighters with married men before, but never anything that lasted past dawn. What she was suggesting was to go looking for it, and that’s a whole change of attitude.

	For a month or so, I was absorbed by a new project at work, but I suppose in that time I allowed Frances’ words to settle in my mind. There were just not enough hours in the day and what was more, I was still falling down the rabbit hole and dreaming of finding that man who fitted my idea of perfection. What did happen was that I tried a couple of one-night stands that left me cold. Not that the sex was bad, it was more that I was starting to realize that I needed more than a couple of hours of sweaty sex in the dark. What I needed was a man that was wholly mine twenty-four seven. So, the best sex was when my partner was my vivid imagination. Another small thing happened that crystallized my mindset, not important as such, but a sign that I was undergoing a transformation. I cleared out my clothes, threw away the jeans and tights, the trainers and sports gear and gave up the gym. Another small step in a metamorphosis that had to take place as the larval bitch struggled to emerge from the chrysalis.

	 


Chapter 02 Gregory

	 

	Hecate Concept Studio is just a small sideline in a media company that has everything from a game studio to newspapers. A niche business that compliments and supports the other sectors and hires itself to other companies to create images and themes that create brand awareness. I started as a programmer, moved to the visual side and found myself almost surprised as I rose through the ranks. Ideas are the most difficult part of creating a brand and it seems that I have the knack! Not that I claim the kudos for most of the work that we do, it’s just that giving the creatives their heads seems to be the secret and I just have to keep them in line and on track rather than come up with the actual ideas. 

	We have a strong team, just look at the head-hunters that gather in the shadows and try to steal members of the group without ever realizing that it is the cross-fertilization that breeds success. Josie, Louise and the rest of the team just bounced those ideas and were never short of energy. So, I sat at my desk only occasionally, spending the bulk of my time bringing together the ideas and people in ways that seem to satisfy our corporate clients. From book covers to perfumes, film releases to trucking companies, from snack makers to clothing outlets, we do it all. For instance, we rebranded a series of fantasy books with new covers and suddenly were selling to people that had never dreamed of picking up that sort of novel until they were drawn to our designs. Then there were the stolid work boots that became fashion items in the space of a month and the line of feminine hygiene products that became a hot feminist meme. 

	The atmosphere in the office could be described as controlled breathlessness and each day I commute home almost exhausted, to my suburban life. My wife, Pamela, ten years older than me and a partner in a small ambulance-chasing law firm always arrives in the mid evening, similarly exhausted and we sit like zombies in front of the TV before heading upstairs to bed. 

	Don’t get me wrong, it’s our choice to make money while the getting is good even though most of the reasons that we got together in the first place have evaporated in the hurly-burly of financial success. So, there never were any children, we just didn’t have time. Intimacy is another reason, there is little of that, we are so enveloped in our separate lives that there’s no chance of that happening often. Occasional couplings in the dark before turning over and falling asleep. So, why did I ever get married? The reason was my fascination for older women and her need for security coming together until we were in the same orbit and the only option was marriage. Anyway, I’m getting a little off-track here, because I meant to tell you about how it was that I started to have an affair with a woman who was actually younger than me. Though, to be honest, she has all the things that make an older woman attractive!

	Josie was the lead on the ‘Domination’ project. She came up with the basic premise that linked the name to a dark theme and was the energy that put it all together. Another success story for Hecate that earned her a five-figure bonus and I have to say that every cent of it was earned. It was a real feather in our cap and even the big-wigs in the central company noticed the way that it brought more business in. I think that it was then that I really noticed her, and I just loved the self-confidence and strength. That mature woman thing going on.

	There was another thing that I noticed properly for the first time. While all of the others on the team were so casual and freethinking, Josie had something else that made her stand shoulders above the rest. The smart business-like look, sexy but serious, an assertiveness and poise that was not usual in a woman in her early twenties. I found myself watching her and enjoying the way that she looked and acted. Don’t get me wrong, I am not a chauvinist, but there was poise and femininity in one package and that was more than attractive. 

	So, the ‘Domination’ project came to an end and we moved on with lesser things waiting for the next big project. I could not help my eyes following her and found myself trying to create moments when the two of us were alone for a while. I put her in charge of the new series of romance novels that a publisher was creating and we worked closely on the artwork and design, all the while I discovered that I wanted to know her better. More intimately! 

	Josie seemed to have no peripheral vision and I started to fantasize about the possibility. Not that I really considered cheating on Pam, it was all just a daydream as I struggled to show no sign of interest. Josie is a bit of a closed book. Doesn’t say much about her life outside of the office, but there were hints that she was single. To start with, no ring! Also, there was no chitter-chatter about boyfriends or partners, not that she didn’t join in with the others. To me, the signs said that she was not gay and the way that she dressed seemed to be saying that in spades. The tight skirts, the top three buttons undone, the heels all announced that, but she never seemed to respond to any of my subtle attempts to probe a little deeper. 

	I bided my time and found a reason to award another bonus, well deserved actually, all the while looking for an opening, because I discovered that I was falling for her. To me, it always seemed that I was so obvious, but Josie never gave any sign or response and I sort of gave up hope and gave a little distance. 

	The office hours depend on the workload, when we are busy we all stay late, when not, the team keeps its hours. At six I emerged from my office to find that all had gone but Josie who was standing at the window gazing out at the vista of the city streets below. For a minute I stood almost breathless, admiring her from afar before she turned and smiled.

	‘It’s done,’ she said as I walked over to join her. ‘I have the presentation all complete and we can call the client and show them what’s in store.’

	‘Sounds great,’ I managed.

	‘They’ll love it. Exotic beaches, moody ocean and monsoon rains streaming over tropical lovers entwined under luscious palm trees,’ she said. ‘Just the faraway aura and feel of erotic and travel that they are looking for.’

	I could not help myself, somehow her words and my longings met in a single moment and I touched her hip for a moment as if by accident. Her face turned to me and our eyes met for a moment and I thought that I could see that she and I were moving in the same direction.

	‘Erotic,’ I said, and her response caused me a breathlessness that signaled we were on the same page. Josie’s hand moved and took mine, fingers entwining, and I almost gasped at the energy that filled me. I felt a hard-on and struggled to find the words to confirm what was happening. 

	‘Naughty, naughty,’ she breathed and her head turned up, but as I moved to kiss those bright red lips, it slipped away and her hand released mine. ‘If you are making a pass…’ she said.

	‘I think that I am,’ I said as I moved a little closer. 

	Josie’s face became serious, and she turned to face me, ‘A married man. Shame on you!’

	I think that I blushed, but the erection that was uncomfortable in my jeans told otherwise. ‘I need you,’ I said.

	Josie smiled and her smile became something more like a sneer. ‘On my terms…’ she said. All I could do was nod as her finger wagged at me like a mother admonishing a little boy. ‘I decide…’

	‘Of course you do,’ I breathed, longing to kiss her, but she shook her head and her smile broadened. ‘Anything…’

	‘That’s better, Greg,’ she said. ‘I don’t do casual sex! If you want it, you have to be serious about it…’

	‘I am more serious than you could ever guess,’ I said. The words came to my lips spontaneously and she leaned up and pecked at my lips. She was wearing that Domination perfume, a musky sexual fragrance that I knew so well. Her lipstick tasted entrancing and intimate, butter on her lips, and I longed to take her in my arms, but something held me back and her hand slipped into mine. I could feel the long curving nails on the edge of my palm and my heart skipped a beat. 

	‘You have to pass the test,’ she said and I must have looked puzzled because she laughed and her other hand pressed at my jeans as she explored my desperation. ‘Can you do that?’

	‘I will do my best,’ I said.

	‘I’m sure that you will, Gregory,’ came her words as her hand closed and moved to stroke me slowly. ‘I will take you in hand, boy!’

	Her words as well as that magical hand caused me to whine in anguish, and she allowed another small kiss. I discovered that I dared not even touch her with my hand and gasped as she ran a finger from my neck to waist. I could feel the sharp nail run down as the hand slipped into the waistband of my pants and contacted me and I almost came in that moment. The scent, the touch, the kiss and the contact sent me to a place that I had not been to for so long! I was in an erotic dream that was almost impossible to resist and dared not move for danger of awaking from the dream.

	‘Be mine,’ she breathed and all I could do was moan in answer.

	 


Chapter 03 Josephine

	 

	I had never really considered Gregory to be the one, but now that he had shown his interest, how could I delay what I had thought about for all those months after Frances had opened the door to my desires. Greg, older than me by ten years, good looking, masculine and fairly attractive. What was more, married and with a self-composure that seemed unassailable. He had not been on my list, but now that it was happening, I could sense the weakness that underlay the façade.

	How could he know that I was almost as desperate as he was? There was no way that I was going to show it, though. He had to be the impatient one, I had to assert control from the start and show my boss who was boss! I could feel the heat rising between my thighs, the slickness of skin on skin, the need that was so hard to resist, this was the moment! Instinctively I knew that the secret to success was to keep utter control over my boss and move so slowly that he was always panting for more! In my mind were all the images that we had created for project ‘Dominance’. I held my breath as I felt that hardness and teased with my fingertips. 

	‘Be mine,’ I said as I slid my hand to bare, stiff flesh and he moaned in response. My hand retreated and left just a finger hooking the belt buckle on his jeans and I led him like a little boy to his office. As I walked, I could almost feel his eyes on me, the sheer need in his every step as I dragged him willingly to his office. I let my finger slide free and sat in his chair, leaving him in front of his desk with a puzzled look on his face. Well, not just confusion as I crossed my legs and smiled up at him, a look of hope as he glanced at the desk… I suddenly realized that he expected me to strip for him, wiggle free from the tight skirt and bend over the desk like a fucking whore for his pleasure. That was not on the cards, no way, but I crooked a finger at Greg with a smile and he stepped nervously before me. What I had in my head was to reverse what he had in his imagination, to have him strip and bend over for me!

	A new sensation gripped me, pleasurable, for sure but also, I was exulting in a new emotion. Despite me wanting his cock so badly, I felt a sense of power thrill through me that overrode the lust. Uncertain and yet eager, Greg had no idea of what I was expecting, and I allowed the seconds to stretch out as I reveled in the moment. Just as he was about to speak, I reached forward and slowly unzipped his jeans. Pulling them down ever so unhurriedly, watching his hips thrust an inch before he held still. His cock was so stiff that I had to pop the button at the waist and slide the buckle free before I could free it and he wheezed as my nails slid from root to tip before I pulled him closer. The expression on his face was a sort of vacant look as he took a step forward and I was able to lift my knee and lower him to my skirt.

	‘Is this what you want, Greg,’ I said with a leer as I stroked him against the smooth skirt. A small nod and his hips tipped. I shook my head, and he became stock still. ‘Just stand and take it, boy,’ I said with a chuckle.  ‘I like to explore a little. No fuck on a first date, that’s the rule…’ Another nod from my captive audience and I played a little. Just small touches and strokes that caused my boss to shiver. ‘I just love playing games, tell me that you love it too…’

	‘Games,’ he parroted and I knew that I had him. ‘Playing games…’ 

	‘That’s right, Greg. If we play by my rules I can promise that you will love it all…’ He was staring down as my manicured nails ran up and down his shaft and I could see that he was almost hypnotized by the sight. A good catch, I decided with a feeling of triumph. Greg was almost struggling to stand still as I talked him through it. ‘Nice big cock,’ I started. ‘Plump and stiff just like it should be.’ It was the truth and I had to admit to myself that it was so thick that I could scarcely have circled my long fingers completely around his organ. I could feel myself melting at the thought of having him fuck me, but I resisted the urge and just stroked and teased the tip before my other hand palmed the low hanging balls and closed around them. Nice and heavy, warm and soft, my claws closed around them, and he winced at the touch of my nails. ‘You are so ready for this, boy,’ I said in a stage-whisper. ‘Full to the brim, so ready to be drained…’

	The answer was a moan, and I lifted my knee a little and pressed him down between skirt and palm. ‘Oh God,’ he muttered, and I could not help chuckling at his hardship. Every cock has something in particular that makes it spill; his was so close that I could almost feel it, quite apart from the slick clear flow that had started. It greased my palm, and I rubbed a little and he showed me what he wanted.  His hips moved forward, and I frowned in displeasure and a sheepish expression filled his features. ‘Wait for my word,’ I said sternly. ‘This is my playtime, not yours!’

	‘Please, I’m so close, please can I fuck you?’

	His words were almost a whine and I relented, dropping my hand from his balls to hook a finger into the opening of his jeans. ‘You can fuck me like this, Greg,’ I said as I pushed him back an inch or two and then pulled him forward again. It was almost like a magic trick. Building a slow rhythm that was not enough to make him come, but more than enough to keep him captivated. The feeling of control was a heady emotion, I clenched my thighs and felt a wave of heat and excitement fill me, almost enough to cause me to pant, but I just relaxed and compressed my thighs a little as I played and felt myself moving closer to a climax that now creeping up on me. ‘Nice and slow, Greg,’ I said as I allowed my finger to loosen his jeans and patted my skirt just short of that hard cock. ‘Come on, show me what you have for me!’

	Now he was getting it, and he rocked slowly back and forth, rubbing between palm and skirt as I concentrated on my own pleasure. My swollen clit was rubbing so delightfully, I could feel my thighs tremble and a climax caused me to gasp just as my boss fountained his come onto my thigh. First a spurt, then a withdrawal and then a fountain of sticky come that splattered almost to my waist as I congratulated him and moaned at my own climax. ‘Good boy,’ I said, ‘what a good boy!’ 

	Greg gasped and suddenly stilled, and I patted the sticky cock as if it were a puppy before looking up with a smile. ‘Well done, Greg. Perhaps next time a little fuck?’

	He nodded and stepped back with a blush that went from collar to hairline. ‘Fuck Josie, that was not like anything I’ve ever…’ A drop of sweat on his forehead, a slight shudder.

	‘Just a little fun,’ I said with a sweet pout. ‘Now, I have to clean up…’ I dipped a finger into the goo that splattered my skirt and lifted it to my lips and he watched fascinated as I tasted his come with pursed lips. 

	‘You are so tantalizing,’ he said.

	‘I am what I am,’ I laughed as I stood. ‘I just love playing sexy games, that’s just me. All you have to do is follow the rules and we can play and play as we explore…’ he nodded and did up his jeans with a small chuckle. 

	‘What other games do you play?’

	‘That’s for me to decide, Greg. That’s what it’s all about! Me!’

	 


Chapter 04 Gregory

	 

	It was like nothing I had ever done before. Never mind the fact that I had cheated on Pam, never had I had sex without a fuck. I sort of pride myself that I can please any woman, but this was something quite special. For one, I was sure that Josie was not the type to put my marriage at risk and secondly, she was so sensual that I did not even realize until I was on the way home that she had not climaxed at all! What woman forwent her own pleasure for her lover’s? No doubt about it, the woman was an exception to every rule! Not a word about herself, the whole moment had been for me alone and that felt special as well.

	Pam was Pam. We had not had sex for weeks and that night was no exception. We watched the final part of some series on TV and went to bed, her none the wiser that I had discovered something quite special. What was more, because we had not fucked, I sort of decided that it had not even been cheating on my wife at all. I mean, how could it be? In fact, I could not get to sleep thinking about it and lay for a couple of hours, the picture of me on her knee, those long nails curving around my cock, the moment when I came and emptied as never before, almost as if I had been squeezed dry by those magical hands. Then, there was the way that she had tasted me and smiled, an incredible moment that brought on another erection that I had to get up for and relieve over the bathroom sink as I imagined what had happened hours before.

	Of course, there is that fear that I suppose all cheaters have if they have an affair at the office. The fear that there will be a difference, a reaction that endangers, an altered relationship between boss and colleague. But I need not have worried, because Josie scarcely even glanced at me when I arrived in the office and showed not even the slightest sign that anything had changed between us. I felt a sense of sheer relief at first and then started another session of worry that the one time was all that there was and would be. The day drifted by as always, a few meetings, a team briefing on a newly started project and me doing my best to not make a sign that anything was in any way different. 

	I pride myself that we are a pretty tight team, and was worried that someone would comment or say something that showed that Josie and I were closer than before, but it did not happen, so that by the end of the day, I could only hope that she would be receptive to another little session. I sat fiddling in my office, hearing the goodbyes and leavers at around five, sure that Josie would stay behind for some fun. But, when I emerged from the office at six, it was empty and I stood crestfallen and longingly before deciding that it would happen another day. I went back to the office and cleared up, a feeling of loss filling me as I logged off the network and checked my phone for late calls. It was then that the door opened and Josie walked in. I think that I must have gasped in surprise because she wagged a finger at me and closed the door before locking it and pointing at the chair behind the desk. 

	‘Like?’ she said as she ran her hand over her black skirt. It was then that I realized that it was a smooth shiny material that was so tight that her stocking tops and the clips that held them were clearly outlined against her legs. I nodded dumbly and she dropped the key to the floor. ‘This time, you are on the chair,’ she chuckled. ‘But I want those pants off first, boy! Let me see that gorgeous prick of yours…’

	I think that I was a little over-eager as I stepped from my hastily discarded jeans and pants and sat in the plush chair. This was more like it, I thought as I sat down and waited to see what she had in mind. It has never bothered me when a woman takes the lead, in fact, that Pam doesn’t is sort of a disappointment for me and I was sure that whatever Josie wanted was going to be fun. I opened my legs and could feel my engorged cock standing proud. Was this going to be a fuck? I wondered in hope. Would she take her place on my lap? She did not! She simply strolled over to me and reached down to play with me.

	I was ready for it, so fucking ready for a fuck, so when she lifted her stilettoed foot between my thighs, I looked down wondering how this was going to play out. A hand reached for my tie and tugged me forward and she leaned in, sliding the smooth leather of her shoe under my balls. ‘Now then, Greg, what are the rules today?’ she said with a laugh. ‘I want you forward, boy, come on…’

	I slid forward and felt my rampant cock press on her ankle. The ankle strap of her shoe pressed against me, and I flinched at the contact, but Josie just gave another tug at my tie. ‘What?’ I said and she frowned down at me. I could see that behind the frown there was that slight smile and shuffled forward a little more as she bent forward, towering over me. 

	‘That’s right, boy,’ she whispered, ‘come closer and press nice and forcefully. I want to feel that hard cock pressing on my ankle.’

	I pressed harder until the buckle of the strap was almost causing me to flinch. ‘Please can we fuck, Josie,’ I said and then realized that when I listened to myself, I was almost begging for it. 

	‘Not this time, boy,’ she said. ‘I will fuck you another time, I just want to see that big cock of yours spill for me, so just do as I say and you’ll be a step closer! I always get what I want.’

	I was pressing hard on the nylon clad ankle, the cruel strap and buckle; aroused as never before as before my eyes she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. One, two, three and now I could see that there was no bra. The hem of that latex skirt started to lift and now I could see stocking tops as she cupped her breasts and rolled the hard nipples. Her lips pouted and opened and I could sense a tremble as she gasped and said, ‘Fuck, this is such a turn on! I’m so fucking horny…’ I reached forward, but her hands slapped me away. ‘Look but don’t touch, boy. That comes later…’

	What a fucking teasing bitch this woman was. Her naked breasts filled my sight and it was all that I could manage not to move and slide on her foot as Josie played with herself in a show of pure sensuality. It was like being in the middle of a porn film, the woman had me going and all I could do was watch. I dropped my hands to my cock, but once again she brushed them away. ‘Do I have to cuff you?’ she said with a groan. 

	‘If that’s what you want,’ I said as she shuddered and then allowed her fingers to slide to the latex skirt and slowly down her stockinged leg. I put my hands by my side and felt her touch me.

	‘That’s better, boy,’ she breathed. ‘Now lift a little for me…’

	I lifted and Josie pressed against me. Against the rough nylon, rasping over the strap of her stiletto I groaned as I felt her hand hold me in place. ‘Oh fuck,’ I said, ‘I’m so close…’

	‘I know you are, Greg,’ she said as her breasts filled my sight. ‘Every time that you see me wearing these shoes you will get a hard-on, it will be our little secret! Wait until I say…’

	My balls trapped by the uppers, my cock trapped by her hand against her ankle, I whined in need, ‘I can’t hold it,’ I said. 

	‘You must, Greg. You have to learn self-control!’ she insisted. ‘How can I allow you to fuck my cunt if you can't come when I want you to?’

	Those breasts, the very nearness of her, the perfume and the pressure enveloped me in a miasma of obsession, and I struggled to hold myself until the moment she chose. ‘I’m trying, babes,’ I muttered as her skirt slid up her thigh and gave me the sight of her pale skin above the nylon. There were so many clasps holding them, and somehow that was even more exciting as she leaned a little forward and brought a nipple to my lips. 

	‘A little peck,’ she offered. 

	For a moment the stiff flesh was between my lips, a perfumed taste that filled my senses. It felt like a gift from the gods! Being permitted to kiss her and taste her and her hand ran the length of my trapped prick and I whined as I felt that starting signal that tells me that I am on the downward slope. That moment when there is no choice but to come. Did Josie feel it too? I suppose that she did, and she gave me permission with just a couple of words. ‘Come boy,’ she said and a moment later I spilled as I thrust up against her and fountained an endless stream of pulsing hot come. From Josie, just a sigh of satisfaction and she leaned back a little and looked down at me. 

	I think that I blushed and started to move back, away from the hard buckle that bit into my cock, but she shook her head and gripped my shaft, and I froze half off the seat. ‘Not yet, not until I say…’ She lifted her hand, an ooze of sticky come dripping from her fingertip, her palm wet with my discharge. I thought that she was going to taste me again, but instead she brushed the wetness on her nipple and slowly teased herself. ‘Do I turn you on?’ she asked as her eyes bored into mine. ‘Do you like coming on my shoes for me like this?’

	I shuddered and tried to hold my position, but I had to drop down and felt the tip of her stiletto between the cheeks of my ass. ‘More than I can bear,’ I said, trying to express what I believed that she wanted to hear. The truth of it was that the release was so intense, the climax so powerful that I was simply telling her the truth. 

	The shoe slipped from beneath me and her hands brushed the tight skirt down and she stood before me with her feet apart, her breasts half hidden by the silk of her blouse. ‘I am a little kinky, I suppose,’ she reflected. ‘But the truth of the matter is that I just love watching a man come for me! Such a fucking turn-on having a cock like yours spurt when I demand it… You don’t mind, do you?’

	‘How can I?’ I replied. ‘You are like the goddess of sex,’ I replied. 

	‘Just what I wanted to hear, boy. This is our secret,’ said Josie with a serious glance as she buttoned up her blouse. ‘Promise not to tell?’

	‘No way…’

	 


Chapter 05 Josephine

	 

	I don’t really think that I knew where this was going. I mean, I was just playing with Greg and the game itself was more fun than I had ever imagined it could be. Blowing his mind and wanking him off, making him beg to come and watching him fall in a way from which there was no escape. Now that I look back at this first few days of our affair, I realize that giving in to the urge to have him fuck me, even under my orders, would have ruined the whole thing. But at the time it seemed almost like a mistake if I was going to bind him to me so tight that he could never escape. The fact is, that giving little always leaves more left to give, giving it all away in the first moments leaves nowhere to go. Not that I thought that at the time, that was something that comes with experience, if you'll forgive the pun. 

	I had been without someone in my bed for months, the thought of that thick cock reaming me was almost too much to bear. But, I had decided to go slow, and slow I was going to go. Anyway, it was such amazing fun. 

	The problem was how to continue to be inventive, make every collision a different experience without giving an inch. So, I leafed through all the material that I had gathered in the early stages of project ‘Domination’ and tried to imagine which would be useful in taming my boss. 

	You see, for me it was a game, for him it was an affair! Pure sex, of course, no fine dining or overt blackmail, no diversions from his ‘normal’ life or disturbances that would give my boss any pause to reflect. All I needed to do was to keep up the pressure and addict him to those moments when I decided to play with him. I seem to remember that I considered all sorts of kinky fetish scenarios like dressing as a nurse or nun, or wearing boots or something, but somehow it all seemed that that would reduce my grip on him because I would just be trying too hard! 

	In the end, I decided that I would take it as it came. Wear him down drip by drip and see how it all developed. The trick would be to enjoy the ride and see where it ended up. So, I had no real plan but to keep him interested and always on the edge, just getting him well and truly used to being used, though of course he should never realize it! 

	The weekend passed and I found myself having a drink with Frances on the Sunday night. I was in half a mind not to tell her at all about my little experiment in sex, but she said something that made me spill the beans, and I have to say that my instinct was good.

	‘I have found the perfect man for you,’ she said. ‘Not quite my type, but I can easily palm you off on him if you fancy!’

	‘Actually, I have found someone,’ I replied. ‘Sort of…’

	‘How can you sort of find a boyfriend?’ she laughed. ‘You either fuck or you don’t, there’s no sort of about it!’

	‘It’s that boss of mine,’ I admitted and almost bit my tongue as the words came out. ‘He made a pass and I…’

	‘Jesus, Josie,’ said Frances with a frown. ‘Worst choice girl, he’ll have you over a barrel in no time. What’s more, when it’s over you’ll have to leave! Has he told you that his wife doesn’t understand his needs yet?’

	I shook my head. ‘Quite the opposite; actually, I am fucking him!’

	‘Yeah! For the next few times and then it’s off to a motel room,’ she said. ‘I take it that he is actually married?’

	‘Sort of,’ I said with a smile. ‘His wife doesn’t understand him… not like I do.’

	‘Told you so, darling. Get out while you can.’

	It was then that I told Frances what I was up to. She listened and the smile returned to her lips before she said, ‘You’ll never manage to keep his lid on, Josie. He won’t stand for it, after a couple of weeks you’ll find yourself in trouble.’

	‘That’s why I’m telling you, Frances,’ I said, knowing that she just loved to be the agony aunt. ‘Between your advice and help and my unavoidable charms I can get where I want to be!’

	‘First of all, I have my own charms,’ she said as she arched her back to stick out her large breasts. ‘Secondly where do you think that this will end up?’

	‘I have no idea,’ I admitted. ‘I haven’t thought that far ahead.’

	‘No plan, no idea and doesn’t know what she wants,’ said Frances. ‘Tell me Josie, what do you want?’

	‘Like I said, I have no idea!’ I answered. ‘This is a sort of experiment, I suppose. All I know is that the feeling of dominance is such a thrill that I’ve been frigging myself off at every opportunity! What I need are new and amazing ways of having sex without actually having sex,’ I added. ‘I just have the feeling that if I can keep it up long enough, he’ll be ready for the next step.’

	‘Which is?’

	I shrugged my shoulders. ‘I’ll work that out as I go along. I have some ideas though and I want to see if you agree…’

	‘OK, let’s hear it then.’

	I sketched out a few scenarios and Frances listened. One or two of my ideas she shot down without mercy, some she just nodded to and a few more she agreed with. ‘I can sort of see where you’re going with this,’ she said. ‘But, I still don’t understand how it ends…’

	‘It doesn’t,’ I said argumentatively. ‘I just get more control over Greg and eventually he will reach a point where anything that I say goes. Though what that would be, I have no idea.’

	Frances just looked thoughtful. ‘This is real Fifty Shades stuff, Josie. Don’t get in trouble! Never forget, he is physically stronger than you and if you push him too far, there’s no saying what he’ll do!’

	‘He’s married, he’d never dare for fear of being exposed,’ I retorted.

	‘Not true, darling. If it happens in the heat of the moment, he’ll never even consider the consequences. Then it’ll be too late.’

	‘I really want to fuck him,’ I said. ‘I can go all the way, Fran.’

	‘Yeah, but you want to do it under your conditions, not his… So he may not even see it that way,’ she said. ‘You are playing a dangerous game.’

	‘Maybe that’s why it’s so exciting,’ I said. 

	‘You really are a sadistic bitch,’ said Frances. ‘Just make me a promise…’

	‘Mmm?’

	‘Keep me in the know and listen to me when I give advice,’ said my best friend. ‘You won’t see it objectively like I do, so you have to promise me to break it off if I think that you are at risk.’

	‘OK, I promise, Fran. You don’t know how it feels… Greg is becoming mine and I mean that in the most accurate meaning of the word,’ I said. ‘Each time will put him more in my power with less chance of escape.’

	In my imagination he crawled at my feet, and I realized that just that idea was making me horny. The wet warmth was almost too much to bear, and I moved on the chair and clenched my thighs. When I awoke from the fantasy, Frances was gazing at me with a broad smile on her lips. ‘Fuck, Josie,’ she said. ‘You really are getting one on, dear. Just don’t start moaning and climaxing in here…’

	‘I can’t help it,’ I said with a small shudder. ‘Just the thought of him crawling and begging for it is enough to make me come!’

	‘You are becoming obsessed with yourself,’ she laughed. ‘I almost envy you, you know. You’re so utterly sexual!’

	‘It was you that started me off,’ I said with a chuckle. ‘I can’t stop thinking about it.’

	‘It’s been two times,’ said Frances seriously. ‘That’s all, just two times. Not even a week yet and already you’re hooked. Just start spacing it out a little to stop him believing that it will happen at the drop of a hat. Keep him on the boil by a little flirtation and suggestion and slow down. After all, he’s married and probably fucking her as well. You need to keep the contrast strong, you for fun, her for duty. Believe me, I know what I’m talking about, married men need to be kept interested all the time and you need to be more exciting than the wife!’

	‘You’re right, Fran. I’ll slow down a little…’

	‘Not too much though,’ she laughed. ‘If there’s no sex then there’s no affair. There’s a delicate balance and you have to hold it between giving too much and starving him of hope.’

	We chatted more, but you have the gist of it. Frances, the specialist in married men, was giving advice that had to be respected. Not that she ever tried what I was experimenting with, but she knew how to keep a married man on a leash from long experience. I think that her dream lover was the married man that would really commit to her, mine was the married man that could not escape from the obsession. 

	She did have one more comment that deserves to be told, and when I look back it was a sort of turning point that showed me direction and gave me a sort of goal to aim for.

	‘It is all about fixation and not passion,’ she said. ‘You need to get him as obsessed with you as I can see you are obsessed with him.’

	‘I am not obsessed with Greg,’ I retorted. ‘I am obsessed by the control that I have over him…’

	‘It might well be the same thing,’ she replied.

	‘It’s not, the focus is not him.’

	 


Chapter 06 Gregory

	 

	How is it that a weekend can be so long? I so looked forward to being back at work that I was almost gagging to get to the office on that Monday. The thought of what would happen at the end of the working day was more than just on my mind, it filled my thoughts. 

	I think that when Josie arrived at work, I stared at her and those words she had said about coming on her shoes forced my eyes down to see that today she wore strapless stilettos in red that screamed sex at me. She definitely noticed my look and licked her lips before heading for her desk and logging on. 

	All that day I waited with impatient hope, and I played that little trick again and hid in my office until the rest of the team had headed for home. When I exited, I expected to see her there with some new trick up her sleeve, but instead there sat Joe at his terminal working on some book cover design and he told me that Josie had been the first out of the door. I left at seven, an hour after Joe, but Josie really had gone, and I was left in a state of frustration that verged on loss. I had sort of believed that our little affair would happen every day, but it seemed that that was not the case.

	Worse was to follow, because it was one of those nights when Pam decided that she wanted some cock and I discovered that, for the first time ever, I could not even get a hard-on. Disappointed in her placid way, she just rolled over and was snoring away in minutes and I was left to stare into the dark hoping that tomorrow would bring Josie back to my office.

	Coiled like a spring, the next day at work passed with agonizing slowness. A couple of meetings, a tete-a-tete with the CEO and it was at around two when Josie sauntered into my office with a file in her hand. 

	‘You look a bit pissed,’ she said as she dropped the file on my desk. 

	‘I’m not upset, just longing for it…’ I said.

	‘Then let’s discuss this special project,’ she said as she placed her manicured hand on the file. ‘When I feel in the mood, it happens, when I don’t it doesn’t! My rules, don’t forget, boy!’ I sighed a little theatrically and flipped open the file and she came around the desk to join me. ‘Is this what you want?’

	The hand on the desk dipped and slid into the top of my jeans and quickly found my swelling cock. I gasped at the suddenness of it all and was answered by a light laugh. ‘Now then, let’s discuss the project,’ she said as her hand burrowed deep and grasped me. I gasped and looked up at her as her other hand turned a page. ‘This is the design,’ she said smoothly as she turned the next page.

	I gasped, I think. But not just because of that clever hand that had me in its grip. It was the photo that caused the shock. Full page, a photo of something that I recognized at once. A glossy picture of a foot in a shoe, both of which I recognized immediately. The strappy stiletto with that painful buckle, the foot sheathed in nylon. ‘Not a word, just focus on the presentation and listen to my clarification,’ she said slowly. I was swallowed whole! My eyes focused on the photo as her hand lid the length of my shaft.

	‘It’s what you want,’ she said in a low voice, and I realized that Josie was now breathing heavily in excitement. ‘To press against it for me, slide on the nylon, feel the leather on those balls of yours and come for me!’ Her words were hypnotic, the feel of her hand gripping me soothing with an undertone of anticipation and I knew that I was so close, at the brink. ‘Come for me, Greg, spill and show me that you love it…’ As Josie spoke I felt her presence, as the glossy photo filled my mind and I couldn't help myself and lifted from the chair an inch as her hand pressed down and stretched me.

	When I came for her, it was as if I was being pumped by her words and presence, one moment dry, the next that hand was slick and liquid, I gasped and she laughed in delight as her hand flipped the cover of the folder closed and she said, ‘Presentation complete, boss. What did you think of my concept?’

	I was gasping for breath, but managed to say, ‘Best presentation ever!’

	Josie pulled her hand from me and inspected it. Splotches of come dripped from fingers and palm and she lifted it to her lips to taste me. I looked up to see an expression of exultation on that pretty face as she retreated a step allowing me to take the sight of her in. ‘All you have to do is give in to me,’ she said as she wiped her hand with a tissue from her purse and dropped it delicately into the bin by the desk.  ‘Mixing work and pleasure is what this is all about…’

	‘You are such a bitch,’ I said. The words spoken from my thoughts without thought.

	‘Aren’t I just, my dear. The office bitch!’ she replied as she picked up the folder and tucked it under her arm. ‘Just having a bit of fun. That’s what it’s supposed to be…’

	She left the office, and I sat feeling the warm damp at my crotch, almost gasping with heavy breaths as I did up my pants and sat staring at the door. The woman was something else, never had I imagined that an office affair could be like this, I had imagined motel rooms and borrowed time, instead I was on the hook and loving the strangeness of it all. Sex with Pam was just a fumble in the dark, a relief to get over with, almost just an unavoidable inconvenience in a dreary marriage, sex with Josie was unexpected and stimulating, a strange compulsion where I longed for the next chapter.

	I composed myself and noticed that there was a mail from my lover. Opening it, there was no message, just the photo on the screen that had been the centerpiece of her presentation. The message was clear, Josie was playing games with me.

	And, I loved it!

	 


Chapter 07 Josephine

	 

	I think that at the beginning, which is where we are at the moment, all I had in mind was to see how long I could keep Greg going on a diet of no fucking. It seemed that my aim was to think of new ideas and incidents that would keep him in anticipation. With Fran’s words rattling in my mind, I decided that everything would all take place in the office, making it much more difficult for him to impose his own ideas on how it would go forward. I didn’t have any particular plan to exploit the game and make any extortionate demands. Deep down I think that it seemed that he would never give in to blackmail anyway, so there was no point in trying to take advantage. So far it was all just part of a game for me, one where I made the rules and tested ideas to see what would happen next.

	So, I followed my instincts and kept trying new little tricks, nothing too far, nothing that would risk the grip that I had on him. Every couple of days I created something new and for a couple of weeks I just added little touches that I thought would just make him more desperate for more. I think it was three weeks after my ‘presentation’ that I started to realize that I was running out of ideas, tweaks were not moving it along and I needed to find a direction to go in. 

	Fran had been away for a couple of weeks and we arranged to meet up. In the back of my mind was the idea that she might have some hints for me, and I found that I was really looking forward to discovering what her take on it was. We met up at a street café near my office, me on a lunchtime pause, her in the midst of a shopping bonanza, already with several bags at her feet. Her brief vacation upstate with her latest squeeze was first on the agenda, then her delight in what she had in those bags.

	‘Henry is just what I need at the moment,’ she said as she lifted a small bag to the table with a smile. ‘Just buy what you find sexy and forward me the bills, he said,’ said Frances. ‘So I am on a splurge while he is still hot to pay! Just look at this…’ What she pulled from the bag were several pairs of lacy stockings. ‘Nice and old fashioned is my Henry! Stockings, heels and dessous, he just loves it all and so do I…’

	I inspected the nylons dutifully and gave her a compliment. It was quite clear that they were expensive, ‘Love them, Fran.’

	‘So, will he, tonight,’ laughed my friend as she slid them back into the bag. ‘All he has to do in return is fuck my brains out and keep it coming!’ I laughed at the pun and winked, and she said, ‘Married men are so fucking easy, Josie. All they want is something exciting and different and to go home to their wives without worrying that I will beg him for a divorce or something that will upset his life. All I want is an open cheque book and to keep him on a leash. It’s so simple… anyway, how’s your little dalliance doing, dear?’

	‘Good,’ I replied. ‘I think!’

	‘Tell me all about it, Josie, you promised to keep me up to speed,’ she said. ‘As your mentor I want all the details.’

	‘Four weeks now,’ I said. ‘It’s like a sort of game, I keep changing it around and he is pretty eager…’

	‘But, you haven’t allowed him to fuck you yet?’ she smiled.

	‘No, he hasn’t even touched first base.’

	‘Ooh, by now I’d thought that you’d have given in!’

	‘Not going to happen, Fran. But, there’s a problem and I wanted to have a chat about it,’ I said. ‘I really just don’t know where I’m going with it all. I love the feeling of control, it makes me so horny, but it is sort of limited.’

	‘So, tell me and don’t leave out the juicy bits,’ said Fran, leaning forward with a leer.  ‘I want to know it all.’

	I could almost touch her eagerness and started to laugh. ‘You just want gossip,’ I said.

	‘Not true,’ she replied. ‘I mean, I do want to hear the juicy details, but I want to see if I can help, because it seems like you need it! I have a wealth of experience with married men for you to use.’

	‘I have discovered a few things about Greg,’ I said, heading off on a tangent. Fran just smiled and nodded encouragingly, and it gave me the impetus to tell her more. If there is one thing that makes her such a good friend, it is that she can listen so well. ‘There are some things that he really likes,’ I continued. ‘As an experiment I wore a latex skirt, and he couldn’t take his eyes off it. So, last week I wore a pair of rubber gloves, you know the thin black ones that nurses wear. He almost came when he watched me pull them on. I had him standing before me with his thick cock standing like a poker, and just a few touches had him spurting.’

	‘Has he even seen your pussy?’ asked Fran.

	‘No, not yet,’ I laughed. ‘One time I let him kiss a nipple, but apart from that, touching is not in the rules…’

	Fran sat back in her chair and nodded. ‘You know, Greg sounds like he’s desperate for it,’ she said. ‘He hasn’t even suggested anything more?’

	‘No, he’s so passive. Quite unlike how he is in the office as a boss, Fran,’ I answered. ‘I sort of think that he doesn’t dare say a peep in case I say no.’

	‘You really have him, then,’ said Fran. ‘Do you know anything about his wife? That’s always a good place to start.’

	‘I met her once, about six months ago,’ I said. ‘An office do, and she came to pick him up. I really didn’t pay any attention to her. Attractive and in a hurry is all I can remember. I think that she’s some sort of lawyer, but even that I can’t be sure of.’

	‘He says nothing? Does he at least have a photo of her on his desk?’

	‘No. There is one, but it's his mother!’

	‘Ooh, Mummy’s good little boy!’

	‘Funny you should say that, dear,’ I said. ‘For some reason, I keep calling him boy whenever I play with him and he seems to respond to it.’

	‘Well, I’m no psychologist,’ said Frances, ‘but, from what you say, wifey is no problem for you. Just don’t threaten his home life, that would force him to choose. OK, next up, has he paid for anything yet?’ her hands went to the small bag on the table, and she winked at me.

	‘Nothing, we haven’t even been for a meal…’

	‘Mmm, it’s important! Keep it in mind, when he pays he is taking a risk and you need him a bit edgy, just not too much until you figure out a bit more,’ said Fran. ‘Sounds like you’re doing great though.’

	‘I’m running out of ideas, that’s the problem!’ I said. I told her about each time and she started to smile and I could see that she was impatient to speak, but she let me finish and held back by sipping her coffee. ‘Tell me Fran, I know that you are desperate to say something’.

	She sighed and gathered her thoughts a moment before speaking. ‘Listen,’ she started, and I knew that I was about to hear something that she believed in. ‘Each man is different. You have to think of them like a set of locked doors that need opening. Fail to open the door and they are just using you, open the door and there is so much more. All you need is to figure out the right keys. Being different each time is sort of fun for Greg, but what men really need is predictability. Something to look forward to, they are such simple souls,’ she added ironically. ‘I’ll bet that Greg’s no different, I’m sure that a few of the things that you have done so far are things that he longs to ask for but doesn’t dare. He wants them again and again. Those things are the keys that open his door. Like the gloves and the sexy skirt, you just need to narrow it down. Most of my lovers have loved me to talk them through it, a few hated it. How’s he with that?’

	‘That would be a 'like',’ I said. ‘I tell him what to do and he follows. I am sort of strict with him, I suppose…’

	‘The best way is to find out what they think about when they rub one off,’ said Fran. She glanced over at the rather prim middle-aged woman who was on the next table and shrugged. ‘Listen if you want,’ said Fran to her and she blushed.

	‘It’s fascinating,’ she answered. ‘Quite enjoyable…’

	‘You’re welcome,’ said Fran to her as she turned back to me. ‘You know what turns him on, just keep doing it and intensifying to get him hooked!’

	My voice sort of fell to a whisper, ‘So far it’s the shoes, the gloves and the skirt,’ I said. 

	‘Exactly, he’s a kinky little boy at heart, most men are,’ said Fran. ‘See but don’t touch, be a mother to him, concentrate on control and find out all you can about his wife. You need to be a contrast, do the opposite of what she does, make him yours because you give him what he desperately wants.’

	‘I’ll try,’ I replied and the woman on the next table nodded.

	‘Men love to suffer,’ said the middle-aged woman on the next table. ‘Take it from me!’

	‘She’s right, of course,’ said Fran, taking the interruption in her stride. ‘You have to edge him, not just the sex, but everything else as well.’

	‘How?’

	‘At the moment, what you wear, how you act,’ said Fran.

	‘Be his mother,’ said the other woman and I blushed when she laughed and continued, ‘It’s so easy, a natural approach for a woman. Guide him and get him used to instructions. Reward is so much stronger than punishment!’

	‘I couldn’t have said it better,’ said Fran. ‘Clearly you know all about getting what you want…’

	‘You could say that,’ said the other woman. ‘I’m Eve, by the way.’

	‘Welcome to the married-men fan club,’ said Fran with a laugh. ‘Josie here is a beginner and just started learning the ropes!’

	‘It’s just a shame that I won’t hear how it all turns out,’ said Eve. 

	‘Well then,’ said Fran. ‘Why don’t we meet up here again in a week or so?’

	‘I’m here every day,’ said Eve. ‘At a bit of a loose end actually…’

	‘What do you say, Josie? We should always meet here…’ said Fran.

	‘Fine by me,’ I said, but I must have shown some reluctance.

	‘I’ve got to go,’ said Eve as she caught my vibe. ‘As I said, this is my usual hangout… you’ll find me here quite often.’

	I watched her head into the café to pay her bill and said, ‘Really Fran, you are the limit.’

	‘Why?’

	‘Bringing Eve into the conversation,’ I said. ‘I don’t want to share my private life like that with a stranger!’

	She just laughed. ‘How do you ever make friends when you are so standoffish?’ she asked. ‘I’m sure that Eve has loads to say.’ I just nodded, but felt as if Fran was teasing me and pulled a face. ‘Listen darling, you know how I am, live with it! I’ll be meeting up with Eve again even if you don’t want to, it will be fun to have another collaborator… just go with the flow!’

	I sighed and nodded, somewhat reluctantly. ‘OK, but just the once to see how it goes.’

	‘Don’t be so cautious, Josie, assert yourself,’ she answered. ‘I think that 

	that’s the problem, if you want to have fun, then you need to decide what you want and go there.’

	‘You’re right, of course,’ I said. ‘I am too careful…’

	The conversation moved back to her vacation and the one that she had planned as I digested her advice. It’s not easy for me to share so intimately, perhaps I really did need to stop trying so hard.

	 


Chapter 08 Gregory

	 

	The best thing about Josie, or on reflection, one of the good things about Josie, was that there was no real hint given to the others in the team. I was pretty sure at the time that not a single person in the office guessed that Josie and I were having an affair. Not that it was anything like any affair I had ever imagined as far as I could see. It was pure sex and I loved it. She never even asked about Pam, nothing ever happened outside the office, and we still hadn’t even fucked. I think that it was about a month after we started, but maybe a couple of weeks longer, that I realized that I was like a sex starved teenager. A boy who had kissed the girls and made them cry, but never even managed to get my hand up a fluttering skirt! 

	It was sort of amazing and confusing all at the same time. Every time we played, it was always me that came and not her! I could sense that she was so excited every time, but she never allowed me to get past first base. Still, I said to myself, if that’s the way she wants it, that’s the way I like it. But, I started to get anxious that I should be doing more, but each time she slapped me down and drained me dry without any sign that she wanted me to participate. That was it really, I was a passive observer who got the thrill without any effort on my part, and it bugged me. Isn’t the modern woman supposedly entitled to orgasm? 

	In the end, the anxiety became a need and I started to think about it all the time. I decided that I needed to have it out with Josie at the next chance and this is how it turned out. Not that I was complaining!

	It had been three days. Mainly because of the workload of the latest project, I suppose, but at any rate, I had to stay late to sort out the paychecks and overtime for the team and did not even think of Josie as I worked. The office emptied at around six, and I was left in the office poring over the spreadsheets and trying to reconcile the hours when the door to the office opened and there was Josie. It must have been about eight, behind her even the lights were out in the office, and she was just a silhouette in the open door. But, what a silhouette! Dressed in heels and a very tight dress, long black gloves to the elbows and her hair pulled into a bun. She stepped into the office and closed the door behind her and now I saw a pair of cuffs dangling from her fingers and she had my full attention.

	‘Time for a break, boy,’ she said to me. I have to admit that when I saw that the dress was latex from knees to neck that I just gaped at her and felt almost overawed by her presence. ‘Stand up and hands behind you,’ she said as she strutted to the desk. Her tone was sharp, her lips pouted as she watched me stand and put my hands behind my back. ‘That’s good, now turn around.’ The thought that someone might walk into the office and find me at Josie’s mercy was quelled when she said, ‘I locked the doors…’

	‘How can I resist,’ I said almost ironically and earned a slap on my ass as the cuffs snapped closed. It was clear that these were no playthings, just the weight of cold steel told me that. 

	‘You can’t,’ she said. ‘Not now!’ her hands wrapped around my waist and she loosened my belt and allowed my pants to fall to the floor. ‘I want you naked,’ she said as she moved and started to strip me. My shirt ended in a tangle at my wrists, my tie the only other thing still on me and she took it in her hand and pulled me a step towards her. ‘That’s better, boy, and so is this!’

	Her hand took my erection and she closed a fist, the nails digging into the hardness. I flinched, but she just smiled. I could feel the smooth latex gloves on my naked skin and felt suddenly nervous. ‘What are you going to do?’ I asked with a clearly anxious tone.

	‘Please me, of course, boy! It’s payback time,’ she said as she inspected me. ‘Shush boy! Time for my office-boy to please his Mommy and show his gratitude!’

	The words seem almost laughable when I think about it, but it all seemed to make perfect sense in the moment. I was at a loss to know what to do next, but one thing seemed clear, Josie did not want me to speak, so I kept silent and felt a rising sense of exhilaration at what was happening. Pulling me by my tie, like a dog on a leash, she led me to the front of the desk and put a hand on my shoulder.

	‘Kneel and wait for the command,’ she said. I did as she ordered and watched her move to stand before me. I looked up at the sheer matte dress, every detail of her body, every curve shown as if her skin had become a black sheath. The nipples were standing, the rounded shape of her hips smoothly covered, the smell of the latex in my nostrils. Her hands dropped to the hem and slowly she rolled the material upwards, rolling it, revealing the naked legs and thighs. I could feel my cock straining upwards and suddenly began to hope that she was going to sit on my lap and take me in. That thought filled my mind as she spent such a long time slowly revealing herself that I was almost desperate for it. At last, I could see the triangle between her thighs. A soft mound split by a cleft from which the inner lips crinkled forth, wet, almost dripping, just a hint of groomed hair, a wedge pointing at the entrance below. ‘Mmm, I can see that you want it,’ she said with a chuckle, and I nodded desperately. 

	It had never been like this before for me, the delay and anticipation like a drug. All I could see were the delicate labia like petals that needed to be spread by my cock. The pale skin of thighs and belly, the hard line of latex above forming a contrast. ‘I want it,’ I murmured, the words slipping out unintentionally. 

	‘I know that you do, boy,’ she said in an almost-whisper. ‘But, there is a rule of how to ask…’

	‘Please, Josie,’ I said in a rush, but she wagged her finger at me in negation and moved to sit on the desk. Her legs opened and it parted the labia, a drip of sex trickling to the desk as I watched fascinated. I had never seen a woman so wet and eager as Josie was, in comparison Pam was almost a desert. 

	‘Now, right now, you only get one try, boy,’ said the woman who sat above me. ‘Maybe next time!’

	A slim hand slithered down to that perfect cunt and parted it while the other hand petted the moist softness. A smile played on her lips and she moved a little. Suddenly I felt the soles of her stilettos on my thighs. The bite of the heels that made me gasp in shock, the rough soles pressing hard as she began to frig herself before my eyes. Like a porno film in front of my eyes, the fingers dipped into that oozing pussy and stroked and teased while I gazed in amazement. I could feel my cock straining and was almost desperate to touch myself, but the cuffs held my wrists tight and there was nothing I could do. I had never seen a woman bring herself off like this before and I was so horny that I think my lips opened and I was panting like a puppy as she climaxed the first time. 

	The muscles of her thighs moved under the skin, her breath came in pants as her fingers slid and teased. Josie cried out softly and suddenly had to support herself from falling back on the desk as she came with her face upwards and her thighs so wide that I could see the black hole that I longed to be sucked into. Flushed and panting she straightened and smiled down at me. ‘I can’t let you go without,’ she said softly and her feet moved. Looking down, she slipped one foot until the tip of the stiletto was touching my balls and the other then pressed my cock down against that ankle and shoe.

	‘The rules are,’ she said. ‘Ask properly and you are allowed to touch…’

	I could feel the tip of her spiked heel on the tip of me and she laughed as she rubbed the sole of her shoe pressing me tight and arousing me as Josie began to play with herself again. 

	‘Please, what do I say?’ I begged.

	‘Work it out for yourself, boy!’ she chuckled. ‘Now stay silent or there will be nothing at all for you.’

	On the brink of speaking, I clamped my lips closed as the rough sole of her shoe moved up and down. I think that she climaxed first of the two of us, but my head was spinning as the coarse leather rasped at me and caused a fountain of come that splattered the front of the desk. It was almost painful, the heel pressing at each stroke as it contacted the tip of me, but my desperate thoughts scarcely even noticed the discomfort. Instead, my eyes were riveted to the lush cunt that slicked the stroking fingers and caused her to utter low moans that filled my ears. 

	‘Well done, boy,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘You can have more when you ask properly. Until then, this is the way that it’s going to be…’

	‘How can I guess it?’ I whined.

	‘You’ll figure it out, Greg. You are a bright boy…’ All I got in the way of a reply was a laugh. ‘Not another word, boy,’ she said, ‘save it for next time!’ Josie rolled the hem down again, leaving just the small slick pool of her juices on the desk as she stepped behind me and unlocked one wrist. Then she carefully placed the key on the desk before my eyes and said, ‘Keep them, we’ll need them again,’ before she sauntered from my office leaving me kneeling and bewildered, staring at the key as if it could tell me the answer to her puzzle.

	 


Chapter 09 Eve

	 

	I would not say that my life is a bore, but it is rather on the tedious side, though I do have bouts of fun occasionally! Married, divorced, married, divorced, married and now a widow. Child all grown up and working in Italy, my investment income all sorted. In the wake of a life that has had a few highs and more lows, I discovered that money stuck to me, but actually I have more now than I ever needed. Some people might be a little envious of what I have, a cute summer house on the Finger Lakes upstate, an apartment in New York and even a small retreat in one of those glittering towers in Vegas. But, the friends of my youth have long since dispersed and now are just on a Christmas card list and maturity does not bring more real companions. There has been the occasional fly attracted to the ointment of my wealth, but it is quite clear that the turn-on is the lucre and not any charms that I possess.

	Still, that’s the way that it goes, and the occasional vigorous fuck does fall my way, it’s just that when they realize that I know exactly what is on their mind when they do their duty, they fade like autumn flowers and I have to find another. So, the last ten years has been a bit like a game of pinball, meaningless collisions and the occasional high score. Vegas is the best place when I feel the urge, that way I can leave it all behind and recoup for another game a few months later. 

	That changed by sheer chance! I have never been slow in coming on fast, and when I heard those two young bitches in conversation that day, I could not help but join in. The urge to be in the midst of an intimate gossip has never atrophied, and somehow, I felt that a few chosen words might be enough to find a little company that was not merely interested in my money! What I heard, as I sat sipping a cappuccino in the late sunshine on the sidewalk was, I have to admit, a bit of a turn on. One woman giving advice to another, a moment when a wide open window allowed me to see confidential moments. I could sense that, though Frances was open to the approach, Josephine was unwilling, and I had taken my leave before she could make a definite ‘no’ her answer. I slipped away, sort of half expecting never to see either of them again.

	With my pump primed by that moment in the café, I hurried off to Vegas for a little adventure of my own and actually stayed two weeks there, which is twice as long as normal. Three men later, I was back in New York, sitting in my usual place thinking that the season was around again, and I should pop upstate and take in the autumn Indian summer that was clearly in view. I just adore the colors! I was about to leave when a tap on the shoulder caused me to start and there stood Josephine with a smile on her face.

	‘I was here last week as well,’ she said as she moved to sit at my table. ‘You weren’t here, though and it’s Fran that has your number…’

	‘What happens in Vegas,’ I laughed and she joined in before the waiter appeared with her cocktail. ‘That chat we had a few weeks ago sparked me off on my two-week expedition,’ I said as I ordered another coffee. ‘There are loads of young men that think that they can separate a widow from her cash, meanwhile I separate them from their manhood!’

	‘The Black Widow Spider,’ said Josie. ‘Do you eat your prey?’

	‘I consume them and cast them aside,’ I said. ‘As soon as they realize that I am not easy to swindle, they soon get the idea and fade away. Then I wait in my web for another.’ My reply brought a smile to her lips.

	We fell into a chattering mode of inconsequential small talk and I discovered a little about her and she about me. Not that either of us pushed, but you know how it is between two women, hints are given, reactions tested, and I started to realize that I had perhaps found a friend. She was the same, quite at ease compared to that previous encounter. I had thought that Frances would arrive too, but it seemed that Josie had sought me out on her own, perhaps just curiosity, perhaps more. I was so curious to ask after the man that the two friends had discussed in front of me before, but I managed to hold back and the chit chat stayed away from the subject. Maybe it was a test, at any rate if it was, I passed. In the end, she glanced at her watch, it was around seven, and said, ‘I have to be off to see Greg, we’ll meet again’ and no more.

	She was gone and I went to pay for the drinks and discovered that she had beaten me to it. For the first time in years, I did not pay! It was almost a week before I saw her again, and though we had swapped contacts and numbers, I did not do more than just check with an indeterminate SMS to be sure that I had written the number correctly.

	Every day, I sat in the usual place, the café always keeps the table open for me when possible, I was looking forward to Josie popping by. Then it rained three days on the trot and I considered the summer house before deciding that it could wait this year. 

	 


Chapter 10 Gregory

	 

	I have to admit that when Pam actually started a conversation, and it’s not often, that I answered in monosyllables and scarcely even noticed what she was on about. All I had in my head was Josie! I sort of pride myself that I had really quite a lot of attention and success with women in the days before I got married, even so I had never experienced anything quite like it. Even the cuffs were no surprise, all you have to do is to trust your lover and it’s real fun. What was getting to me was trying to figure out just what she wanted… What did she want to hear from me? I had had five guesses now and Josie had not even given me a clue and I suppose I was getting desperate. Three weeks of trying and still I had not got the formula right!

	‘So, it looks like the firm’s being bought out,’ said Pam.

	My wife’s words finally registered, and I forced myself to refocus on her earnest expression.

	‘One of the bigger partnerships?’ I asked as I tried to recall the words that she had uttered before.

	‘The Vertex Group or something,’ said Pam. ‘Never heard of them and no trace on the Internet either. Just a single front page that introduces them as an investment company. Not that I’m worried about my job, no risk there I think.’

	‘Maybe a raise?’

	Pam scoffed and held up the TV remote and started to flick channels. ‘That’s almost certainly not on the cards, honey.’ She kept on flicking and then switched the screen off. ‘Fancy an early night?’ I nodded in reply and Pam stood up and headed for the door. ‘Give me five and then see what I bought for us today…’

	So, I sat waiting, the thought of fucking the lifeless Pam getting less attractive by the minute. The five minutes were up in a blink and reluctantly I headed for the bedroom. When I opened the door, only a candle on the bedside table was burning and Pam lay on the bed in a pink sheer nightie wearing pink heels and clearly expecting a compliment.

	‘You look great,’ I said.

	‘Irresistible would have been a better word,’ she said with a sigh. ‘What’s the matter with you? I am trying to spice up our sex life a little and all I get is a bored reaction.’ She looked at me and drew up her legs to end sitting with her arms clasped around her knees. ‘Something’s wrong with us,’ she said in massive understatement. 

	What followed was what a therapist would have defined as a ‘wordy lack of communication’. In my head was Josie, in my bed was Pam. I thought for a moment that she was going to joke that I was having an affair, but instead she said, ‘Just tell me what it is that will wake you up, honey… I know that I’ve been consumed by work lately, but surely…’

	Pam is not unattractive; in fact she is good looking in a severe way.  Petite and almost doll-like when she dresses for it, A shapely but neat figure and long hair and a smile that brightens her face as if the sun is shining. But, I just could not get it up for her, not when I was puzzling out what to say to Josie! 

	In the end it was given up as a bad job by the both of us. No argument, no harsh words, rather just more silence that there should have been, and no affection offered by either side. Two hours later, I was lying in the dark with a massive erection as Pam slept beside me. 

	I had thought of something that might work. On the other hand, it could be very embarrassing if I was wrong…

	 


Chapter 11 Frances

	 

	I could see that Josie was really getting into this. In fact, I had never seen her so animated and happy. Playing games with poor little Gregory was not only amusing her, but it was also becoming an obsession. For my part, I was glad that my friend was having fun! I was too. On the one hand there was Henry who doted on me endlessly at the cost of his marriage and kids, on the other was that I was part of Josie’s little experiment and sort of steered her on the way, enjoying the prurient role I had taken as a sort of trainer. 

	Then there was Eve. 

	Strange fish, that woman. A generation older, normally one would have expected that she would have been shocked and appalled at Josie and my attitudes to sex, relationships and having affairs with married men. Especially as she had been married three times and the first two had been broken up by her husbands’ betrayals. Instead, she was sort of the most extreme of the three of us that now seemed to have formed a cabal that revolved around Josie’s sex life! I had not called her, it was Josie that brought her in and it was like a breath of fresh air to our group. In her mid-fifties, dressed in designer clothes and just a little overweight, she was the cream in the coffee. Not pushy or trying to impose, but she made small asides that had us laughing and in just three weeks we were firm friends as if we had known her for years. A love triangle, in love with our little intimate secrets.

	As usual, on Thursday, we met up. The weather was getting colder, so we were inside our regular hang-out opposite Central Park where the second drinks were already drunk, and the third round ordered. I think that the alcohol had loosened us up a little and Eve mentioned the place she had upstate near Seneca Falls.

	‘I’m heading up there for a week,’ she said. ‘Normally I go earlier and catch the fall in all its glory, but a week away from the city is called for anyway.’

	‘Sounds great,’ I said. ‘I’d love a cabin in the woods to retreat to…’

	‘Steaks on the barbecue and a roaring fire on an evening,’ said Josie. ‘I’m more of a city-girl myself, but it sounds great.’

	‘So, next week I won’t be here,’ said Eve. ‘I’ll just have to catch up when I get back. This is just like a soap opera; I almost can’t tear myself away.’ She paused a second and then said, ‘He just doesn’t get it, does he?’

	‘You mean Greg?’ laughed Josie. ‘He’ll get there in the end. Until then I’m just following Fran’s advice. Find what turns him on and do it again…’

	‘Good advice,’ agreed Eve. ‘Men are just creatures of habit. Same food, same sports, same teams, same things in bed.’

	‘That’s not true,’ I said. ‘They keep on doing the same things, but want to change their partners…’

	‘Just like us,’ laughed Josie. ‘I just have to figure out where to go when he cracks it!’

	‘Oh, that’s the easy part,’ I said. ‘You just make him repeat it again and again and reward him for being a good boy!’

	‘That’s no fun at all,’ said Josie. ‘What I really want to do is to set another puzzle and do it all again. One reward and then back to being played with.’

	The drinks came and we sipped a couple of minutes before Eve said, ‘You know, what would really be fun is if we could really play with him!’

	‘Meaning?’ asked Josie.

	‘I think that I put that badly,’ said Eve. ‘What I meant was that it would be interesting to see just how far he can be pushed…’

	‘I’m not resorting to blackmail, if that’s what you mean,’ said Josie. ‘There’s no telling how that would work out.’

	I looked at the smile on Eve’s face and realized that she so wanted to say something but was just looking for the opening. Knowing all about her games with younger and naïve men, I wondered if this was the moment of an indecent proposal. I now know that on the outside she seems so proper, but on the inside she is a real menace. I think that I sensed it for the first time that evening, but the drinks and the little devil on my shoulder prompted me to see if I could set the scene. 

	‘I think that Eve just loves messing with men’s minds,’ I said. ‘In fact, I think that she has something on her mind.’

	‘I’m open to suggestions, that’s what we’re all here for,’ said Josie. ‘I am feeling my way through this… I’ll try anything that seems interesting.’

	Eve held her hand up and inspected her curving nails as she adjusted one of the many gold rings on her fingers before she spoke. ‘Men that have affairs are not my favorite thing,’ she said as an opener. ‘Now here I am on the other side and I have to say that they have it coming to them! How about this for an idea? We twist him so far around Josie’s finger that he can’t escape…’

	Josie shook her head. ‘There’s one thing I don’t want, that’s an open confrontation. His wife throws his stuff on the lawn, the office is full of rumors and suddenly I’m out of a job just when we are in the midst of being taken over by a bigger firm. So, having the pleasure of seeing him beg for it is great, starting a war is not, even if it amuses both of you!’

	‘That’s not what I meant,’ said Eve. ‘But you are right, there’s no way that you should take a risk. But, let me ask you a question.’

	‘OK,’ I said. ‘But, I stand by Josie. No risks…’

	‘What if you can have your cake and eat it?’ asked Eve. ‘Have the thrill of playing with your married man and discover how much is possible?’

	‘What is possible?’ asked Josie. 

	I could see that Josie was taking the bait and decided not to intervene. It was just one of those deciding moments when just a word can send everything in a different direction. I think that one reason that I did not speak was that I just loved the diabolical look on Eve’s face, the other was that there’s something fiendishly enthralling about getting ever deeper into a fantasy. Especially when there's no risk for me!

	‘Complete control,’ said Eve seriously. ‘Make him yours…’

	‘Greg is already mine,’ said Josie. ‘Hook line and sinker!’

	‘OK, let’s just say that it ends somehow. In an argument, in a huff or because his wife finds out what’s going on…’ said Eve. ‘What happens then?’

	‘Nothing at all, as far as I can see,’ said Josie. ‘Anyway, how’s Pam going to find out?’

	‘When he tells her,’ said Eve. ‘That’s how! Both of my cheating husbands told me to my face! Oh yes, it was a tearful admission of guilt, begging for another chance, promises of going on the straight-and-narrow. But, sooner or later, that’s exactly what Greg’s going to do.’

	‘What does that matter?’ asked Josie.

	‘It matters because you won’t have a job, that’s what Eve’s trying to say,’ I said as the jigsaw assembled itself in my head. ‘How can he not get rid of you? There’s no way that his wife will put up with you being even a mile from him!’

	Josie looked stunned. In all the chatter and strategies that we had laughingly put together, the thought of what happened afterwards had never really been discussed. We had always assumed that nothing would change.

	‘You really think that?’ she asked.

	‘I know it,’ said Eve seriously. ‘It’s how an affair always ends.’

	The silence that followed was total as Josie sat stock-still and did not even lift her glass. I could see the wheels turning in her mind and now I started to feel really guilty that I had sort of pushed her into this. 

	‘Then she needs to break it off right now,’ I said at last. ‘Before it goes too far!’

	Josie nodded miserably in agreement. ‘Damn, I think that you’re right,’ was all that she said. ‘Shit!’

	‘I am darling,’ said Eve. ‘But there are three ways out of this. You could break it off and hope for the best. It has a fair chance of working. You can keep going and see where it leads, but at the risk of a terrible break up. Then there is the third option.’

	‘Which is?’ I asked. 

	‘Complete control, like I said before,’ said Eve. ‘Take it to the next level!’

	‘I don’t get it,’ said Josie. ‘How’s that different from just carrying on like it is now?’

	‘You have to bury him,’ said Eve. ‘Get him in so deep that there is no escape from the hole that he dug himself. Of course, there’s still the chance that he may confess to his wife, but as time passes he will be less and less able to escape if you do it properly. Make it so that if he tries to get out, he looks ridiculous, humiliated and disgraced. Make it so that he is the one on the line and not you…’

	‘But he’s the boss,’ said Josie slowly.

	‘That’s what you have to change,’ said Eve.

	I think that I could see where she was going, but once again I held my tongue. 

	‘There’s no way that I could get to be his boss,’ said Josie. ‘I could do the job, probably better than Greg, but that would mean that he would be demoted, and I would be promoted. I just can’t see how that would ever happen.’

	Eve laughed. ‘You are the boss at the moment,’ she said. ‘Not on paper, but you have him crawling for a touch of your tits. What you have to do is make it real.’

	‘How?’ asked Josie.

	The very question that I wanted to ask! I felt a knot in my stomach and from the look of Josie she had the same. Eve, on the other hand, was chuckling to herself and had just been waiting for the question.

	‘Those are just details,’ said Eve. ‘I have already taken a small step for you, but it’s up to you to decide what you want to do, not me. I think, in fact I know that you can do it and I promise that if you decide to place your trust in me and it all falls apart, I will make sure that you only gain from the whole business.’

	‘I’m not sure if it’s right for Josie to make up her mind without knowing all the details of your idea,’ I said. ‘I know that you mean well, Eve, but this is Josie’s life we are talking about.’

	‘Words change nothing,’ said Eve. ‘We can walk away from here and nothing has changed but our perception of Josie’s little affair with her boss. So, what’s it to be, Josephine? Do you trust me?’

	‘Of course I trust you,’ said Josie indignantly. I could see that the whole of Eve’s play was actually a dare, and that Josie was taking the bait. But, as I said, I desperately wanted the fun and games to continue and just watched as a bystander whilst Josie opened the door. ‘OK, I’ll go for it,’ she said at last. ‘But first you have to prove that you mean it…’

	Eve smiled and pulled her slim purse onto the table. She opened it with a click and pulled an envelope from it and passed it to Josie. 

	‘What’s this?’ asked my friend.

	‘Proof,’ said Eve, ‘that I put my money where my mouth is, darling.’

	A small glance at me, she held the envelope as if in a trance, not daring to open it. ‘If I give it back, then nothing happens?’

	‘And if you open it, then you have decided,’ said Eve. ‘Your call!’

	There was a moment’s pause, and I could see that Josie desperately wanted to open the envelope out of sheer curiosity. I also wanted to peep inside, and I bit my lip. 

	‘It’s a little present for you, dear,’ said Eve wickedly. ‘From me to you…’

	Still a hesitation and then Josie pouted her lips and slowly tore the envelope open. Her hand dipped inside, and she pulled a sheaf of folded papers out before opening them up and scanning them. Without a word she passed them to my hand. ‘Certificate of Incorporation’ was the header. Then a load of jargon about a company that I had never heard of before. A company named Vertex, the list of directors just blank lines underneath. The one thing that hit me was that the company had a supposed value of twenty million dollars.

	‘What is this?’ asked Josie.

	‘This is the company I set up just a few weeks ago,’ said Eve. ‘It then made a purchase of a minor Manhattan law partnership called Arnold and Sons. It just so happens that Greg’s wife works for them.’

	‘Jesus!’ said Josie almost breathless as she took back the papers and started to scan through them. ‘So, who are the directors?’

	‘At the moment just me,’ said Eve. ‘It’s a good investment whichever way you look at it, but all you have to do is put your name on the bottom and you are a director with me, Josie. Equal shares, if you read the second page, each share fifty per cent.’

	‘Fuck me!’ said Josie. ‘We have only been friends for a few weeks…’

	‘I needed a hobby,’ said Eve quite seriously. ‘Anyway, you paid for the coffee that first time, so I owe you one!’

	‘Really Eve, you can’t do this,’ said Josie, blushing. ‘I mean it’s millions and millions!’ I said.

	‘The tip of the iceberg, dear!’ said Eve. ‘I’ll get my money’s worth, that’s for sure. Now sign up and become a director and I’ll have my lawyer fill in the rest of the details.’

	Eve sat with the papers under her hands and Josie shook her head. ‘I can’t do this,’ she said. ‘Accept this much from you…’

	‘Nonsense,’ said Eve as she dipped her hand into her purse and pulled out a pen. ‘Sign up and then go for the ride of your life. Literally!’

	There seemed something dubious about this and I longed to pull my friend to one side and tell her to be cautious. I looked at Eve and what I saw was a fleeting expression, a sort of triumphant twitch of the lips that caused me a realization. This woman, weeks ago just a stranger at another table in our café, was fascinated by Josie in a deeply sexual way. It was just an impression, but one of which I was certain. One thing that I could see quite clearly was that this bound the two of them together, come what may.

	Josie took the pen and straightened the papers. With a small flourish she signed and pushed it all back to Eve.

	‘Good, that’s decided then,’ said Eve as she tucked papers and pen away. ‘Don’t think that you owe me, babes! You don’t! All it does is make you secure no matter what happens. Now then, I think that the first board meeting is done with, here’s the name of my accountant because the taxes will need sorting as well as a few other bits and pieces. But that can wait, what we need now is a bottle of Grand Cru and a strategy meeting!’

	Something had changed, of that I was sure. Eve had bought her way into Josie’s life with the stroke of a pen. There was something malignant about the woman and I made up my mind to discuss it with my friend when we were next alone. What had begun as a sort of a game was becoming something else and all I could think of as we raised our glasses was that Eve was perhaps a friend that Josie should be careful of. The woman was after my friend Josie, that seemed certain.


Chapter 12 Josephine

	 

	Fancy winning a lottery without ever knowing that you even took part! I got home half tipsy from that night out with the girls and simply lay in bed unable to even think straight. I tossed and turned, and dark thoughts filled my mind. Was this some confidence trick? A fraudulent company, a Ponzi scheme or some such that I had been tricked into signing blind for? It was all too good to be true and I did what I should have done weeks before. I got out of bed and started my due diligence! 

	I was almost scared to type ‘Vertex’ into the search, so I started with Eve. Knowing her surname and the fact that she was actually ‘Evelyn Maria’ was a good start and I soon found traces that showed that what she had revealed to us was true. Relieved at finding the death notice of her third husband, I tracked it down to a Boston newspaper that had an obituary that suggested that she was more than merely wealthy. Relieved, I started on Vertex. Nothing! No trace of it at all except a front page internet site, the best that I could hope was that, because it was just a week-old the company had not yet been noted in any directory. 

	At last, I was able to go back to bed and at five I finally managed to get to sleep, my alarm almost failing to wake me just three hours later. I had a pit in my stomach as I went into the office and almost fell asleep at my desk before Greg came up to check on the progress of a social media project that I was working on.

	‘Late night?’ he asked and I nodded in reply. 

	‘Out with the girls,’ I said. ‘I drank a bit too much as well…’

	‘We should go out for a drink sometime,’ he replied casually. 

	I just raised an eyebrow and changed the subject to the ongoing project. Clearly not satisfied with this, he stalked off and I watched him go relieved that he had not pushed it. I had planned a session with him for the end of the day and wondered if I could even go through with it. Butterflies in my stomach, a need for sleep and anxiousness. I sat at my desk and concentrated on tasks that needed no real input. Replies to mails, a couple of status reports and the set-up for an uncomplicated book-cover publication project. Two hours later, I popped my head around Greg’s office door and told him that I had a bug and had to go. He just shrugged in irritation, and I took that to be a ‘yes’. 

	Once home I had a hot shower, but it did not help, so I went to bed and managed a couple of hours sleep. Another shower and I picked up my phone to call Fran. I desperately had to call her and unload.

	‘Hi,’ I said. ‘I’m all in pieces…’

	‘So am I,’ said Fran’s chirpy voice. ‘But, we need to talk!’

	‘I didn’t sleep a wink,’ I said. ‘I checked up on Eve though!’

	‘Oh, I did as well,’ laughed Fran. ‘You really are a bit slow.’

	‘OK, gotta check my mail…’

	‘You do that, it’s too good to be true if you ask me,’ said Fran. ‘I can’t put my finger on it, it’s just that I don’t trust her!’

	‘Whyever not?’ I asked.

	‘As I said, because it’s too good to be true, that’s why! There’s something fishy… I just can’t say what.’

	‘You don’t like her,’ I said.

	‘It’s nothing about likes and dislikes,’ came Fran’s reply. ‘Listen, let’s meet up, without her and discuss?’

	‘I do believe that you’re jealous,’ I said. 

	‘A little,’ she admitted. 

	‘Let’s see what happens,’ I said. ‘I can’t see any problem myself.’ All I got was a sigh in reply. ‘Well, I like her,’ I said feeling irritated that she did not match my excitement. ‘Tomorrow we can meet up…’

	I ended the call and went down to check on the mail. The wad of documents confirmed everything that Eve had said and now I only felt annoyance with Fran. The sense of relief at being right was almost dizzying. I started to go back to bed, but ended up just sitting naked and relaxing with a slow, luxurious sensual fondle that energized me and cleared my mind. The slow orgasm revitalized me as I concentrated on the vision of Greg on his knees for me. The time was around four and I decided that I was in the mood to go back to the office. I flicked through my wardrobe and was so tempted! I had never worn rubber in public before, always packing it in a bag and changing at work for the interludes with Greg. 

	This time would be different, I could feel confidence rising and a pit in my belly that was more anticipatory excitement than anxiety. I took my time, pulling my hair into a pony-tail and putting severe makeup on. Morello-dark lips highlighted by a pale face that made my lips stand out fiercely before I rolled gray stockings on my legs, pulled on the skirt and added a short jacket with no blouse. Parading for the mirror, I decided that the look was almost perfect, but that something was missing to strengthen the look. I turned this way and that, trying to decide if the plain black stilettos were the right ones, perhaps a touch of color was needed? Still somehow unsatisfied with my guise as a strict school ma’am, I rooted through my drawers for that finishing touch that would make it perfect. 

	Deep in amongst my summer outfits I found it. As soon as I discovered the shades; I decided that this was the touch I was looking for. The problem was the color of the frames, bright yellow! I would have to buy a pair on the way, I thought as I set forth. 

	Greg wouldn’t know what had hit him!

	 


Chapter 13 Eve

	 

	I have never been much of a patient woman, not especially impulsive, but no one would ever have described me as forbearing. Ever since I had heard that conversation a couple of months before, I had felt a need in me that I knew could not be denied. Being wealthy has many advantages, in fact it is really all advantages and no draw-backs as far as I can see. What it does do is to make the gap between a need and its fulfillment instantaneous. See it, buy it. See him, fuck him. Want it, go for it. 

	Josie was definitely a case of see her, fuck her and all I could do was stand my distance and move her into my arms a small step at a time. I think that I fancied her because she was so like me! Deep down I was convinced that I could bring that out in her, but it was an agony of patient waiting. Still, I was so sure that it would be worth the wait to get my claws into that flawless skin and all the while I could teach her, educate her, train her and nurture that streak of dominance that would be so glorious to rub against. 

	Love, respect or obsession. 

	I always get what I want…


Book Two – Intentions

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 01 Gregory

	 

	When I returned at four from the meeting where I had to explain that Josie’s absence was due to sickness, I was just a little pissed. Sickness was one thing, a hangover was not a good excuse, but deep down what I really was pissed about was, that I knew a little scene was pending and now it was canceled. I leafed through my mails, deciding that I would head for home as soon as I was done. I think that in my head, doubts about Josie were beginning to surface and I wondered if Pam would be receptive… At any rate, I was still there at five-thirty, polishing off the last of them before logging off and reaching for the bottom drawer where a small bottle of Bourbon is always waiting. Sitting back in my chair, I decided that perhaps it was all for the best. Josie was a distraction, a pleasant one to be sure, but sooner or later it would all come to a head and as I sipped, I realized what all married men that are having affairs realize at last.

	Sooner or later, it has to end… Move her out, reorganize the team and possibly find another distraction! Halfway down the glass I think that I had decided, now I was pondering ways of ridding myself of her. Just blindly sacking her was not an option, instead I would move her sideways, perhaps to the Boston office with a promotion that would make it too risky for her to fight it. The resolution was fixed, the affair was over and all I needed to do was to put the pieces in place. It was then that the door to my office opened and all those plans became ashes.

	I looked up and there she was. Huge tinted glasses, tight latex skirt, heels like six inch nails and her dark lips a line of disapproval. My heart skipped a beat as she sauntered to the desk and leaned towards me with her palms on the surface so that I found myself getting a full view of those perfect breasts. 

	‘This is your last chance, boy,’ she said without a smile. ‘Make it count…’

	Like some fetish school-teacher her eyes bored into mine and I was the first to look away. Now all I could see was that smooth skin and the nipples that knotted and rubbed on the lapels of her jacket. I could feel an erection and found that I was almost panting for it. ‘You don’t make it easy, Josie,’ I said. ‘How can I even begin to guess what you want me to say?’

	That brought a smile to her lips, a thin twitch of the lips that was almost triumphal. She slowly lifted and turned to put her smooth clad ass on my desk and then swung up her feet to the surface. The skirt was tight and did not allow me to see her stocking tops as she circled on her ass, placing her black stilettos before me and she leaned back on her outstretched hands. ‘I’ll make it easier, boy,’ she said in a low voice and by now my heart was beating so fast that I could feel it in my ears like a roaring of waves. ‘Stand up!’

	It was not a request, it was a command. I stood slowly feeling that there was a change in Josie, something that had clicked into place that was both arousing and frightening. Almost as if she had become certain of something deep inside and I stood with my hands behind my back, my hard cock pressing through my pants on the edge of the desk. ‘Take it out! I want to see my little boy’s big fat cock,’ she said as her smile faded. 

	My hands moved of their own volition, there was no denying the authority of her tone and all those thoughts of just five minutes before slithered from my mind as if they had never been thought. I looked down, my prick lay on the desktop, emerging from my zipper, balls pressed to the wood. Josie raised an eyebrow and gathered herself before standing on the desk. ‘Since you have tried time and time again and still have no idea of what I want,’ she announced as she stepped to place a stilettoed shoe each side of my helpless cock, ‘I am going to teach you a lesson…’

	Her foot lifted and she placed the sole of her shoe on my manhood. I almost screamed in shock as the toe pressed into my belly and her heel came to rest on the tip of me. ‘Please,’ I begged, fearful that she would allow her weight to rest fully on me. ‘Fuck, Josie, please don’t…’

	‘That’s a little better boy, perhaps it will concentrate your mind!’

	She was right, my mind raced as I went over my attempts to guess what she wanted me to say. All I knew, and I did know it, was that it was all about what I should call her. What title she demanded from me! Mistress, Ma’am, Madame and Miss had all been tried… I looked up at her and gulped, scared now that I would make a mistake. She looked down from on high and a slow smile curled her lips as she balanced, threatening me with destruction as her heel scratched at the tip of my seeping cock. She moved her foot a little, side to side, rolling me between desk and a hard place and I felt a strange arousal that filled my head with the danger of it all. Deep down I knew that she would not crush me, but the thought was menacing, nevertheless. The words came from me unbidden, a whining pleading, begging whisper that broke the deadlock.

	‘Please Mummy, don’t hurt me…’

	‘Good boy, very good,’ she said with a chuckle. I knew that I could concentrate your mind on satisfying me…’

	‘Fuck, I’m so close,’ I gasped as the sole of her shoe rubbed at me. Discomfort and gratification merging to make a single irresistible sensation.

	‘I know you are, boy, but Mummy has a little reward for her boy… now that he has finally figured out who I am!’

	Already a few drops of come were being squeezed from me as I looked up and felt in awe of the woman who was tormenting me. ‘Please Mummy,’  I begged. ‘Please…’

	‘Like this or do you want Mummy’s pussy?’ 

	I watched as her hands lowered as she stooped a little. Fingers curled at the hem of the latex skirt, her breasts almost falling free from her jacket. The feeling of dread fading to hope as the hem lifted and exposed her thighs. And yet, and yet! I was so close, so near to coming that I could scarcely speak. The sight of Josie torturing me like this was unbearable and all I could do was second guess the reply that she sought. This was a test, an ordeal that I had to pass if I was ever to serve her again and I knew it and she knew that I knew…

	‘I’m just your little boy, Mummy,’ I gasped.

	The hands stopped, just short of revealing the pussy that I knew lay naked, just out of sight. Instead, they moved up and slowly popped the three buttons on her jacket to leave her breasts hanging far above me and her heel pressed a little more on my cock. 

	‘You really are an obedient little boy,’ she said, and it seemed that her words triggered me. Held fast on the hard surface of the desk, balls trapped and squeezed by my weight, she looked down with a thin-lipped 

	smile and squeezed a climax from me with just a small forward motion. As if the first time, my cock gave up all resistance and I spurted. Greased by my own come, the shoe quivered the length of me, wringing the last stream of come before her foot lifted and moved beside me.

	Feet apart, Josie now caused me to gasp in appreciative exhilaration. Her hands lifted the skirt high and at last I could see her cunt, a soaking wet slit with the soft labia swollen, parting it as a finger dipped deep and her hips shuddered. So horny was she, that the climax came almost at the first touch. Scarcely had she touched the clitoris that was pressed forth than her thighs quivered, and she groaned in completion. Lips pursed, breasts exposed, she shuddered, her knees flexed and she tottered a moment before she regained her balance. 

	‘Now,’ she said as she squatted with thighs wide before my appreciative gaze. ‘Let’s see if there’s one more for my boy. I think that he deserves a second cummie for Mummy, doesn’t he?’ Her hands moved down and stroked my cock, smooth and slick from my climax, as she brought it back to life. ‘Nice and slow, we have all night…’

	I have managed a second, but rarely. The sight and perfume of her filled my senses, her pussy dripping to mingle with the pale come that spattered the wood of my desk. I could feel a return, but recovery was slow. Her hand grasped me and circled the root. Both feet moved to press me between them, and I winced as some of the softness was trapped beneath her soles. 

	‘Is Mummy hurting her little boy?’ she asked as her free hand idly played with her nipples. ‘She can stop if it does…’

	The thought that Josie might bring it all to an end frightened me. I was in the moment, taken by the strangeness of what she was doing to me and I could not escape needing more. ‘Please don’t stop,’ I begged, suppressing a need to jerk free as her sole pressed down. ‘Please Mummy…’

	‘Mummy just wants to make sure her little boy is milked properly,’ she whispered. 

	‘Please Mummy!’

	‘That’s a good boy,’ she said as I winced as her weight shifted. ‘Mummy knows that it hurts and she will make it better for you.’

	‘Oh fuck,’ I gasped as the hand that held me gathered in my balls and tightened, pressing me, squeezing me, causing me to cry out in agony and gratification. I was in the grip of something I could not avoid, a rising excitement running parallel to a fear that had to be mastered.

	‘Mummy doesn’t like rude words,’ she scolded and squeezed to show her displeasure. ‘Good little boys don’t swear, they beg for Mummy to make them come!’

	I managed to gasp an apology and the grip slackened just a little and my hands moved. I was so tempted by what was before me, I had to touch her, stroke those naked breasts, run my finger through her gaping pussy to gratify her, show her that all I wanted was her pleasure, even though mine was uppermost in my thoughts. 

	‘No touching, you chose already, and we can’t have you changing your mind, can we?’ she whispered.

	‘No Mummy,’ I wailed as I felt the hardness returning to me in her tight grip. 

	‘Another time, boy. You want to play with Mummy, don’t you?’ Josie had invaded my mind, my thoughts were no longer my own, all I could do was nod desperately and gasp as she tipped a little forward, pinching at the soft skin of my stiffening cock as I stifled my cries and felt her fingers tighten. ‘I know! I know, it’s difficult to be good for such a strict Mummy,’ she said, her face so close that I could have kissed her lips by moving just a few inches. ‘But it’s all about the rules, boy. You are given choices and then you have to stick to them…’

	The hand that had been rolling nipples between finger and thumb moved to my face and a manicured nail pressed against my lips. I opened and it slid inside, the taste and perfume of her pussy filling my mouth. ‘That’s right, just suckle a little while Mummy makes you come for her…’

	A groan came from me as the hand on my cock squeezed hard and relaxed, the agony forgotten as I could feel once again the need for release. It welled from within, a slow ooze that ran from deep inside and forced its way through me in an irresistible swell and all the while her finger probed my mouth.  It was as if I was being fucked while I was being fucked. Thrilling to feel the power that she had over me, her eyes half closed behind those glasses, her lips pouting, the tip of her tongue showing as she forced a second coming that was like nothing I had ever experienced before. 

	Involuntary, compulsory, she had me in her grip, trapped beneath soles, trapped by the circling fingers of her hand as without any strokes I gave it up for her with a gasp and a whine, pumping a second helping onto her shoes and heels at her command. ‘Very good,’ she said as her finger retreated, and her shoes moved to release me. ‘You will learn that Mummy likes her little boy drained of all that slime for her. Now thank her for fucking you…’ It seemed that even though I was not allowed to say ‘fuck’, Mummy was entitled to say whatsoever she wanted.

	‘Thank you for milking me, Mummy,’ I said. Already the connection was breaking, the words sounding just a little hollow on my lips, but I spoke them nevertheless and she slowly stood and brushed her skirt to conceal her thighs.

	‘Did you like the fantasy,’ said Josie as she buttoned her top.

	I nodded, thoughts in confusion as she stepped back, sat and rotated off my desk. ‘Incredible,’ was all I could say.

	‘It will get better and better, Greg. All you have to do is give yourself to me like a slut and I will do the rest!’

	Her feet shuffled on the carpet to rid herself of the come on their soles and I realized that the dream came to an end. She settled her glasses on her nose and smiled. ‘I think that I like being your Mummy,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘Be a good boy and clear up the mess…’ With that she turned and left the office without a backward look and I dared at last to move from my stance. All thoughts of ridding myself of this incredible woman had been washed from my thoughts. My cock was bruised, my manhood assaulted and used, thoughts of fucking this consummate bitch fading to be replaced by a need for more of it. There was something so addictive about Josie, something that could not be denied and all I could do was be anxious about the next time.


Chapter 02 Eve

	 

	I did get a short text from Josie and another from Fran. The first was a simple few words, ‘He guessed at last!’ The second a short thanks and an enquiry as to when I would be back from Seneca Falls. I just replied with a couple of emojis and enjoyed the short break with a sense of mission accomplished. Fall was late and there was still a splendid show of color upstate that simply added to my enjoyment and sense of accomplishment. The money was neither here nor there, especially as there were a few barriers to them cashing out and escaping my little trap. Both Fran and Josie are pretty smart, that’s a given, but the details of the company rules had passed Josie by just as I had expected. 

	So, it was two weeks before I returned, refreshed and all full of ideas as to how my little new pastime would proceed. Not that I was in a hurry, you understand. No sense in rushing, hasty words lead to unexpected results! No, this was going to be savored, a nice slow progression that would just be guided by my hand when it needed to be. I always drive back towards the coast, the parks and forests, a dreamy place where I occasionally stop off and stay a day or so before moving on. It’s nice to relax and take one’s time and anyway occasionally there are distractions if I lay myself open to them. 

	I got a call from Josie and we arranged to meet up the following evening, both directors of Vertex and Frances, giving me an opportunity to tie up loose ends and cement everything before too many questions could lead to argument. We met up in one of those charming Italian places in Greenwich, a perfect setting for me where the food is great and the atmosphere informal. 

	‘So,’ I said to Josie after the greetings were over and we had ordered. ‘My accountant you met up with arranges all of the details. You get a regular income and he will do your taxes as well to make sure you get as much as possible, he’s so creative. This year there won’t be so much, because of the gift of the shares, but from next year he estimates a low six figure sum.’

	‘There’s something that I don’t quite get,’ said Fran. ‘Aside from the unexpected generosity, of course. Why buy Arnold and Sons?’ I could see the dislike in her eyes and shrugged.

	‘Simple,’ I answered. ‘Pam, Greg’s wife, works there and is about to become a partner. There are three parts to this. First if it all blows up, then think of the irony that Greg’s wife pays Josie’s pension!’ I laughed and they followed suit. ‘The second is that it is a great investment. New York is full of lawyers, but the firms that make  profit rain or shine, a steady income I mean, are the ones that deal in low level cases, not the big headline firms. Income in a constant stream is safer, a better investment and depends less on individual influential headline lawyers who tend to hop around and demand too much. The third and most important is that Josie now has a real grip on Greg that will make things easier if there is a problem.’

	‘It’s a little expensive,’ said Josie. ‘A rather high price to pay for a coffee…’

	I laughed and just then the first course arrived. It was not until the waitress had faded that I could answer her. 

	‘You have checked me out, haven’t you?’ I asked.

	Both Fran and Josie nodded and I chuckled to show that it was not a problem. ‘Foolish not to, babes! All of a sudden a large sum comes your way from someone that you didn’t even know three months ago. Anyway, you know that I am pretty wealthy, let’s not talk sums here, but what can I do with all that money if I don't help out a friend?’

	Josie nodded and raised her glass.

	‘To Vertex,’ she said and both Fran and I followed suit.

	‘So now I have to tell Josie what I want for my money,’ I said in a severe tone. I saw the shock register on their faces and started to laugh at the little jest that I was about to play. ‘The truth is, I fancy you, and after this meal we are going back to my place where I can fuck you!’

	Well, that had an effect. Stunned silence, a pause in mid breath, Fran and Josie looking at each other with a look of disbelief. ‘Tonight?’ asked Josie with a gasp. ‘And if I say no?’

	I could not help myself. I laughed, creased double almost choking on my lobster ravioli and the two women sat frozen staring at me as if I was round the bend. ‘You two are really so easy,’ I said, choking back the laughter. ‘I love you, but that can wait,’ I said and at last the suspense broke and they too started to laugh. ‘Just a little joke, ladies,’ I said. ‘All I want for my money is that I can join the little cabal and be the third musketeer. Really that’s all!’

	‘Well, I’d better spill the beans then,’ said Josie with a sigh that showed relief. ‘In fact, I’d better keep a diary to get it all straight. I’d tell you anyway, you are truly a good friend.’

	‘You had me there,’ said Fran as she lifted her glass. ‘I really thought…’ But there was a look on her face that hinted at distrust. 

	‘My dear Josie, if you ever fancy it, then just say so,’ I said as I tucked in and she started to laugh. 

	‘Not that I’ve never had a girl between my thighs,’ she replied. ‘The college fraternity was a bit like that, but I guess you might find me just a little too demanding!’

	I laughed with her, but the wet warmth between my thighs told a different story. If she thought that she was demanding, wait until she had me as a lover, I thought. There’s nothing quite like saying something in the open, as a joke, and seeing the reaction! 

	Josie broke the amused laughter, and started to tell us about what she was up to. ‘I’m Greg’s strict Mummy,’ she said with a smile. ‘An authoritarian Mummy that has her boy well in hand. Two weeks ago, just the day after we met, he discovered that his new Mummy loves milking his fat cock! Twice each time now, just to get him nicely on the hook. Twice a week is where I’m at and I think that he is starting to get all obsessed by the torment. I sort of did what you both suggested, found a crack in his defenses and I am concentrating on getting him nice and used to his predicament. Shoes and the latex skirt are all part of it, but I think that he is more obsessed with the fantasy rather than the gear.’

	‘Men simply focus on make-believe,’ I said. ‘Women focus on what lies beneath…’

	‘And, what lies beneath is, that Josie’s boy will find that the intensity will make any other sex tedious,’ said Fran as she began to relax. ‘We, I mean you Josie, are fetishizing him. I read an article about it years ago and I reckon that he's deeper than he realizes.’

	So are you, Josie, I thought to myself, but what I said was, ‘So, Josie, where next?’

	‘I have some ideas,’ said Josie as she sipped her wine. I’ve discovered something about myself as well. I have a weakness for dominating Greg completely. I really get my rocks off when I tease him, but afterwards, when I get home, I can spend hours frigging and coming like never before.’

	‘Naughty girl,’ I said. ‘If it’s that good, why not let him do it?’

	‘I will. Eventually,’ said Josie, blushing furiously. ‘But every time I let him in a bit, I realize that I can’t go back a step again. If you see what I mean.’

	‘Forwards is easy,’ added Fran. ‘Backwards is harder because of his expectations.’

	‘That’s right…’ said Josie. 

	I stayed silent and listened with a growing sense of exhilaration. It seemed that steering this was going to be easier than I had imagined. The conversation sort of headed to a discussion about previous men that both had been with, and I just added the odd word here or there before I mentioned my first husband who had been on the submissive side and awakened my interest. Of course, I didn’t give much away, just generalities. I just mentioned that when his business had failed, I had divorced him and moved on. 

	Don’t get me wrong here! They were both good friends despite the short time, I felt affection and enjoyment in their company. Such a contrast to women of my generation who seem to shrivel up inside in their fifties and spend their time in disapproving gossip as soon as sex is mentioned. Sex is what the world is all about, that’s my opinion. Getting what you want, what you need, what you deserve is a central tenet of my being. There’s nothing quite like the feeling that you get when you wield the cane and discover that precious moment when you can do whatever you want and make them scream as you fuck them. It’s so intense, that feeling of power, something that almost makes me climax just thinking about it! 

	I clenched my thighs and put my hands down on my lap. As the two of them chattered away with theories and ideas of amateur psychology, I just slowly teased myself to a silent orgasm that swallowed me whole. It was Josie that brought me around.

	‘So, what do you think?’ she asked me, and I realized that I had missed some points that I was now expected to give an opinion on. I guessed that they had come full circle and were now asking about the next move in the game.

	‘I think that slow is better,’ I guessed.

	‘I agree,’ said Fran. ‘He needs to be really hooked!’

	‘Exactly my thoughts,’ said Josie. ‘As Fran said, for every concession I need to get double in advance…’

	I put two and two together and nodded in agreement and it seemed like I was back in the thread, my little diversion had passed unnoticed. ‘I’ll take the bill and have it passed on as an expense,’ I said as the waiter was called over. ‘Let’s make his wife’s company pay for our fun!’

	That brought a sally of chuckles that ended the meal and we dispersed, each of us for sure thinking about the frantic frigging that would happen next. It was certainly in my mind as I hailed a taxi!

	 


Chapter 03 Josephine

	 

	I spent a couple of hours just flicking through all the materials that I had gathered all those months before for project ‘Domination’. Trawling for ideas and sorting them into patterns with a breathlessness that aroused me to have to take a pause and relieve the tension. I know that there are quite a few women and many more men that love a bit of porn, but I was never really one of them. But, methodical and well organized, I had kept everything. Of course, there was stuff that was used as leading themes for the publicity and structure of the advertising campaign. Soft porn if you like. Trawled from the Internet with abandon as guides, I had hundreds of images of which just ten or so were used to lead the theming. You know the sort of thing! Women in boots standing with feet wide, a whip trailing from a gloved hand. When we started the photography, this was the direction that we steered. I’m sure that you have seen the results in department stores and perfume shops. Erotica, hinting at so much more, showing nothing more than stocking-tops and heels, overwhelming women, unreachable in the real world whose power over suited males in evening dress was obvious, whose poses were perfection. Mistresses in furs, leather and dessous for whom sordid sex is always just about to ensue.

	Then there were the others!

	Pornographic, a side of deeper erotica that is over the limits of what can be publicly used. I had kept them all, occasionally inspired, often stark in what they revealed, the pictures that were designed to arouse and not titillate. Strangely enough, the ones that interested me were not even photos, but erotica from decades ago where large women cruelly tormented little men, inked or engraved, they caught my breath, my imagination and my interest. Each one a moment in time, frozen as the man looked up at a ferocious female who was using him as her bitch. I had around five or six of these and I remember mentally referring to them as my project took shape, because they caught the inner secret of domination more than any photo ever could. 

	I went on a search.

	There is so much of it out there, all of the best from the thirties to the fifties in Germany and France. Without discrimination, I sucked it all in, astounded that what seems like a modern fetish has been around for longer than most of us realize. Sorting them into groups of actions, costumes and fetishes, my erotica collection expanded in a matter of a couple of days as I soon discovered that the originals are both sought after and rare. I even ordered a couple of reprints online, so stimulated was I, and realized that there were enough ideas to keep me on track for months with Greg. The thought of him crawling around at my booted feet, scared of the whip in my hand triggered more than one delicious evening in bed alone.

	Putting it all into practice was the next step.

	There was a problem, as you can well imagine! I mean, going to work with a whip in my purse, a tight rubber corset wrapped over my body and spurs on my boots would be taking casual Fridays to the very limit. Scarcely casual! What was clear was that I needed to move it out of Greg’s office and find a place where I could develop my ideas a step at a time. What had faded was the original idea that Fran had suggested; that I get a willing married man and have a zipless fuck whenever I fancied with him at my beck and call. What was coming on strong now was showing my two friends that I could make my married man do whatever I fancied with him. 

	Meanwhile, the strict Mummy spent almost a month tormenting her little boy. Teaching him how he could get praise and approval if he followed the rules. That was it, in a nutshell, it was all about the rules, not that I ever really laid them down for him! I think it was the realization that Greg was becoming pulled ever deeper into the maelstrom and I was enjoying every moment. 

	When the first pay-check for Vertex arrived I just sat and stared at it! Bleary eyed and sipping my first coffee of the day, I unfolded the statement and had to read it twice before I even realized that it was not a bill of some sort. By the time that the coffee was drained, and I had glanced at my checking account to verify the payment, I was almost breathless. I read the accompanying letter that Eve’s accountant had added and just sat and stared into space. The seed of an idea came to me and I just couldn't help myself, I started to laugh. It was time to get moving! Time to get out of the one-bed apartment and into something with serious elbow room.

	The very next day, Fran and I started looking. She had the same idea as me, her apartment being more than a little cramped, so it seemed natural to look together. In just one Saturday we viewed five places that looked likely. Five thou a month is a lot in rent, but now I could afford it and when we saw the unconverted loft in Orchard Street we fell in love with it. 

	‘We should buy it together and split it up,’ I said. ‘It’s big enough, fuck-off huge really.’

	Fran agreed and then it was like a whirlwind as we put it all together. Eve was a darling and helped us out as well, she knew all the right people, builders, designers and the finance people who cut the corners for us. A week after seeing the vast space for the first time, the work began, and I started to pack up for the move.

	Meanwhile, Greg was discovering that I was in a much feistier mood and rather more demanding! I think that it was the day that the furnishings arrived, and the decorators were just a week from completion in the new place, that I decided that the affair had to move out of the office at last. The place was a mess, most of the furniture was still wrapped in plastic sheets, pots of paint and other detritus pushed into corners, but the bedroom was almost complete and ready for a little fun.

	First though, I decided that a little pressure on Greg would not go amiss!


Chapter 04 Gregory

	 

	I could tell that Josie was up to something, but I carefully avoided showing that I knew. In the office every morning so early, leaving late even if we had a little fun or not, in a state of excitement that put real zip into her work. We had sort of settled down to a normality, if you could call it that! I even had to catch myself more than once to prevent myself calling her ‘Mummy’ in meetings and when others were present! The tension of our little play times were almost unbearable, but so very exciting. I no longer had any thought of ending it all, how could I? She toyed with me, and I loved it. I found myself longing to be tormented and always hoping that Josie would wear the boots that she had started putting on. The feel of those harsh laces on my straining cock almost had me coming at the first touch every time.

	After meetings with a client, the team often sits and does a little planning afterwards while the ideas are still hot. This one looked pretty good, the visuals for a real-estate company and after their people had gone, I found myself in the meeting room with Josie and a couple of the rest of the team, Louise and Joe. As we made notes and started hashing a few ideas around I almost jumped out of my skin when something hard pressed between my thighs! 

	Josie, sitting opposite me, had a small smile on her face and pouted as I felt the sole press me hard and the sharp spike of her shoe spiked into my balls. I choked on whatever it was that I had been saying and covered it with a cough, as the shoe started moving up and down and I started to get a hard-on. The shock I had was not just the sudden pressure and the excitement, but that never before had she played a trick like this, teasing me when there were others present! Her other shoe kicked at my leg and I opened wide for her and she nodded to show me that I was a good boy for Mummy. The intensity of the experience sent me into a spin, I could feel her pressing and grinding at me in an excruciatingly arousing pressure that was just irresistible. Josie just smiled and added some small comment to the conversation with the team as if nothing was happening and I almost choked as she straightened her leg under the table and held still. 

	Thank God the meeting was almost at an end anyway, the others heading to their desks whilst my bitch ground me off under the table. As the last one left, Josie said, ‘Get it out, boy, I want you coming onto my boot!’

	Eagerly I leaned back and undid myself, my head in a whirl, desperate for it like never before. ‘Make it nice and straight for Mummy,’ she said, 'I want my heel on those little plums of yours!’

	‘Please Mummy,’ I gasped as I guided the heavy boot to press the sole and heel against my naked flesh between my legs. ‘Please can I?’

	‘When I say,’ she smiled. ‘Mummy’s boot-boy…’

	I think that she expected it, but I did not, after all I had missed the last words before the team left, but the door opened and Louise, the art director, came back carrying her laptop. She moved to sit next to Josie, opened her laptop and said, ‘I have some ideas for the direction of the artwork, Hentai would be really cool as a style…’

	I stifled a gasp as the sole of the boot pressed and then slowly lifted and fell. It stretched me to the limit, grating the rough leather over my trapped cock before the sharp heel of the boot came to rest on the seat of the chair, the skin of my balls trapped in a painful vise. 

	‘Mmm, I like the look of these,’ said Josie as she leaned to look at the screen of Louise’s laptop. ‘Just what Mummy ordered, they look great…’

	‘There’s this as well, Greg,’ she said as she turned the screen to face me on the table. I managed a small nod and some sort of comment on how good they were and Louise added, ‘They said that they wanted something sexy, some sort of story line for their sales team and website. I was thinking that strong women would be a nice ‘woke’ twist.’

	I nodded again and the boot moved, lifted and grated against me. ‘It’s coming along already,’ said Josie. ‘I like the idea of powerful women leading the script, don’t you Greg?’

	‘Sounds great,’ I managed as I felt the sole move down, pressing hard as the heel once more trapped my balls. I could not stop it, there was no stopping it. I felt the surge and then a pulsing grip as I spurted under the table, soaking my shirt as I moved closer to the table to hide it. The warm come soaked me and I could feel a flush of heat in my face and knew that I was blushing pink. Josie must have seen it too, but the boot simply moved up and trapped my cock as it came to rest while Louise closed her laptop and stood.

	‘I’ll go with it then,’ she said as she headed for the door. ‘Sorry I interrupted!’

	‘That’s fine, we’re done here,’ said Josie with a smirk as she pulled her foot away and stood. 

	Louse gave a small backward look as she left and closed the door behind her and I shivered. It could have been that post orgasmic vinegar, it could have been because I was suddenly anxious. ‘She knows,’ I said as the door closed.

	‘Of course she does,’ smirked Josie. ‘She’s a clever girl!’

	‘Fuck!’ I said as I closed my dripping pants and zipped up. 

	‘Mummy does not like her boy to swear,’ admonished Josie in a severe tone. ‘Be careful or she’ll give you a proper lesson in manners.’

	‘We have been so careful…’ I said.

	‘They aren’t blind,’ said Josie with a chuckle. ‘We don’t stay late for nothing!’

	‘Well,’ I said, trying to be the boss and not the lover, ‘It will upset the harmony of the team and that’s not good for us.’

	‘Don’t worry, I’ll speak to them!’ said Josie. ‘It’s just an office affair, that’s all, nothing to get all anxious about. Happens all the time. I’ll just tell them that you love my heels spiking your balls, I’m sure they’ll understand!’ It was almost as if Mummy was being serious, and I almost choked as she burst into tears of laughter. ‘Don’t worry, for the moment your little fetish is safe with me, boy.’

	‘Do you think she’ll gossip?’ I asked nervously as I did not comment on her words.

	‘Better all in the open,’ said Josie as she looked down at me. ‘Now clean up and stop worrying. 

	‘You won’t tell them about…’

	‘What we get up to?’ said Josie. ‘That’s our business, it will stay that way if you are a good little boy for Mummy!’

	I felt myself wilting in terror as she headed for the door. An affair was one thing, our ‘little arrangement’ quite another. She turned at the door and slowly wiped her boot on the carpet. ‘Don’t worry boss, Mummy will keep her little boy’s secrets to herself… for now.’

	She was gone and I sat, discovering that I was shaking. It took me ten minutes to clean up and get the courage to leave the meeting room. As I opened the door, I saw Josie and Louise at Louise’s desk looking at the screen of the art director’s computer screen. They looked up a moment as I emerged and then started laughing as Josie said something and Louise put her hand to her mouth. I crept into my office and opened the drawer to my Bourbon stash; it took an hour for me to regain my balance.

	 


Chapter 05 Eve

	 

	All three of us met up in the new apartment and I was really impressed. What had, just a month before, been a single open space under the roof had become two apartments that were spacious and modern. Broken into living-spaces by stud walls. Just a single bedroom each and a vast living area with a kitchen at the back. It lacked balconies, but the windowed end walls more than made up and the oak boarding on the floors gave it a roomy look. I had persuaded Josie to add two small rooms off the bedrooms, one as a dressing room the other just a box room. In Josie’s new apartment, the plastic wrapping sheets were still piled in one corner, the furniture was the minimum and it still had an unfinished look because there was no artwork or ornaments on display. 

	All she could offer was a cup of coffee, so we sat on the new couch and armchair and admired the place as Fran and Josie excitedly laid out their ideas for what would make the bare apartments truly home. Leaning on the side of the armchair was my house-warming gift, and I could see that Josie was eager to ask, but was waiting for me to reveal all. 

	‘Just a little something to make the place feel like home,’ I said. ‘I hope you don’t mind?’ I turned to Fran, ‘there’s one for you as well, but I could only carry the one up those stairs.’

	‘An elevator would have been good,’ said Fran, ‘but that’s part of the reason that we got it so cheap.’

	‘It’s only four floors,’ said Josie as she eyed the plain brown wrapping on the present. Clearly it was a picture for her walls, the shape and size proclaimed that it would be a centerpiece.  I pulled it around and pushed it to her eager hands.

	‘If it’s an original Monet or a Renoir, I won’t accept it,’ said Josie as she started to untie the string that held the paper. ‘Your real gift is this place, without the extra income from Vertex, there’s no way that I could ever have afforded it even if Fran can.’

	‘It’s not expensive, it just matches you,’ I said. ‘Though it might not be to everybody’s taste.’

	Josie’s hand paused a second before tearing off the paper and I winked.  A ripping sound, a hand that moved the paper before looking down and a gasp of surprise before she tore off the last of it. ‘Jesus and Mary,’ she said as she picked up the large frame and looked at the four black and white drawings of mistress and slave.

	‘Bernard Montorgueil is a favorite of mine,’ I said. ‘Not originals, I’m afraid, they don’t exist, but as close as you’ll ever get.’

	‘I can’t hang this,’ said Josie, ‘I mean… it’s just a bit too kinky!’

	‘That’s why the frame is double sided,’ I said. ‘Then you can flip it over when you like.’

	‘Well,’ said Fran as she leaned forward to look closely, ‘I like it, especially the one with the cage…’

	‘Sets the mood,’ I laughed as my two friends inspected the picture intently. ‘Not that it’s a recommendation, of course!’

	‘I’ve never seen anything like it,’ said Fran. ‘Sort of degenerate art, the style is sort of fifties.’

	‘Thirties may be closer to the mark,’ I said, ‘but there are hints that he or she might be later. The artist is a bit of a mystery actually, but elegant in a naïve way…’

	‘Come up and see my etchings,’ said Fran with a laugh. ‘You are giving us both naughty ideas!’

	I shrugged and waited for Josie’s reaction and she took her time inspecting the four carefully chosen pictures before standing and heading for her bedroom. Her vast bed was already in position, as was an armchair still wrapped in plastic sheeting. Fran and I followed her and she stood in the room making her decision before pointing at the wall at the head of the bed. ‘It goes there, Fran, hold it up for me.’

	Fran climbed onto the bed and held the picture in position while Josie and I stood and admired it. ‘That’s perfect,’ said Josie as she chuckled. ‘It will frighten Greg, that’s for sure!’

	‘You’re not going to bring him here, are you?’ said Fran as she placed the picture on the bed. ‘I thought that you were going to keep it all in the office…’

	‘I changed my mind,’ said Josie with a sly smile. ‘I will need a little private space!’

	I felt a warmth as I watched Josie move to the bed and look once more at my present to her. Bit by bit she’s coming along, I thought as I watched her. She is perfect… There is an intense pleasure in training a lover, but even more from a languid grooming that takes place before one’s very eyes. Her eyes moved around the room and I could almost read her thoughts. What she was thinking was what I had already considered. How to make this bedroom a throne room dedicated to her newfound pastime. Her eyes moved to the armchair, then to the bed and finally she considered the two narrow doors. One to her dressing room, the other, as yet an undecided purpose. When she spoke it was with slow words that shadowed her intent. ‘If I hang this, then I have to rethink the décor,’ was all she said. 

	Despite knowing Josie for years, Fran misinterpreted her intent. ‘It needs a few touches,’ she said.  ‘A little red velvet would set the scene.’

	‘Black,’ said Josie absently as she turned on her heel. ‘It needs to be darker, I’ll have to think about it…’

	‘I’m glad you like it, dear,’ I said as we left the room. I have one for Fran as well, but one was all I could carry up the stairs.’

	‘I will need to find something for the other side,’ said Fran as we sat down in the main room. ‘Something that my Mum could appreciate!’ She laughed and Josie shrugged casually. 

	‘I don’t care, mine will always be on display,’ she said. ‘Greg’s Mummy has no morals at all…’

	 


Chapter 06 Frances

	 

	All the hustle and bustle of the new apartments and the changes that they brought concealed something that I started to sense, but did not really take note of until the project almost came to an end. Josie and I have known each other since way back when, shared everything, once briefly even shared lovers. I know when something’s on her mind and occasionally we even read each other’s thoughts like twins are supposed to do. But, in the frantic and breathless choosing of furniture and décor I sort of missed the signs and it was a month before I realized that what had been an amusing game was becoming an obsession. 

	I got the feeling that Eve was moving into her head and tried to pull in the other direction, but all of my efforts were wasted. Once Josie is on a course there is just no stopping her.

	Josie did not let me into her apartment, she said that it had to wait until it was all done and I did the same. A reveal is fun and better when it is done and finished rather than just a bunch of ideas that need one’s imagination. So, two weeks after that day when Eve gave us our house-warming presents, I was invited to go next door and be amazed at what Josie had done in the meantime. 

	The first thing that I noticed was that Josie had added an electronic key to the front door. A small plastic fob clicked the door open as she said, ‘No keys, this is so practical…’ as she led me into the vast kitchen-diner-lounge. I had the same dark wood floor in my place and the feeling of space was amazing. With the blinds open, the view was not astounding, we were not really high enough, but the light in the room gave it the feel of almost being in the open. Luckily, we are not overlooked by any other apartments, ‘I decided that this room would be like a glade in the woods,’ she said as I admired the vast picture that was almost a window onto a gloomy forest. 

	‘I love it,’ I said as I looked around.

	‘Just wait until you see this, though,’ she said excitedly as she led me to the bedroom.


Chapter 07 Gregory

	 

	For two weeks I was almost on tiptoe. Anxious every time I had to speak to Louise, almost fearful when it was with Josie. It took that long to realize that Josie had been playing with my head and perhaps Louise and the others really had no idea of our office affair. Not that it stopped happening in those two weeks, Josie was as playful as ever and I was almost desperate for each little playtime. 

	Something else I discovered… I suppose like most men, a great deal of sex is one handed! You know how it is, sometimes the urge comes and all that is possible is a sly one off-the-wrist. Porn never interested me really, my imagination is quite enough, thank you very much, but relief is relief and I was a frequent self-abuser. For months Josie and I had been playing our games and I began to realize that it just did not work like it used to! Somehow the flick of the wrist was no longer enough for me, and to cut a long story short, I just could not get it up anymore! At first I just thought that it was a lack of concentration, a mental spark that was missing, but by the time that we had that meeting where Josie fucked me with her boots I didn’t even try anymore. I think that it was Pam that triggered the realization that only Josie had the key to my locks. Twice in a week she tried to initiate something and both times it was not for lack of trying that I just ended up retreating and leaving her frustrated and exasperated.

	The second time she just said, ‘fuck you Greg, if you can’t give it to me then I’ll do it myself,’ as she frigged herself to climax with low moans. Never before had she been so open to it, and I lay listening with a sense of loss that was almost unbearable. When she had done, lay quivering with her back to me she said, ‘If there’s something missing, if there’s something you need…’ Pam just let the words trail off and I suddenly felt the onset of an erection, but now her breaths were steady, and I just lay in misery as she slept. It was almost as if the humiliation had turned me on…

	I knew it was coming! How did I know? Because the way that Josie walked and talked. Small hints just for me, little clues that only I was supposed to notice. Like the way that she used the phrase, ‘Just what Mummy ordered,’ as a catchphrase in meetings or called me ‘boy’ when out of the earshot of the others in the team. I knew it because of the way the tip of her tongue licked those lips and the wiggle of her hips in her walk as she left my office. That day was one of those days! She had a pair of ankle boots on, her blouse was unbuttoned a button lower than usual, and my hopes were sky high. All day I was on tenterhooks, desperate for the moment, never knowing when exactly it might happen. In the meeting she sat opposite me, in the office she gave hints, but nothing happened, and I realized that this was going to be one of those times ‘after office hours’. By the time that the office was clear at six, I was scarcely able to think of anything else but how she would come into the office and take me. I sat and read mails without registering their meanings, my cock so hard that I had to let my belt out a notch. 

	The door opened and Josie leaned in. ‘I’m off now,’ she said. My face fell and I gave her a pleading look that caused a smile. ‘You really need it, don’t you boy?’ she said. All I could do was nod and blush and Josie slid a hand over her blouse to tease a nipple. The movement was so natural and erotic and I blushed. ‘OK then,’ she said. ‘But the cleaners arrive in just half an hour, so perhaps not here!’

	‘Er, where then?’ I asked.

	‘Want to see my new apartment?’ she said. News to me, there had been no hint that she had moved even though she must have given the details to HR. ‘It’s just a few minutes’ walk.’ This was a major moment and I realized it immediately. We had not met up once outside the office and now she was inviting me home! I glanced at my watch and she said, ‘If you have to get home to Pam; then perhaps another day?’

	‘I do what I want,’ I replied.

	‘Glad to hear it boy, just saying, no pressure, she said. ‘Come on then, but if we do this, then the rules will change a little!’

	The rules! Always the rules… Josie liked to think of this all as a game and set rules all the time. Not that they were written or even spoken out loud, more that she decided when and how each encounter happened and all I had to do was follow her lead. ‘You decide, as always,’ I said with a shrug. ‘I’m happy to follow your lead.’

	‘That’s the first rule,’ said Josie with a small chuckle. ‘What’s the second?’

	As usual she was putting me in a quandary. Testing me against her own desires. Ever since the hiatus when I finally figured that she was ‘Mummy’ and I was ‘boy’, it had been like this and she had managed to educate me to think on my feet as to how to answer her. ‘I should always call you Mummy,’ I said easily. The embarrassment had long evaporated. 

	‘So, why didn’t you?’

	‘Please Mummy, I’m sorry…’ I said.

	‘Well, get it right!’ she said in a severe tone. ‘We’ll go over the rules later and then you won’t have any excuses for making mistakes.’

	‘No Mummy.’

	‘So, are you going to sit there all night or are you coming?’

	I stood up and she laughed at the tent in my jeans. ‘Make sure you keep it that way, boy. I need something to work with!’

	A short walk turned out to be halfway across Manhattan. If I had known I would have taken the subway, but Josie just walked with me silently the whole way until we came to a narrow residential street where she turned and said, ‘I should warn you, there is a price for this…’

	‘A price, Mummy?’

	‘There’s always a price, boy. You always pay. Remember that!’ she said and turned to a doorway. The stairs were winding and went past quite a few doors at several levels. When we came to the top, there were just two. ‘If you ever come here, remember that this is my place and not just some whorehouse. In my place, my rules, boy.’

	I nodded as she swiped a fob over the door with no visible handle and it clicked open. The apartment was vast, far bigger than I had ever expected. I know exactly how much Josie makes and the apartment was vast and must have cost a fortune in rent. Solidly floored, spaced out furniture in modern style and with a window that was an acre if it was a square foot of glass. ‘Wow,’ was all that I could say. The place would have made a great bachelor pad and I suppose that, in a way, it was.

	‘Coffee?’ she asked, indicating the sofa. I sat down and watched her start the grinder and turn on the espresso machine. ‘First we need to have a small discussion…’ The small cups were brought by her and carefully placed on the steel and glass topped table. ‘We need to discuss how this is going to happen from here on in.’

	I sipped the coffee, so strong that it almost made my pulse jump as Josie sat down and crossed her legs opposite me. I was on the edge of the chair and waited to see how this would go. ‘I will do anything, Mummy,’ I said as I gazed at the stocking tops revealed at the hem of her skirt. She always wore stockings that only came halfway up her delicious thighs and the sight of the lace just made me ever more willing to agree to anything. The feeling that we were alone and with no chance of being discovered was enticing.

	‘Don’t say what you can’t promise,’ she said. ‘I am more demanding than you will ever know…’

	‘I do mean it, Mummy,’ I said pleadingly. ‘Just tell me how I can please you.’

	Her fingers moved to unbutton her blouse and I saw that she was wearing a lacy bra that just showed a hint of her hardening nipples. There was a sly smile on her face that sent my heart leaping as she stood and crooked a finger, ‘Want to see the bedroom?’ The bedroom was another vast space. Set more or less in the center, a huge bed. On the floor thick rugs were thrown here and the walls had dark red plush hangings. The only other piece of furniture was a high-backed armchair that she sat on with a sigh. ‘Come over here boy, come to Mummy!’

	The chair was high, and her legs crossed. She allowed a shoe to dangle from her toes. ‘If you want it, come and get it,’ she said in a low tone and I found myself irresistibly drawn to her. ‘Naked, if you please,’ she added. I could not get stripped fast enough! Under her eyes I shed my clothes and took a position with my hard-on pointing at her in desperation. ‘Nice and tidy, if you don’t mind,’ she said pointing at the strewn heap of pants and shirt. ‘I expect orderliness from you!’

	‘Yes Mummy,’ I said as I carefully folded the clothes and placed them in a tidy heap by the end of the bed that I longed to test. My eyes were drawn to a picture on the wall and I stopped, frozen by what I saw. Four pictures in a quad, each one with an erotic drawing of semi-clad women with men kneeling at their feet, or at least being tormented by their mistresses. That she had this hanging openly in her bedroom excited me and I took it in with my heart beating in excitement.

	I felt her watching me and quickly turned back to face her and she said, ‘Sets the mood, boy, now get over here and let’s see if you can come for Mummy. Give her what she wants…’ Josie’s palm tapped her nylon sheathed knee and smiled up at me. As I took the position and placed my hard cock on her knee, she pulled at the bow between her breasts and the cups of her bra fell away before she reached out and stroked me. My cock twitched at the touch of her hand and she stroked it gently. ‘Is this what you have been waiting for?’

	I nodded, my thighs trembling in anticipation, the blood rushing in my ears as her hand teased and played with me. My eyes were on her breasts and she used her other hand to gently pull back her blouse. ‘When you have come for Mummy…’ she said. ‘I might just show you how you can please me…’ The fondling hand slowly circled a finger and thumb around me and drew me back by pushing forward. ‘Are you desperate?’ I was, if only she knew how desperate I was. I rocked my hips at her stroke and she withdrew her hand. ‘No cheating, boy, nice and gentle…’

	‘I won’t cheat, Mummy, I promise…’ I said, enraptured.

	I gasped as her fingers played again and managed to hold still as her hand explored. Cupped my balls, ran a finger from tip to root, pulled a little, tugged a little, pushed a little, encircled me and played while she looked up at me with a crafty smile. I was in heaven, loving her play, but it was not enough, and I moaned in frustration as she carefully kept her nails from my skin, gently teased me to a throbbing hardness without pushing me any further. ‘When I tell you to come,’ she whispered. 

	‘Please Mummy,’ I gasped as I ached for more. Dared I ask for it? Would she just laugh at me and just tease like a schoolgirl when what I needed was a firm hand, her nails scoring my cock and her hands squeezing my balls? 

	‘What is it?’ she asked.

	‘I need more, to come for Mummy!’

	‘Does my little boy want me to punish him?’

	My manhood lifted and jerked at her words, and she laughed as a fingertip just played over the smooth head of my cock. I looked up at her eyes and saw the amusement in them as my mind struggled to find the words. I could not hold her gaze and looked down and blushed and my cock took its cue and started to lose its stiffness. In desperation, at last I ventured, ‘I need it,’ I whined. ‘Please, please Mummy, make me come for you!’

	She put a finger under my cock and lifted it, then let it flop half erect on her knee. ‘I think that my boy is no longer interested,’ she said. ‘What a shame that he does not want it…’

	I got the feeling that the session was coming to a close, and it was all my fault! I felt a tear running down my face as I was so frustrated at my incapacity, I needed it so badly and yet I was not able to perform, and I almost had to suppress a sob as her hand pulled back and a frown moved on her face. ‘All you have to do is ask, boy. That’s all…’

	It was over, I could not speak the words though my lips moved, and she looked up at me and locked eyes. Her hand moved into my line of sight, the fingers closed into a claw.  The long stiletto nails curled round as if my cock were within grasp, and then the claw closed and her nails bit into her palm and then opened slowly, finger by finger. The signal was so clear and all I had to do was beg for it. Her legs uncrossed and I thought that she was about to stand. It was over!

	‘Please punish me for being a naughty little boy, Mummy,’ I said.

	For a moment there was almost a look of relief on her face, as it became apparent it moved to become a tightlipped smile and she nodded slightly. ‘Well done for asking so politely, boy. Mummy will give you what you need.’ Her hand made a small circling motion with one finger pointing and I took it to mean that I was to turn to face away from her. I rotated in my kneeling position and found myself now looking at the picture on the wall. I had scarcely taken in the view when I felt a heel and sole on my back. ‘On all fours, and let’s see if Mummy can make you come for her. Milk her boy and empty those plump full balls of his!’

	I almost fell forward onto my hands and lowered to my elbows. My ass stuck up at her and I felt the leather of her shoes touch the insides of my thighs. ‘Let’s see what we have here,’ said Josie as she inspected me. I was blushing furiously as my knees moved outwards and a hand fondled me from behind.  Weighing my balls and then stroking the erection that was reforming before her eyes. ‘Stay exactly there and do not move an inch,’ she said. Looking back between my open thighs I saw her stand and she playfully slapped my ass before walking out of sight. I could not help myself groaning as she walked around me and stood for a moment at my head and looked down at me, prostrating before her. ‘Very good, Mummy has to do something first…’

	The feet moved away and I heard her leave the room.  Not to the lounge but by the other door at the far side of the room. I heard water pouring from a faucet and a small clatter as if metal touched metal. I could feel my heartbeat in my ears as the door opened again and she sauntered back into the room. I cast a sly look up to see her and saw that she was carrying a steel bowl in her hands carefully. She frowned at my look and I turned my face to the floor again, wondering what she was doing. The bowl was carefully placed between my legs and Josie stroked the insides of my thighs. ‘Mummy is going to prepare you for her… make her boy-slut ready for the punishment!’

	Now I was frightened as I felt a warm touch to the insides of my thighs. A warm touch that was not her hand, not her shoe and I winced to get a casual light slap on my ass. ‘Do not move, boy, she laughed. ‘I don’t want to cut you!’

	I opened my eyes and looked down my body. I could see that she was squatting, but the shadow did not allow me to see more up her skirt than her stocking tops. Her hand appeared and she held an old-fashioned safety razor that she ran up my thigh. It plowed through the fuzz of hair on my leg and then the other hand dipped into the bowl and wetted the other thigh. ‘Nice and smooth for Mummy,’ she said as she plied the razor. Stroke by stroke, with soapy suds and careful movements, she cleared my thighs before her hand took my balls and stretched them down. I gasped and she said, ‘Ssh, this needs to be done so that Mummy can see her little boy’s willie properly. Clean, naked, smooth and helpless, that’s how Mummy wants you!’

	I whined, it became a sigh and Josie stripped all of my pubic hair from my balls and started on my cock. I am quite bushy, and the work took long minutes of careful attention. She did not seem in a hurry and worked with one hand as she used the other to hold me in position. I thought that she was done, there was a small pause, but she was replacing the blade. I could see her hands unscrewing the razor and there was a small plop as the used blade dropped into the bowl before the new blade was slipped from its case and was fitted. ‘Just a little more, boy,’ came her voice as the next touch caused me to jump. I froze and the blade carved a new path between the cheeks of my ass. Long slow broad strokes, each time the hand dropping to the bowl to rinse off the hair before the next. The feeling was so erotic as she moved deeper and carefully scoured me with the blade. ‘Just a little more…’ Smaller strokes that touched the entrance of my ass, slower longer strokes between balls and ass and then touches as escaped hair was rounded up and removed. ‘There, I think that it’s all done down there,’ she said. ‘Kneel and I’ll finish off.’

	I kneeled and Josie appeared before me to kneel, and her soapy hands teased me a little. ‘That’s right, just like that, boy,’ she whispered, and the razor attended to the stiff bush on my belly. Working against the grain, she swept upwards to my waist and stripped me bare. I could see the concentration on her tight lips, the sparkle in her eyes and I knew that she was as horny as hell. I dared not move as the blade was changed again and the finishing touches were made before she rocked back onto her heels and looked me over. ‘All done, and very nice too,’ she said as she grasped my cock and slid her hand over me hard. I looked down and saw my naked skin. Pink and bare, a new landscape that made my hard cock look so much bigger! 

	‘Thank you Mummy,’ I said as I watched her hand lift back and take a small, experimental slap at me. 

	‘Don’t thank me, you haven’t earned the right to thank me for my pains to make you ready for me,’ she said in a stern tone. ‘You have twitched and moaned when I ordered you to be still, now, back on your hands and knees…’

	I almost fell forward and looked to see her fastidiously wipe her hands on a small towel before she wiped me down with it to remove the last suds and loose hair. The feeling of the towel between the cheeks of my ass and on my balls was exquisite and her hands then appeared to remove the bowl. By now I had a raging hard-on and I saw that she sat back in the chair and I wondered what punishment she had in mind. One of those pictures on her wall had a woman bearing a cane and I gulped at the thought of it, but it appeared that she had something else up her sleeve. 

	The sole of her shoe was planted on one cheek of my ass and I felt the sharp heel below on the soft skin of my upper thigh. It dug in a little and I stifled a cry as the other shoe’s sole came to rest just where the valley of my ass begins. The heel of it scraped the valley of my ass and came to rest on the clenched ass hole deep between my cheeks. 

	‘I have a good mind to fuck you with my heels, boy,’ came her voice as the stiletto heel pressed a little as if to give her words context. I almost jumped in terror, but the sharp intruder lifted, and the sole slipped down my ass thigh to rest on the floor. ‘But perhaps not today… today is a cummie-for-Mummy day,’ and she laughed wickedly. I was desperate and whined as the sole of her stiletto pressed my balls and then slid under my cock to leave them resting on her ankle. ‘A nice hard lesson at my feet…’

	The point of the shoe pressed under my cock with a relentless pressure, pushing it hard against my naked belly before it roughly moved forwards and backwards. ‘Come for Mummy like the good little boy you are.’

	The relentless teasing, the shaving of me, the sheer and Mummy’s overwhelming power over me was almost enough, the rough feel of leather stretching me as the other heel dug into my ass finished me off! I had been frightened, soothed and teased unmercifully and the first spurt came almost as soon as she had spoken. Then a fountain of come issued from me. Almost reaching my face before it slopped the carpet, I watched her shoe milking me and cried out in relief as it forced my climax. It withdrew to leave me dangling and dripping and I almost collapsed to the floor as I gasped for air while she chuckled. ‘Don’t move, boy, Mummy needs to pleasure herself since her boy cannot do it for her…’

	I could not see, but I knew that her hands were between her thighs as one foot rested on my ass, the heel cutting into me as Josie frigged herself at the sight of my helplessness. The foot that had forced me to come pressed against my balls and I struggled not to scream as it gave me a small kick with the tremors of her climax. 

	Josie sighed in satisfaction and let out a small laugh as she released her breath. 

	‘I know what you want, and I know what you need,’ she announced. ‘You can please Mummy when you have learned to be obedient as you should be. Now stand up and get dressed…’

	She stood from the chair and gave my ass a slap before stalking from the room. I was left to clean up using the damp cloth from being shaved as I inspected myself. I think that I gave a brief thought as to what Pam would make of the smooth nakedness that was so strange, but the way things were between us, she would probably never know! The feel of my pants on the truly naked skin was intense, every step reminding me of what had been done to me. I slipped on my shirt and rolled my tie to put it into my pocket before inspecting that picture on the wall closely.

	Four drawings, or perhaps etchings. Lightly colored, each one a mistress and a male slave serving her. There was a pride and haughtiness on the women’s faces, a detached look of certainty of their authority that gave the rather dated pictures a power that was undeniably stimulating. There was me, kneeling at Josie’s feet as her hand wanked me off to watch in a long mirror, there was me… 

	In the lounge she sat with crossed legs sipping an espresso and her eyes flicked up to me. Darkness filled the vast window, and I could not help glancing at my watch. It was already eight. 

	‘You are a good boy,’ she said. ‘Time to get back to wifey!’

	‘I am late, Mummy,’ I said as I blushed. ‘She will be calling me any second…’

	‘Our little secret, Greg,’ she said absently. ‘As long as I am amused playing with you… Perhaps we can arrange a whole night?’

	‘I will try,’ I said fervently. ‘I’m not sure how.’

	Josie just smiled and I felt stripped naked again and looked down at my feet. ‘I love it so much,’ I said at last. ‘You are such a bitch, Mummy.’

	‘Aren’t I though, boy? Mummy will always be a bitch, but she will have you eating from her hand like a child, and you will beg for it, won’t you?’

	‘Yes, Mummy,’ I said, ‘and I will mean it!’

	


Chapter 08 Frances

	 

	‘Amazing,’ I said with an almost envious sigh. ‘He just put up with it?’

	‘I know,’ said Josie with a smirk. ‘You know, this has been going on for months and I really don’t think that he can even get a stiffy if I don’t push him to the limit. I just wanted to see how pliable my little boy really is.’ She started to laugh and turned to Eve. ‘You know, he could not take his eyes off those pictures you gave me,’ she said. ‘I think that he is scared and excited all at the same time, because he couldn’t help imagining that I was going to thrash him or something.’

	‘Perhaps it’s what he really wants, but dare not try asking for,’ said Eve as she agreed with Josie. ‘Maybe you should get a cane just in case!’

	‘I was thinking about it,’ said my friend. ‘But I wouldn’t know where to get one.’

	‘Oh, just go on-line, I know there’s loads of them on offer,’ said Eve. ‘I think you have to wait until he asks for it, though.’

	‘I wouldn’t even know where to start,’ said Josie. ‘I mean, what if I was too… severe?’

	‘He would walk away,’ I said. ‘I just can’t believe what you have done to him and got away with. It is often a problem to even get oral sex from a guy, never mind play with him like you are with Greg.’ There was a darker side emerging in Josie and Eve was fueling the fire. 

	‘I have a feeling that that won’t be difficult for Josie and Greg,’ laughed Eve. ‘He will think that it’s a reward.’

	‘Have you ever done this stuff? I asked Eve, sort of trying to get her in the open.

	Eve shrugged and sighed and then said, ‘It was my first hubby that loved the cane,’ she said with a small shrug. ‘But in the end, I caught him having an affair and I thrashed him properly for his indiscretion. I suppose that was the reason that he wanted a divorce!’

	‘Because you gave him what he wanted?’ asked Josie. ‘Or because it went too far?’

	‘Because I discovered that the other woman was better at thrashing him than I was,’ said Eve as she started to blush and looked down at the table. ‘When I gave him that caning, there was nothing erotic or sexual about it at all! It was rage and anger that was so deep that I almost scared myself. It certainly scared him, that’s for sure! I tricked him, cuffed him and gave him the beating of his life!’ She paused and we waited with bated breath. Eve did not disappoint us! ‘I think that it was a month before he could even sit down. By the time that he could, he had moved into her place and we managed to agree to the divorce, I think that I was lucky.’

	‘Why’s that?’ I asked.

	‘Because if he’d taken some photos of his ass I would have been in real trouble, that’s why,’ said Eve. ‘Anyway, he came from one of those Catholic old-money families and would never have recovered from it. The divorce was already a strain and they were dead set against it. In the end it was a pay-and-hush-up thing, and I came out of it at least a bit better off.’

	‘And the second hubby,’ I asked. ‘Did you manage to find another masochist?’

	Eve started to laugh and those on the surrounding tables looked around at us to see what the joke was. ‘I married Joseph Edward Clinton the Third for the money,’ she said. ‘Almost a purely business arrangement that came to an end when I cheated on him. I was just a trophy wife and I needed a roof and a rich guy. I was pretty good looking then, of course, or perhaps formidable might be a better word.’ she said. 

	‘You still are,’ interjected Josie.

	‘Anyway,’ said Eve with a broad grin at the compliment, ‘he couldn’t understand why I would fuck another woman, and got so jealous that he went and had an affair with a cousin of his and that was the end of that! Men are so touchy…’

	‘You were the one that thrashed your first hubby,’ said Josie.

	‘OK, the honors are even,’ said Eve. ‘Before you ask, my third died on me and I don’t intend to find a fourth!’

	‘Never say never,’ said Josie. ‘But I’ll say one thing. I have never felt so empowered as I do when Greg crawls at my feet begging Mummy for more! No more putting up with some guy who thinks that he’s God’s gift. When I get off, it is just so horny, I think he would kiss my feet just to see my tits! Jesus, even just saying that makes me wet!’

	‘Well, try it,’ said Eve. 

	‘You know,’ I said. ‘His wife will find out in the end, have you thought about that?’

	‘I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it,’ said Josie. ‘I don’t really care anymore; Greg is on a leash and he can’t escape.’

	‘There’s another thing to try,’ laughed Eve.

	I looked at Eve and realized that, though she had spoken as if in jest, she was serious. In fact, she was egging Josie on and I had a realization that sent a shiver down my spine. This was what Eve loved and she was living it through Josie. Pushing her on to greater efforts into kinky sex to hear the results and push for more! Not that I was not part of it, I mean I had set her out on this path and had to admit that I had a share of the blame. But, Josie was changing, of that I could be sure, and Eve’s words were having an effect. I could see it on Josie’s face. She was taking it all in… then there were those pictures, given almost as a prank, but just another teasing lure to twist Josie around her finger. 

	‘One step at a time,’ said an oblivious Josie and Eve’s reply gave me pause. 

	‘Never push past your own limits, my dear Josie,’ she said. ‘It’s all about what you want, not pushing too hard. Take what you want and your lover will bend to it.’

	‘Absolutely,’ I said. Perhaps she was not playing some devious game after all. I saw her give Josie and me a little reassuring smile. 

	‘I made the mistake of thinking that I could do whatever I wanted to,’ said Eve, contradicting herself. ‘Don’t make that mistake, I have regretted it ever since. ‘If I had just kept my control, I would still be married to one of the richest men in New York. The affair was nothing really, I just went over the edge…’

	‘That’s why I love you both so much,’ said Josie. ‘I can be open and honest with you so easily.’

	‘It’s what friends are for,’ I said, but that she included Eve was not what I wanted to hear.

	 


Chapter 09 Josephine

	 

	Having Greg come to my apartment that evening had been interesting, and I have to admit that I also wanted to show off to him as well. He must have been wondering how I could afford it on my paycheck and I just loved having the space to play properly. But it had other effects on us that were not so welcome. First of all, my new apartment was my space and somehow his presence had been an invasion that I now resented. Secondly, and this was perhaps more on my mind, it gave our relationship a foundation that was sort of giving him a signal of permanence. The office affair had moved out of the office and now somehow it was all the more serious. So, I retreated a little and kept it at arms-length for a few weeks as I found my balance. 

	Something had happened, though, that was now on my mind and I could not shake it off. It had changed between us and it preyed on my thoughts as I mulled it over and decided that it was sort of the most exciting thing of all. Shaving him smooth had two effects. The first was that I loved the smooth look and it turned me on no end. There is something so unerotic about a man with a hairy bush around his cock. Baby smooth is the way that most men like their women to be, baby smooth was decidedly the way that I wanted that fat cock of his! No, something that Fran had said about Greg’s wife had awakened an idea. 

	I had marked my territory by changing my new property, marked him as my own and the thought of Pam wondering what was going on and Greg trying to explain it away was a real thrill. I imagined him in bed, her hand in the dark and then the questions would begin. But only if I kept him that way! There was just a single solution to the problem, and I realized that it would be fun. I made him promise to keep himself smooth for me if he wanted to be milked and he complied so easily that I started to even wonder if he loved the feeling too much! That realization over the next few weeks became an obsession. I wanted to mark him properly, but I was uncertain as to what else I could do. I told him that he had to shave all of himself for me and he gave me that so easily that I was almost disappointed. 

	I thought that I would have to blackmail him, but he just gave me what I wanted so that it did not even seem like a triumph! So, while I puzzled over my next move, we carried on as before in the office, me realizing that he could only come if he was in a painful predicament, him so eager to be under my heels that it became normal. About three weeks after the night at my apartment, Greg made an admission that got me really turned on to the point where I even allowed him to kiss my breasts for just the second time. I was so hyped up that I called Eve, I was just so desperate for her input and instinctively knew that Fran would just put the brakes on me and that was the last thing that I wanted in the mood that I was in. So, I met up with Eve out of town and we had a great day out on Long Island. Walking up the empty winter beaches and chatting in a way that I had never done before. 

	I think that it was a turning point. In fact, I know that it was. The wind blowing the Atlantic surf, shoes in our hands as we walked against the wind and our words flew from our lips and were lost except to each other’s ears. It was a release, a liberation for me and I think that it was for her too. When I was back in the apartment, the elation had not faded, and I discovered that I had decided to push Greg to test his cravings and his need for relief. It was what I wanted from him, it was what he deserved! I planned it carefully, testing this plan and strategy against another for a week in my mind before making my move. 

	When I did, I had to admit that it opened a door, and I entered eagerly!

	 


Chapter 10 Gregory

	 

	I came into the bedroom and a single candle was lit on the bedside table. I knew what she wanted, and I became anxious as I saw her dressed in dessous on the bed, wanting it so bad and me so unsure of my ability to please. The lace scarcely hid her body, her nipples stiff and her stockinged legs almost open for me to see what was on promise. I knew that if I failed Pam this time, somehow it would set a seal on us that would last forever, and I almost choked as I realized that she had never seen the me that Josie had created and would probably ask what was going on. 

	It took me ages to undress. I was so terrified of her reaction that I tried to hide myself with my hands for a moment and then decided to brazen it out. For a moment, she did not even notice and then she gasped. ‘Jesus, Greg,’ was all that she said as I approached the marriage-bed more naked than I had ever been. Somehow her shock gave me the mental state and I was so stiff that it was almost painful. 

	‘For you,’ I said as I climbed on board to take advantage of the first erection in Pam’s presence for months. 

	‘I like it,’ she said and opened her legs.

	No preamble, no foreplay, no waiting for the reaction to fade, I fucked my wife for the first time in months and had her dancing on my cock as her hands swept over my smooth skin and I plunged deep. But I could not come, no matter how I fucked and heaved, no matter how I plunged deep and tore a climax from her with my desperation, I could not come as I longed her to score me with her nails, punish me for fucking her, for cheating on Josie. I just could not…

	I suppose there are men that fake it, deep in a cunt it is not so difficult, and I managed it before I lost that erection. Pam was clinging to me and so overjoyed by our first encounter in ages that she did not notice that I was a fraud and I managed to reciprocate and sigh more in relief than excitement. Her hands ran over me and she almost had me hard again when she cooed and discovered that even the crack of my ass had been smoothed of all hair.

	‘God, Greg,’ she said. ‘How did you know?’

	‘I did it as an experiment,’ I said as we lay side by side, her hand playing with the cock that was still soaking from her pussy. 

	‘Well,’ she said with a sigh. ‘Keep it like that, honey, I just love it! It’s like being fucked by a machine…’

	I sighed again, in relief I suppose, and she slipped off to sleep as she often did after a good fuck while I thanked my lucky stars that she had been taken in. Funny thing was, I almost felt like I had cheated on Josie and then consoled myself that I had not come for Pam and so it was not breaking the rules! Strange how these strings of logic are put together to fit fact to fantasy, but that was sort of the way that I felt. 

	What happened next was a true test!

	It must have been a month after Josie had me at her place that she told me that she expected me to spend the whole night with her. Now I was in a quandary. If I gave in to this, it might be expected all the time and then I would end up in a tangle of lies to Pam and be trapped by some chance circumstance. Despite the idea being really and truly what I wanted, I prevaricated, and Josie seemed to take it in her stride. Then, a week later it happened again, and I found that I just could not risk displeasing my lover and I gave up after she cut me dead in the office. So, I delayed a week as I lied to my wife and pretended that there was a creative-media conference that would take me to Boston for a couple of days.

	What I hadn’t thought about was the fact that Pam knew perfectly well that wives and girlfriends were always invited too by the company and that she might want to come with me! In a panic I said this to Josie who flippantly told me to bring Pam round to her place as well next time, she could cope! The date approached and I was in a real cleft-stick. I found a conference in Boston at the right time and then came a stroke of luck so that I did not have to either break off Josie’s night of passion or Pam’s looked forward-to shopping binge in Boston!

	The new company that had taken over Pam’s firm months before got a big out of town account and she had to be there! I breathed a sigh of relief and Josie never even knew that I was about to stand her up. Now the date was set in a couple of days, and I just could almost not think of anything else. Two nights with Josie, who knew what would happen? I was on edge for the few days and could scarcely even function! Carefully I shaved to be presentable, I packed a small overnight case and made my departure with Pam kissing me goodbye as I went! I went to work and parked the case in my office, Josie giving me a small wink as she saw it trailing behind me. 

	Now I was well and truly in a state of agitation. My legs trembled as I toured the office and Josie seemed on edge too. By the time the clock hit five I was in an anticipatory paradise and made my way to my lover’s apartment with my heart in my mouth, which was so dry that I almost choked on it. Never had it been like this, just stolen moments, now it was serious!

	 


Chapter 11 Josephine

	 

	Poor little Greg! I could see that he was in an absolute funk. He told me that Pam wanted to go with him to Boston and I teased him a little and then got Eve to arrange for Pam to be tied up for those two days! Suddenly I realized the power that the two bitches now had on the unfortunate lover. Little did he know that I ran his life and his wife’s! Just a call and Eve sorted it for me; and I was almost gushing in my thanks for her intervention. She just brushed it off with a laugh over the phone and said, ‘Listen dear, we can tie Pam up a whole week if you like and then you can do whatever you want to your little boy!’ 

	‘Just the couple of nights for what I have in mind for him,’ I replied. ‘It’s enough, I just want to take one step at a time!’

	‘Just send me a photo,’ she laughed. ‘Payment enough!’

	‘We’ll see if it happens first,’ I said back at her. ‘I’m not sure how he’ll take it!’

	‘It will go fine,’ said Eve. ‘I’ll make sure that I’m there, I wouldn’t miss it for the world.’

	‘Just not a word, babe’s,’ I said, suddenly worrying. ‘There’s no guarantee that he’ll go for it.’

	‘He will!’

	I rang off and sighed with the tension. I was sure that she’d be discreet, but the whole idea was so preposterous that I was now doubting my own ability to pull it off. This was to be the answer to the strategy that I had been pondering for weeks and now I was rather on the anxious side. Always the same, so unsure of myself when it came to the crunch, always the feeling that what I was up to could only go wrong!

	The day arrived and there was my little mummy’s boy dragging his case into the office and hiding it from prying eyes so that none would ask what he was up to. All day he was jumbling his sentences, running hither and thither with a nervous twitch until I almost started to feel sorry for him. But then I just thought of the fact that this was all for me, all his nervous confusion was because he was desperate for me and I felt a sort of authoritative bliss that warmed me through and almost had me heading for privacy to follow it up with a pleasurable fondle, but I managed to resist and felt all the better for it! Even with myself I was being assertive!

	I headed out at five with a casual ‘goodbye’ as usual and headed home. There was no prep to do, that had all been done the night before, just a chance to have a shower, get dressed and ready for the arrival of Greg. The shower was paradise, getting ready even better. I had bought a special dress especially for the event and shoes to match, after all I wanted him in my grip from the first to the last. A shiver ran down my spine as I puffed the talcum powder on my skin and the perfume of it filled me with a delightful anticipation. Getting rubber on is tricky at best and should never be done in a rush as I had discovered when I had tested it out a couple of days before. 

	Patience, care and time. The latex warms to the skin and somehow slips on better, that tight second skin clutching and displaying every curve and defect of one’s body as if naked. It does smooth somewhat, but the small rolls of fat that can be concealed by cloth are not by rubber. I am fairly fit, and the result was, though I say it myself, pretty good. As I pulled the hem of the dress down, I realized that I had quite forgotten to put on the stockings first, so I had to pull it back up and roll them on and make sure that the hold ups were keeping them in position. The tight integument showed the lines where the stockings gripped my thighs, it showed how my breasts hung just a little and needed pushing up, it clothed me in a second layer of matte black that was svelte and displayed my slightly generous ass to good effect. 

	I slipped on the stilettos and realized that bending to do the ankle straps stretched the latex so tight, and I felt it grip me tight as I paraded before the long mirror in my changing room. The shoes had been bought in a boutique, shiny black leather implanted with small metal studs, double ankle straps from heel-back to the front. They were delicious and were so perfect for what I had in mind, so I walked a few paces to get the feel of them before returning and starting the make-up.

	I tested a color or two and went for Gothic. That Morello dusky lipstick, a dusting of pale base and then a deep red eyeliner and shadow that highlighted my eyes. A dab of Domination perfume… All that remained was the usual fiddle around with the lashes. Just as I was getting the second in place, the door rang, and I hurried to finish. I buzzed Greg in and quickly checked that all that should be hidden was hidden, that that last lash was in position and my hair back properly, then I put on those shades and went to open the door. 

	He stood there with a bunch of roses in one hand and the other on that overnight case. I took the roses and admired them for a moment, before stepping aside and the victim entered the web. Clearly, he was impressed by my costume, and he nervously moved to sit as I poured us both a glass of wine. I could feel his eyes on me as I pulled down two glasses and poured the red wine, carefully pouring the small twist of crushed blue powder into the left glass and walked over slowly before proffering his glass with a small smile. 

	‘What do we drink to?’ I asked.

	Unsure of his approach, Greg clearly decided that so far we were not playing by the rules, and he said, ‘A day and two nights.’

	I wagged a finger at him just as he raised the glass and had started to sip. ‘From the moment you enter my door until the moment that you leave,’ I said, ‘You will show proper respect and I will expect nothing less.’

	The glass lowered. ‘Sorry Mummy,’ he said sheepishly, ‘I thought…’

	‘You don’t have to think at all, boy,’ I answered. ‘All you have to do is behave yourself and then we both know where we are. In the office, at work, we are Greg and Josie. Outside it, a helpless boy and his strict Mummy and don’t you forget it…’

	He gulped at the wine and waited to see what would happen next. I had it all pretty much planned and smiled at the natural way that he just accepted my terms and conditions so easily. It gave me the confidence that tomorrow would be fruitful, and I sipped my wine and enjoyed the moment of anticipation.

	‘I have booked seats in a nice little restaurant,’ I announced. ‘You will pay the bill, we will have a nice bottle of Champagne and then we will head back here where you can show me how well you are learning your part.’

	Now he really was confused, and he blushed as he realized that he would be arm in arm with me in public. Not that there is really any risk of being seen in a big place like New York, but the danger of it set him on edge. Clearly, he dared not object, and he drank the rest of the wine and put the glass down. Quickly I gathered it up as I suddenly spotted a touch of residue on the bottom of the glass! 

	Tucked away in the backstreets of Manhattan are loads of eateries that offer any cuisine you care to mention. The one that I had chosen was just a short walk, in new stilettos it is wise to break them in. Anyway, I needed to roughen the smooth soles for what I had in mind and the Italian place I had booked was intimate and perfect for the first phase of my strategy. We walked holding hands, my steps short, not just because of the high heels, but because my dress came to below the knees and permitted no long strides. Like this we walked, to the click of my heels on the sidewalk and the shuffle of his short steps as we went. 

	‘We can’t spend the whole time in bed, boy,’ I remarked. ‘Two days is a long time and tomorrow evening I have booked something interesting for us. A show, actually.’ He made the right noises in reply, and I decided to encourage him. ‘The roses were a very nice surprise, I complimented. 

	‘Does it mean that you are in love?’

	Whoa! There is nothing quite like that four-letter word to get a cheating husband on the defensive. ‘A gesture of my respect, Mummy,’ he said carefully. ‘It’s a bit soon for love, isn’t it?’

	‘Spoken like a cheating hubby,’ I said with a chuckle as we came to the restaurant. ‘At least you didn’t disappoint me by lying!’

	Now he could not reply because Luigi, the owner, opened the door with a ‘Benvenuto’ and led us to our table. Small booths lining the walls, tables for four in the open, but we were led to a dark corner, and I slid into the sofa of the alcove while Greg was placed on the chair with only me to fill his attention. Luigi is a real darling and was so solicitous. I am sort of a regular, but I had buttered him up the day before and now he was in love with me for the small peck on the cheek and the few words of Italian that I spoke. 

	Greg shifted in his chair and a pained look came to him as she opened the menu. The half a tablet I had dosed him with was having its effect and I chuckled as I chose the wine while Greg chose from the menu. A nice bottle of Barolo first, chilled champagne after the meal and we settled down to enjoy the meal. There were not all that many full tables and in our discrete corner of the restaurant I could tease my prey nicely. At the first touch of my foot, Greg nearly jumped through the roof, though he must have been expecting it. He was so hard that even with my heels on, I could feel the rod of his cock under my sole and I started the three hours of torment by pressing the steel heel quite hard and twisting my ankle a little. 

	Luigi arrived to take the order. The wine was my province and then I ordered the lobster agnolotti in fonduta to start and the vitello con salsa di tartufo for the main. This was already an experience that was making me horny, seeing Greg stumble over the Italian menu just made it all the more amusing. Luigi suppressed a smile and took the order with flair while Greg squirmed with his massive hard-on being punished by my heel. Luigi was about to slip away when I asked him, ‘I think that my boy might like a little pasta with his main…’ Luigi turned to Greg and I said, ‘Pasta for my boy?’

	‘No thank you, Mummy,’ he said. The last word almost only mouthed and not spoken. When Luigi had gone, he said, ‘Please Mummy, please don’t humiliate me like this…’ 

	‘What on earth do you mean, boy? You love it,’ I asked as I gave him a little tease with the sole of my shoe. ‘If I hear one more word out of line, then I will have you take it out of your pants and teach you some manners. Remember what I said, in the office, out of the office. You will address me politely, boy!’

	‘Sorry, Mummy,’ he said and I rewarded him with a little movement.

	‘You will learn, boy,’ I said. ‘Obedience does not come easily, even though you do!’

	‘Please Mummy, I will try harder…’

	‘You seem to be managing that all on your own,’ I laughed.

	The meal was perfect. Greg stumbling at the word ‘Mummy’ each time Luigi arrived at the table, me tormenting his stiff cock, the sideways looks from the other tables so amusing as they noted my rubber dress and the fact that my feet were not on the floor!

	By the time that we got to the espresso and Greg had paid the three hundred dollars for the tab, I was having the time of my life. Luigi escorted us to the door, mainly because of the fifty-dollar tip that I made Greg give, and as we went into the cold night air he said, ‘Buona serata, Mama,’ to me and kissed my hand with a wink that Greg saw and blushed at. ‘And to you, boy,’ he added as Greg took my hand. I had the phrase to hand and thanked him in Italian and Greg and I left to the smirking amusement of the owner of the restaurant. 

	The walk back was short, but silent, Greg thoroughly humiliated, and me on a high. Once back in the apartment, I ordered him to strip, and he even remembered to fold his clothes carefully. A crook of the finger and I led him to the bedroom and had him shower. It was good to see that he had shaved properly, though he had nicked himself here and there, otherwise perfectly smooth and ready. 

	Once out of the shower, his stiff cock pointing the way, he was placed on all fours. I considered the cuffs, but it seemed to me that their use would break what I had achieved with him and decided not to use them. Instead, I rested my feet on his rear end and let him feel the spikes a little. It’s always the same, shoe soles are so smooth and perfect when they come out of the box, but they lose that in just ten steps on the sidewalk. The metal heels become sharp, the soles scuffed raw and there always appears a small crease on the uppers. I used that to good effect and admired the scores in his ass before I slid the soles to those dangling balls and slowly brought him to come for me.

	It was so easy with Greg. All pent up and denied as he was unless I attended to draining him, the small amount of Viagra making him even more vulnerable. His cock dribbled at the first touch of my sharp heel on his balls, and I ruined the climax by retreating and then starting again when he had cooled. ‘Wait for me to decide,’ I told him as I built him up again and then leaned forward to slide a finger down the crack of his ass. My other hand kneaded his balls and then switched to a nail-biting fist as I threatened to fuck his ass with a finger and pumped him dry in a slow ten minutes of up and down that had Greg wailing like a child before he finally climaxed with a rush.

	Of course, the erection did not fade, and I just kept teasing and threatening before turning him around to watch me play a little for my own amusement. I permitted a few small pecks on my breasts and then my knees, as I rested my soles on his stiff prick and slowly frigged in a show that had him almost desperate to taste me and show me what he could do to please.

	‘If you manage to satisfy tonight and tomorrow, then it will be permitted as a reward, boy,’ I told him. ‘By then you will have earned it and I may even consider a little fuck the next time you stay over…’

	Disappointment? No, there was actually hope in his eyes and I almost laughed at his level of desperation. 

	 


Chapter 12 Gregory

	 

	What a fucking bitch she was that night. A teasing, taunting, humiliating fucking bitch! I blushed and was aroused, I was shamed and teased, taunted and made a fool. I paid like a Trojan and was ground into the dust by her heels. At the end of it all, she showed me just how desperate I was for even the spike of her heel and the chance to kiss her feet. Because that was the little ritual that had to be completed before we could finally go to bed. 

	A small kiss for each shoe and the heels that had ripped my ass to shreds, then a peck for each toe and a thank-you to Mummy for her consideration. But, that was the bit where I triumphed, because at last I had actually heard the words. If I was perfect, I would finally get to taste the part of Josie that I longed for. The pouting labia that hid a hole so holy that it was the only hole to take wholly! I knew that I could manage it and I longed for the test. 

	My hard-on lasted and lasted, but by the time that we finally drifted to sleep, it was going down and the soreness was receding, though my balls felt cut and bruised and my ass still twitched with the fear that a spike from her heels would press into me and fuck me. As I slipped off to sleep, the thought of that rolled around my head and I felt terror and a strange curiosity that left me confused as I imagined being shafted by that sliver of cold steel. 

	In the morning, I awoke with the sun and slipped from the bed. Naked and relaxed, Josie was almost careless in her sleep. Her legs open, her pussy displayed for me, her breasts lying flat on her chest. Her breathing was slow and regular and I sneaked from the bedroom to discover that it was just eight in the morning. I looked around at the kitchen and made a coffee and then realized that there would be a chance to shine and score a few points towards my tally. 

	Eggs, bacon, waffle mix and really exclusive Canadian Maple Syrup. I would make breakfast and time it for the moment that she woke. I sneaked carefully on tiptoes back into the bedroom and noted that the time her alarm was set for was nine and then sneaked out again. The fact that I spent a few minutes admiring her and lifted the latex dress tossed on the floor to experience the strange texture were neither here nor there!

	All I had on my mind now was sex. Not really astounding when I think about it. The last months had been a curious mixture of sex without sex with a lover without love. I had learned so much about myself and almost nothing about Josie. All I knew was that I was like a frat boy on his first hazing. Scared, hopeful, eager and torn to bits. But the feeling was more fulfilling than it had ever been with Pam!  Being played with was so good. It was not fun, it was an obsession that haunted me night and day and I could not resist. 

	I heard the alarm go, it called two times and was suddenly shut off just as I switched on the espresso machine and saved the bacon from burning. Double waffles, syrup and thin crunchy bacon between, a poached egg with black pepper and a tiny cup of that lethal espresso that Josie seemed to have as a hallmark. All carefully arranged with one of the roses in a small vase and off I went just as Josie was starting to sit up.

	‘Mmm, boy,’ she said with a smile. ‘You are learning to please, well done. Start as you mean to go on, I hope?’

	‘Mummy, I would do anything…’ I started but she interrupted me.

	‘To fuck that hungry cunt of mine?’ she said. I reddened and she just laughed and sniffed the rose. ‘Let’s not be shy, boy. It’s what you want and don’t deny it!’ her hand extended over the tray and grasped my cock. ‘This big beauty will fill me so perfectly, but only when I am satisfied that the fuck is fully deserved. So, thanks for the breakfast and coffee and do your duty and kiss my feet while I enjoy waking to perfection…’

	My plate went cold in the kitchen as I attended to her feet. She looked down just a little like some princess as I kissed them and massaged them while the coffee was sipped, the clatter of knife and fork was the only sound, but the occasional appreciative sigh came from her lips. At last, she had finished, and I asked Mummy if I could take the plate and would she like a little more coffee.

	‘Shower first, boy and then perhaps another. We have an appointment at midday and can’t be late!’ she said. There was no hint as to her plans and I slipped away and made a fresh coffee and ate my breakfast. Her feet had been so soft, even though she walked in high heels all the time. The nails cut French style, silky smooth and painted pink but for the white which was just polished.  More than any woman than I had ever been with, more even than Pam, Josie was a woman that looked after herself to the tiniest detail. Workouts at the gym, of that I was sure. Nails buffed  and polished, skin smooth and an attention to the little things that mattered that made her all the more attractive. 

	When she emerged, it was in jeans and a tight T shirt that showed her to advantage. I had gotten so used to the dresses and stockings that Josie almost seemed a different creature when she walked from the door. Apart from the knee-high laced-up boots and the fur coat over her arm. 

	‘Off we go, boy, I have a nice little surprise for you!’ she said. ‘Mainly it’s what I want, but it’s a sort of little something for you too.’

	The air was cold, everyone hurrying here and there, like it always is in New York. A little small talk about the meal, her thanks for me taking the check, my thanks for her arranging it and making me so horny! That’s what I was discovering. No matter if I liked something or not, no matter if I was punished or rewarded, Mummy was always to be thanked for everything that she did. A small thing that became the norm, just her presence was to be received with gratitude, and I soon became adept at saying the right thing at the right time. Even in public, like in the restaurant, I now ignored them all and made Mummy satisfied, because that was all that counted. The rest were just dust compared to her opinion and the chance to please her.

	One moment we were on the sidewalk in a small back street, the next she was leading me into a shop that I suddenly realized was a tattoo parlor. There was just a single young woman behind the counter amongst an array of designs and posters that were all numbered. ‘I have the twelve,’ said Josie to her and the blue haired girl with a thousand studs in her ears and nose just nodded in reply.

	‘You chose pattern three-six-eight-seven,’ she said by way of an answer. ‘I remember, it’s all arranged the way that you wanted.’

	‘That’s right…’

	Josie handed her a receipt and the young girl looked me over and then said, ‘Follow me.’

	Now I was anxious as Josie led me by the hand to the studio beyond. Clean and tiled, just a sort of gurney bed with a starched sheet and a steel shelf with tattooing tools and packets of sterilized swabs. A middle-aged woman stood quietly in the corner, a strange impassive observer who did not seem to belong. 

	‘Now then, boy,’ said Josie as she turned to me. ‘I have decided that you will get a small tattoo. I have already picked one out for you, something small and amusing to remind you just who owns that nice fat cock of yours!’

	‘A tattoo, Mummy,’ I said with a note of anxiety. ‘I’m not sure if…’

	‘Dear, dear,’ said Josie. ‘One moment you are all promises of the world and more, the next it’s a panic that your wife will see the little design that I have chosen to mark you with. Which is it to be, Mummy or Wifey?’

	The blue haired girl started to smile as she pulled on rubber gloves and tightened the sheet on the bed. ‘Pants down, boy,’ she announced. ‘When Mummy tells you to do something, then you jump to it!’

	‘See, everyone seems to understand but you, boy,’ said Josie with a sly grin. ‘If you are mine and you want to fuck me, then you have to bear my personal mark. It’s that simple, stay or run! Which is it to be?’

	‘Your little slut will run,’ said the older woman with a chuckle. ‘They always do when it comes to commitment!’

	‘Just a little heart, Mummy?’ I asked.

	‘Just a little heart, boy. That’s all,’ said Josie. ‘Learn to trust my judgment. Naughty boys get tattooed with something that they could never explain away, you on the other hand… are a lucky boy!’

	I looked at the older woman and the green haired girl and just shrugged. ‘For my Mummy,’ I said. ‘I will do it!’

	It turned out that the heart was to go just at the base of my cock. The needle buzzed, the prickling began, the lining was done, and the fill took a moment. The heart, still seeping blood, was just as big as a fingertip. Dark red with a black border. Easy to explain away to Pam, but always a reminder of just who owned my cock and could make it fountain come at the hard touch of her soles. 

	It seemed that Josie was delighted, and she held my cock and admired the design before the blue haired girl smiled and said, ‘There is someone coming in soon, perhaps more another time?’

	‘Oh, there will be,’ said Josie with a laugh as a spot of gauze was taped to the raw skin. ‘My boy here wants a little piercing as well, and we’ll be back!’

	I left the parlor with a feeling of triumph! Another test from Josie passed with flying colors. ‘I really don’t want a piercing, Mummy,’ I said as we headed for a diner. ‘Please, pretty please don’t make me!’

	‘But you will if I decide?’ asked Josie.

	I nodded and she just smiled, that smile of hers. That smile that I know so well, meaning, sooner or later you will do it for me, and I will get off on your obedience. 

	‘You have done fairly well so far, boy,’ she said. ‘But begging not to be pierced and arguing when I fancy the idea was a mistake. No pussy tonight for my little boy…’ She turned suddenly and in the middle of the sidewalk her hand grasped my balls from underneath, and she drew me close to her.

	‘Never, ever, but never ever, refuse anything that I want, boy!’ she hissed in my ear. ‘Not if you value your balls! Do you understand? I speak and you obey, I decide and you run to do my bidding. Mummy owns you now that you carry her special mark, and the slightest sign of disobedience or hesitation will result in a punishment that will last you forever…’

	I started to speak and then closed my mouth as her hand gripped me tighter and her lips pursed to a pout. The tip of her tongue moved across the lips, and I looked into her eyes and fell into the blackness within. A whine came from my lips, and she lifted an eyebrow as the unimaginable became imaginable. She was right, I was hers and if Josie wanted to fuck me, I had placed her in the position to do just that with just a flicker of the finger. Just her knowing about that little heart was enough to ruin me, and I knew it. As she intended…

	‘Please Mummy, don’t hurt me,’ I begged.


Chapter 13 Eve

	 

	The little scene in the tattoo parlor was indescribable. How could I help myself from making sure that Josie’s little bitch-boy would be held in thrall when it suited my plan perfectly? I just had to watch. Then I followed them as they left, I saw her hand grip between his legs and I knew that she had divined that one-off pivotal moment when a lover becomes a chattel, when a casual submissive fuck becomes a pet. 

	I heard his words as I passed, and I almost orgasmed at the sound of them. ‘Please Mummy, don’t hurt me,’ he whined as I moved out of earshot. A shiver ran down my spine as I imagined Josie saying those very words and my head was spinning as I rounded the corner and ducked into the department store beyond. 

	As I walked, I blindly picked up a hanger without even looking, headed for the changing booths and then melted like warm butter as I frantically frigged myself to a climax that was like an express train plunging off the tracks. I could scarcely breathe as my fingers plunged deep into the wetness between my stockinged thighs and re-ran those ten minutes through my head with the delicious knowledge that I was so close to my prey now that just a small push would make her mine. 

	Either as my pleasure slut or as a lover… I had already fallen for her, now I was starting to pant for the itch like Greg was! 

	 


Book Three – Perspectives

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 01 Pamela

	 

	We have been married eight years. Eight years, when I say it, it somehow takes on real significance. I know him and he knows me, but somehow something had drastically changed between us. Sex was never really a driving force, but it was good. We swore we would never have children; he had the snip and it all just flowed like a river. He got promoted, I got promoted, work became almost an obsession for us and suddenly seven years in, we were like ships in the dark. Passing, noting the lights and then sailing off in different directions. Sex became a rarity, a once-a-month thing that lacked interest, was consummated out of a physical need for both of us, and so we continued. 

	Things change, times change, relationships change and now we were bound by the rings, but almost living separate lives. Greg suffered some sort of crisis that I could not understand, but the sex had died. One dark night, it just lay over and breathed its last. He was no longer excited enough even to try, I was so little invested that I left him to lie in the dark. It was around that time that I began to notice other small things. Small shifts in behavior as if from the corner of my eye. There was a spring in his step, not even the ghost of attempting intimacy and the office consumed his entire life. Not that he ever spent the nights away and if he did, I always headed along with him to Boston or Dallas and knew that he was not playing around. But, somehow, deep inside my subconscious I started to feel uneasy, as if the knowledge of his having an affair was composed of a jigsaw that had not been completed enough to fully see the picture.

	We actually managed it, I put in the effort and got him to fuck me like the machine of old, but even that was just a shooting star in the night sky. Weird thing was, he had shaved himself down there, in fact all over! It excited me, but it was such a radical change, so not like Greg! Anyway, the sex was great, but there had been something missing, and I could not work out what it was that night. In the morning I started to shower and then I realized, where was that come that should be pouring from me? He had faked it and I had been taken in! The jigsaw picture was starting to make sense and when, a few weeks later he was heading up to Boston for a seminar, I told him that I wanted to go as well and there seemed real hesitation before he made some mental adjustment, and it was all set for me to go. 

	Then there was a storm at work and there was no way that I could go to Boston! I was so fucking annoyed, but what could I do?  The relief on his face and in his manner was palpable and now I knew that my Greg was fucking around. I wondered how to cope with all of this. I mean, I had loads of circumstantial evidence, but no smoking gun. One thing was for sure, Greg’s gun never smoked now! Trouble was, I needed to talk it through with someone and there was no one to speak to. Not that I don’t have friends, I do. But not the sort that serious matters, intimate matters could be exposed to. In the week leading up to that Boston trip I was in the doldrums. Really down, I scarcely spoke a word at work, just mechanically worked on briefs and even the clients realized that I was not on form. 

	It came to a head when I went to sit in the park one lunchtime and overran by an hour. Missed a client, missed a meeting and just sat in my little office in a sour funk of gathering anger. I awoke when my phone reminded me of another consultation, and I huffed and puffed my way to the meeting. The clients were a private investigator bureau who were being sued for some sort of routine car accident and I went through the motions, pretty sure that this was one we could not lose. When I offered them a discount, we always do this when it’s a sure thing, the guy asked if we had a regular PI on the books for our firm. I nodded and then suddenly a light came to me. 

	‘But, there’s a little private job I could have for you…’ I said.

	‘Which is?’ he asked.

	Now at last I had found someone to talk to and I let the whole bag of shit out in one go. Really unloaded on him in a gush of rage. Professional, he just nodded and said, ‘We have an affiliate in Boston, they can do that end. We’ll cover the New York angle. I’ll tell you what, darling, I’ll charge nothing in consideration of that discount and let’s see where a few days gets us, Boston will though…’

	I was so grateful that I almost kissed him, but he shied away and said, ‘That’s not on the cards, Lady!’

	I laughed it off and away he went. Greg went off on the Boston trip, I crossed my fingers and was anxious for two days and then Greg came back, and all seemed back where it had been. 

	A call from the PI soon set me straight. ‘We have something for you, lady,’ he said on the phone. ‘Meet up today and you can see what we got!’ I just loved the way he called me ‘lady’, he was the private dick and I was the jilted film star, or that’s the way it felt.

	At lunch, I left a good gap after one and my client, the PI came into my little office, and we had the discussion that I had been dreading. ‘First things first, lady,’ he said as he sat. ‘No show in Boston, their fees are just a couple of hundred, but I have to pass it on to you.’

	I nodded and said, ‘Shit! Just like I was hoping it wouldn’t be!’

	‘I gotta give it straight,’ said the PI. ‘There’s no ways to break the fall. ‘Your husband is having an affair with one of his office girls. Broad by the name of Josephine, actually.’ He pulled a slate from his deep pockets and flicked around before he showed me a photo of a sexily dressed young woman walking down the street. All stockings, heels and designer gear she was, and really attractive in a hard sort of way. 

	‘I know Josie,’ I said. ‘Met her a few times… You’re right, she’s on the creative team.’

	‘So it happens that she’s got an apartment just a few blocks down from Greg’s office. Just moved in after having the place redone. Anyways, it’s not overlooked by any other apartments, so I reckon that they thought that they were pretty safe. My telephoto lens says otherwise! Angle’s not good, but the view from a half a mile away is just hunky.’ He flipped the slate and I saw Greg naked, kneeling on the floor while Josephine sat all prim, dressed to the nines and proper on the sofa. ‘Only good shot, lady, but I reckon that it’s enough for you…’

	A shiver ran down my spine and I reached out to touch the screen as if it were a window. There was no doubt; that was Greg and that was Josephine. That he was naked and kneeling and she was cross-legged and sipping a coffee was not expected, but the context was really quite clear! His cock stood pointing at her like a huge accusing finger and the way that he was hanging his head suggested that somehow he was waiting for her to finish that coffee before they could fuck.

	‘Send me a copy and I’ll pay the bill,’ I said. 

	‘Just the couple of hundred from Boston, lady,’ said the PI. ‘In consideration, anyway this was the test of that new lens I wanted to get the hang of, and even I have to admit, your husband is rather on the careless side…’

	That afternoon I got the mail and paid the invoice. Four photos. The two I had just seen, another that had them hand in hand, entering a tattoo shop behind third and a last that was a company website screen save that had the whole team in it. 

	There, right next to Greg stood my nemesis. 

	Fuck-me-heels and all.

	 


Chapter 02 Josephine

	 

	It was all going so well! Not that there weren’t a few small flies in the ointment. I had him eating out of my hand, really on the run and was starting to consider my next move. What was it to be? Some change in the routine that would oppress him even further? A start with the corporal punishment that seemed a logical extension of Mummy’s displeasure? Perhaps Eve’s rather sly suggestion that he should have chastity imposed on him, not that I knew how that would work? But, the idea had a sort of ironic attraction to it.

	So, what would it be? Where would the next layer of domination of Greg be heading? We had a meeting that ended with Greg and I in his office and I thought, from the desperate look in his eye, that he needed it badly. I was just deciding if we had the opportunity when he closed the door and stood with his back to it. For a second I even thought that he was going to try something stupid, but there were tears in his eyes and his whole body-language was one of abject misery.

	‘She knows!’ he said. For a moment I actually thought that he was talking about Louise, but a moment later I realized what had happened. ‘Pam knows… not only that I’m having an affair, but who with and all about Boston!’

	‘Boston?’ I asked stupidly as I had quite forgotten his excuse.

	‘Our two-day playtime, Mummy,’ he said and then he burst into tears. 

	Well, here was a sign that what I had done to my boss was real deep in his mind. Even in his distressed state he called me Mummy! ‘So how did she find out? Someone in the team?’

	He shook his head and could not even speak. I just stood with a smile on my face and held back the laughter. Tried to sound at least a little sympathetic. ‘Come on now, tell Mummy all about it.’

	Greg managed to compose himself at last and was able to say, ‘Photos, Mummy, in your place as well. There’s a camera…’

	I know that there is no camera in my apartment. Not my style anyway, so how did that happen? He pulled out his phone and I looked at the photos. The one in the street; me coming out of the office at some lunch time. The one from our website, and the one with us going into the tattoo parlor. The one in my lounge was clearly taken from far away, just the slight blur was enough to tell. So, Wifey had found a PI and this was the result. His cock was out and waiting for my soles to fuck it, leaving little to the imagination!

	‘So… why are you crying, boy?’ I asked.

	‘Because she knows…’

	‘Has she tossed you on the street?’ I asked. Now I really was trying to hold back the laughter, Greg was so pathetic and broken, almost as if this was the end of the world when it might just be the beginning. ‘What did she say?’

	‘That if I had an affair, she was entitled…’ he wailed. 

	I could not quite decide how to cope with it all, so I stepped up and put my face by his on his shoulder where he could not see my laughter and I hugged him. ‘Do you want Mummy to speak to her?’

	‘I don’t think so Mummy, please don’t,’ he wailed as he sobbed, wetting the shoulder of my jacket and messing my make-up. I held him close and coughed to cover my reaction. Months ago I had worried about this, now it was just part of the game. Eve would love it…

	‘Perhaps it would be best to,’ I said. ‘Mummy will know what to say to Wifey!’

	Right in my ear he said, ‘Do you really think so?’ That’s how far he’d gone, now he was listening to me threatening him and he was going with it.

	‘Of course I do, boy,’ I said. ‘Women understand each-other and we can work something out, I’m sure!’  Yeah right, I thought as I spoke the words. Women sure understand each other and fight like alley cats! Not that I would have to fight for him, she would give him to me, for sure. To seal the deal in my thoughts, now I knew where I wanted to go with Greg! Not that all those ideas would go to waste, I might try them all, but now I knew just what the next step was! 

	He backed off and wiped the tears from his face. ‘Thank you Mummy,’ he said and dropped to his knees without me even having to signal. He looked up pathetically and continued, ‘I knew that you would know what to do!’

	I patted his head and gave his crotch a small kick with my stiletto. ‘Mummy will always look after her boy,’ I said as I made that small movement with my pinky that signals him to unzipper himself. He obliged and I watched it harden until it was horizontal. ‘That’s right, Mummy excites her boy and makes him want it, doesn’t she?’

	It was almost an expression, a manifestation of my power over my boss that he could get so hard even when he was in such emotional turmoil. The symbols I had used were so potent and just a small rub of my upper on that cock was enough to make it spurt on the shiny leather. With the tears still drying on his face!  ‘Thank you, Mummy,’ he whined as his hands moved to tuck himself away.

	‘Today you will leave it out as you sit at your desk,’ I said. ‘No playing with that cock of yours, that’s for Mummy to decide. At six you can put it away and be sure that Mummy has arranged to meet Pam and sort out your little mess!’

	Greg actually crawled on his knees to his desk. Just in time because Louise came in after a brief knock and needed a word. ‘I’ll sort it out, boy,’ I said as I headed for the door, and I saw a brief stifled smile on Louise’s lips as I went.

	For ten minutes I sat and contemplated what had happened. Sorted through my thoughts and tried to decide on the approach. In the end I called Eve for advice and, after she had stopped chuckling, she just said, ‘Be upfront, dear. Be direct and arrange to meet. If you need a referee, then I’m happy to volunteer.’

	So, that’s what I did. I took a deep breath, went to the meeting room where it would be private and called Pam’s office to be put through to her. The reaction was a little unexpected, to say the least!

	‘Hi there Pam, Josephine here,’ I said.

	‘And?’

	‘Greg’s all in tears, I think we should meet up,’ I said.

	‘At five at that café on the corner of Fifth and Second,’ she said curtly. ‘You should have called before Boston!’

	‘There was no Boston,’ I said.

	‘Exactly,’ was Pam’s reply and she hung up.

	Well, three-nil to Pam! She got the last word, that’s one point. She didn’t call me a slut, that’s two, and she agreed to meet. That makes it three-nil. Perhaps three-one, because I agreed as well, but for-sure the woman was not cracking up like I had half expected. I did not bother telling Greg about it, none of his business anyway. I put on a pair of flats, changed into a summer dress and headed for the café. No sense in rubbing it in!

	I got there first, damn! Another point to Pam, I had not even thought about it. Then she scored yet another because she arrived but had already ordered. This is what comes of fucking around with a lawyer’s hubby, I suppose. Expect a hard time, every little advantage counts in court. She came from behind, swung around and sat down and I knew that I had a battle on my hands. I had dressed down; she had dressed up. Score another, Pam! Soaring heels, tight mini to show her long legs and makeup that must have taken hours of effort. I nodded to acknowledge her arrival and she sat down and crossed her legs.

	‘My husband,’ she said. A simple statement that was not deniable. ‘Though, when I see you, Josephine, I have to say that I really think that he had no chance!’

	‘Not much,’ I said and she nodded. 

	‘So, what happens next?’ she asked. ‘Because you should know right now, I can never forgive and forget.’

	‘I wouldn’t either,’ I said, unsure of where to go. In the end, I decided to let her have the running and see what happened next. It was sort of exciting, a bit like presenting a project to a big client and hoping to catch that moment of synergy. ‘First, I reckon about a year ago that…’

	‘Was that when it started?’

	‘Six months, I think…’

	She looked at me slantwise and started to laugh. ‘I never thought that Greg would stray… but, if I had even thought about it, I would never have guessed that I would be meeting up with his lover… I take it that you’re not about to promise me that it’s at an end, are you?’

	‘Would you believe me?’ I said.

	‘Not sure. I don’t think so.’

	‘Love?’ she asked with no hint of sarcasm.

	‘Indulgence more than anything,’ I said, also seriously. 

	‘Jesus, but you’re a cool customer,’ she replied. ‘So why are you here? I mean, I throw his ass out of the door, you take him in. We get a divorce and it’s done.’

	‘I don’t want him in my place,’ I said, ‘so I’d rather you didn’t throw him out!’

	Pam looked at me hard, raised her hand as if about to speak and then started to laugh. Something amused her so much that it took a minute for the laughter to stop. ‘I have a question…’

	‘Ask away,’ I said.

	‘I know that he’ll have shown you the photos,’ she said. ‘Did you have that heart embossed on him and get him to shave all over?’

	I nodded and pulled a wry grin.

	‘And so, what are you up to in that photo?’ she asked. ‘I mean there you are, sitting all dolled up while he is naked and looking like a little schoolboy whose time has come.’

	I discovered that I was starting to like Pam. There was no bitterness, just a forensic curiosity and measured tones. Perhaps it was her time in court defending the indefensible, or maybe it was just part of her nature. A thought occurred to me that caused me to chuckle. If I had to choose between her and Greg, I thought, I would choose her.  Not as a lover, but as a friend!

	‘If you want, I will cut him dead,’ I said. ‘Now!’

	‘I think that I believe you when you say that, Josephine…’  she said. ‘I really think that you mean it.’

	‘Call me Josie,’ I replied.

	‘The question for me is, do I still want him now after you have left your mark?, said Pam. ‘But, you still haven’t answered my question.’

	I hesitated a moment and took the plunge.  ‘In the whole six months,’ I said, ‘we have never fucked even once…’

	Pam raised an eyebrow, ‘I find that difficult to believe, Josie.  So, what have you been doing?’

	In my head, ideas seem logical and easy to understand, in the light of day there are no words to express the inner meanings that explain what I desire, what makes me horny, what actually drives what I had been up to with Pam’s husband. I expressed it in a few words, ‘I have been playing with him and fucking his mind…’

	‘Oh my God!’ laughed Pam. ‘Now I finally understand it! You really are a piece of work, Josie! My husband is in deep trouble, isn’t he?’

	I nodded in reply.

	‘That explains quite a lot,’ she said as if she understood the whole situation in just that small inflection of the head.


Chapter 03 Pamela

	 

	The strangest thing! Sitting on the sidewalk of a café having a conversation with the woman that was fucking my husband over. Seemingly not actually fucking him, just playing with him! Did I believe her? I did, it fitted. There we were, discussing him as if he were a piece of property that was in dispute between two warring parties. Perhaps he was, I have seen it often enough in court. Of course, I got it, it just took a shift of perception to not think of Greg as a husband and partner and realize that he was the rope in a tug of war, that the good-looking young woman in her summer dress and sandals was actually a ruthless bitch that many men would long to crawl at the feet of. There are loads of professional dominatrices out there, I had defended quite a few in court! They have this cool attitude to the mechanics of sex and the men that are their clients.  A matter-of-fact attitude to what they do to men for money that this woman had in spades. She was for real!

	But Josephine was the real article, not for money, not as a living, but just because she loved it! It explained the photo and what she had said about never having sex with my husband, it explained the easy way that she carried herself in a situation that would have thrown a normal woman. The question was; what to do about it.

	‘I never saw any marks left by a cane,’ I said as I floundered a little. 

	‘That’s because I haven’t got that far yet,’ said the woman with a sly smile. ‘In the next month or so you’ll see…’

	‘You know, he faked it with me,’ I said as I tried to adjust to the weird direction that this chat was taking us. ‘Greg can’t do it normally any more…’

	Josephine sat back and shrugged. ‘Normal for him has changed, Pam. Now he needs what I do to him…’

	‘What do you do to him?’ I started and then I changed tack. ‘No, don’t tell me, but he does get off on it?’

	‘For the moment,’ said Josephine, ignoring the question. ‘I was moving towards chastity as a condition.’

	‘Fuck, Josie! Or perhaps not,’ I said. ‘He would do that?’

	‘Probably, I haven’t tried yet,’ came the answer. ‘I wasn’t sure how to impose it and make sure he was not cheating. But I’ll figure it out!’

	It was a world that I had peeped into, after all I was the woman that defended a professional dominatrix accused of assault when it all went a bit too far. I had proved that he asked for it and won the case. It seemed that Greg was in deep, but that still did not show me the way forward. The conversation has sort of come to a standstill and we sipped our coffees, the both of us deciding how to reach a conclusion, decide what happened next. I think that I still wanted Greg out of the apartment, no matter that he had not fucked her, the deceit was reason enough. Of course, it would come out in the divorce, all secrets are aired in court. It would be humiliating, but that was the price to be paid.

	‘My boy told me that you had threatened to find others…’ she said somewhat delicately and smiled.

	‘Boy?’ I asked, picking up on the word.

	‘I’m Mummy, he’s my little boy,’ said Josie with a shrug. ‘It’s all part of the rules I set to create the right attitude from him.’

	‘Not ‘Mistress’?’ I asked.

	‘Boring!’ said Josie with a small sing-song chuckle. 

	‘I’m not sure that I actually meant it,’ I said. ‘Heat of the moment and all that!’

	‘Why not? Take the opportunity?’ said Josie.

	The question was so direct that I almost choked as she waited for the answer. ‘I don’t think that I’m as driven as you are, Josie,’ I said. 

	‘So, what happens next?’ she asked me. 

	‘I’m not sure if I could manage with you in the background all of the time,’ I said. ‘I’ll probably throw him out and then decide.’

	‘If you do, then I will as well,’ said Josie intensely. 

	Not quite the reaction I had expected, and I felt that I had earned the right to ask, ‘Why?’

	‘Maybe because I love it when he’s torn between us,’ she said. ‘The stress on the boy is what makes it work.’

	‘It would fuck him over, that’s for sure,’ I said. ‘How about we arrange a truce?’

	‘A truce?’ she asked. ‘How would that work?’

	I had the beginnings of an idea that sort of excited me. Perhaps Josie was rubbing off on me, perhaps it was because I needed time to decide what to do. I don’t know, but the words had just slipped out and now I needed to put it in words.

	‘We could pretend that we never had this conversation, for a start,’ I said. ‘Give it a week or two and meet up again and decide what to do with my idiot hubby!’

	‘Where does that get us?’ she asked.

	‘It gives me breathing room to sort out a few things for a start,’ I said. ‘A divorce is going to be a total train-wreck for me and there are things that I can do in the meantime to get the jump on him. You owe me that at least!’

	‘I owe you nothing but I like you,’ said Josie. ‘But, OK, if that’s what you want, then that’s the way it will be. But, I make no promises…’

	‘No promises,’  I agreed. ‘Just do me one favor…’

	‘Mmm,’ she said.

	‘Take him off my hands more often! It will give me headspace and then we meet up in two weeks when I’ve decided what I want to do…’

	‘Of course,’ she said. ‘This conversation never happened!’

	‘I have already forgotten it,’ I replied.


Chapter 04 Gregory

	 

	When I asked Josie when she came in at six to the office, she just shrugged and said that Pam had refused to discuss it face to face. I heaved a sigh of relief, the last thing I needed was Mummy stirring up a load more trouble! Now what I had to do was head for home and pray that she would even let me in. I need not have worried, it seemed that her temper had subsided, though she was decidedly cold and had me sleeping on the sofa, ‘Until it’s sorted out,’ she had said. ‘You have been a naughty boy and until I have decided if I want a divorce or to give you another chance, then you stay out of the bedroom!’

	So, there I was in a halfway house, as it were. As I lay in the dark on the rather uncomfortable sofa, I decided that I would have to break it off with Josie the next day and get back into Pam’s good graces. Mind made up, strategy decided, I arrived in the office determined to wait for the right moment and try a strategic withdrawal. When Josie came in, she was dressed in those boots and a tight tube dress, hair up and looking like a million dollars. As I approached her desk, she behaved as if nothing were happening at all. Looking up at me and saying, ‘Tonight at my place, boy…’ and I knew that this was going to be difficult. 

	Deciding that the tantrum and tears were best not paraded in the office, I called Pam and warned her I would be late, and she did not even question it. She just said, ‘I have to stay late as well, I’ll be back after midnight, dear!’ I just could not understand women, that was clear! Did she really call me ‘dear’? She had to know… didn’t she?

	All day I practiced what I was going to say to Mummy. Rehearsed it in my head, ran through her possible replies and convinced myself that I had found a way to slip out of my problem. Of course, managing to get back in Pam’s good books would be difficult, but I was convinced that the prodigal husband was a route that was possible. I just needed to lie low. So, I dreamed the day away in my optimistic thoughts and when Josie came in the office at three, I was still working on the details. 

	‘Leave at four, boy, I have something special in mind…" she said, and I nodded as she slipped out with that wiggle of the hips that still sent my heart into my mouth, knowing that whatever it was that she had planned was something that was special! Perhaps tomorrow I’ll break it off, I started to think as my cock showed me the way. Just one last session with Mummy would be just what I needed. 

	She had already gone, I slipped out at four as she had commanded and made my way through the busy streets, my head in complete confusion. Let’s just say that my head was a jumble, but my cock knew what was good for me. I arrived at her door and waited until it buzzed, entering her apartment for what was probably the last time and noticed that the blinds were down because of those damn photos. 

	‘Mummy has a special little present for her boy,’ she said, and I almost choked because she was naked but for a long gauzy robe that scarcely hid her stockings, breasts and naked body. The cunt I longed to fuck was plain to see as the robe shifted as she moved. Now I was hoping that this last meeting would finally be the one! ‘Come on, boy, naked the way I like you,’

	I could not undress fast enough under her gaze. Almost proudly showing my smooth body and the little heart at the root of my cock. I carefully folded my clothes the way she wanted it, and she led the way to the bedroom. My prick was dripping, standing proud as she led me to the vast bed, she pointed a finger to where cuffs had been attached to each corner. Was this how it was going to happen? Was she going to ride me while I was restrained by those chains and cuffs? The idea seemed so arousing that I did not hesitate. Anyway, hesitation was not allowed by the rules, so it was do or die. I lay on the bed, stretched out my arms and legs and Mummy did up the buckles and tightened the rattly chains. 

	There is something so horny about being held immobile while an almost naked beauty makes sure that you cannot move. You know what is coming, that the moment has arrived and breathing becomes difficult, every breath a gasp as the sharp-nailed hands move over your body and torment every inch of your body. Skin becomes hyper aware, defenselessness becomes a turn-on, arousal is all that fills the mind. 

	‘Are you ready for my little gift?’ asked Mummy with a pout. ‘She’s going to fuck her little helpless boy over good and proper and make him hers…’ The hand on my cock moved slightly and she continued with her monologue. I was so entranced by what was happening that I closed my eyes to concentrate, but I could not make out her words. All I could hear was the thumping of my pulse and the rasping of my breath. 

	‘Yes Mummy,’ I whined. 

	So, there I was, immobile and defenseless, moaning as my cock wept tears of precum that greased the fingers that tormented me. Something cold and wet suddenly touched and rubbed at my belly and the hand retreated from my cock. I opened my eyes, knowing that something was happening in time to see Mummy leaning over me with a strap in her hand. ‘Open wide,’ she said. I opened my mouth, and she pushed the huge rubber ball on the strap into my open mouth almost as I first saw it. A swift tightness and it was in and the strap buckled behind my head. I made a noise, tried to speak, but Mummy just smiled and said, ‘No need for safe-words, boy, Mummy knows what’s good for you! Get ready for my special gift for her good little boy…’

	There was someone else in the room! I lifted my head to look down at my stretched body and there stood the blue haired girl from the tattoo parlor! In her latex gloved hands, she had the familiar shape of the tattoo-gun and I tried to cry out. The ball in my mouth turned my scream into a whimper as the blue haired girl smiled at me and finished wiping my belly down. 

	‘Here?’ she asked, the question directed at Mummy who nodded and then placed her hand on my forehead to push me back down. 

	‘It will sting a little, boy, so don’t move!’ said Mummy.

	Quite the contrary, I tried to move, writhed in the fetters and whimpered in fear as the two women looked down at me and waited for the reaction to subside. ‘You want this, boy,’ said Mummy with a raised eyebrow. ‘Be a good boy and lie still or all that happens is that it will hurt more!’ I tried to speak, tried to beg, but all that came out were mumbles and saliva that dribbled down my face to my neck. Tears came to my eyes and Mummy tutted, ‘If you are naughty, then I will have to punish you, boy!’

	Punishment from Mummy was no threat! I yearned for it, but somehow there was a tone in her voice that was quite different, as if she had something in mind that would be truly awful. But, I could not help myself, the terror of what was happening was too much to bear, I writhed in the fetters in a blind panic and it forced Mummy to lean over me and say, ‘I warned you, boy. There will be consequences! Don’t forget that you provoked me to discipline you!’

	My struggles became a tremor of my fearful reaction and I felt a latex-clad hand wipe me down again and the work began. Mummy towering over me with a face like thunder, the needle pulsing at the soft skin just above the heart with insistent discomfort. ‘Is he always this disobedient?’ asked the tattoo artist as she worked. 

	‘Normally, he’s quite good,’ said Mummy with a frown. ‘For some reason he is throwing a tantrum today, so as a punishment to show my displeasure, this little boy is going to get another gift as well. One that will show him my dissatisfaction at his lack of self-control!’

	‘Better to get it done now,’ remarked the blue haired girl. ‘Over and done with…’

	Whatever was being etched into me seemed vast. It stretched from the crease of one thigh to the other across the shaven sensitive skin of my groin and took what seemed hours to do. My tears dried, my breath came in choking gasps and I lay still for the process, knowing that there was nothing that would stop Mummy from her design. As I quietened down, she blew a kiss at me and said, ‘That’s better, Mummy is so excited at making you hers, in an hour it will be done, and you will be able to tell me that you love it too!’

	Her eyes looked down at me with an expression of satisfaction and she stroked my face, her nail running around the gag as if to experience the pleasure of having her boy so helpless. The buzzing switched on and off, the hands moved my cock here and there and my erection returned to pull it out of the way. It seemed ages before at last the blue haired girl announced that she was done and started to pack up her tattoo gun. ‘Just the ring to do now, then I’m done,’ she said, and Mummy smiled at her.

	‘Just a minute, boy and then you’ll be mine!’ said Mummy.

	Those words terrified me more than all that had gone before, but there was no way that I was going to fight it, I just shivered in terror and the tears started again and sobs escaped the gag. I could hear steps and then a hand grasped my erection and held it fast. ‘Hold him still,’ said the girl and something cold touched the tip of my cock. A finger with something slick and cold. My hips moved and I heard a tutting.

	‘Hold absolutely still, boy,’ said Mummy as something pressed into my cock, starting on its way inside. I twitched again and it withdrew, and then re-entered me and pressed inside. The feeling was discomfort and sheer excitement all in one. That girl was fucking my cock with something hard, and I whined as it penetrated. It felt as though it went so deep but was just an inch or two and then there was a sudden sharp pain that caused me to cry out and a hand pressed my hips down hard to the bed as the metal prong was withdrawn. ‘It’s done,’ said the girl. ‘It’ll just take a week to heal up, so he has to be careful… That means no wanking or sex for a while!’

	‘It looks great,’ said Mummy as her hands moved to the back of my head and released the gag. She lifted it out of my lips, and I gasped at the freedom and then felt a sudden touch of cramp as my jaws closed. ‘Now you can take a look and then on goes the dressing,’ said Mummy as she moved to my wrist and unstrapped the shackles. 

	I lifted and looked down at what had been done to me. There was some blood seeping, so the design was a little indistinct, but the words were plain enough. A cursive script that curved in an arc over the red heart, the words ‘Mummy’s Boy’ clear and plain to my sight in inch high lettering. But it was not the tattoo that caught my eye, it was the shiny ring that entered my cock at the tip and emerged under the head to make a perfect circle. I looked up at Mummy and then back at my sagging cock as the blue haired girl placed a dressing on the tattoo and carefully cleaned up the drops of blood where the ring emerged from what had been smooth skin.

	‘In a week, we will try it out,’ she said. ‘That little decoration makes Mummy so horny. Now then, after all those tears and weeping, what do you say to Mummy?’

	‘Thank you Mummy,’ I said. 

	There was nothing more I could say!


Chapter 05 Pamela

	 

	I came back at around one. Maybe a little later, I had had the chance to hook up, but I discovered that I just did not have the nerve! I had imagined sweaty sex in the back of a car like a teenager, or perhaps a motel room where the bed creaked at every stroke! But, in the end I just couldn’t do it, at least not that night. So, I took a taxi home and was at least fairly satisfied that I could have if I had wanted to! When I had had that shouting match with Greg, I had threatened it, but the idea that it was possible was almost enough. Anyway, it would have complicated the next few weeks and I needed that time to work through the strange idea that I was sharing him with that bitch! I actually think that she would have liked to be called a bitch, it would have been high praise to her ears. So, I headed for home, little knowing that the Greg that was waiting for my arrival had reaped the whirlwind of his deceit. 

	In the apartment, it is not necessary to pass through the lounge to get to the bedroom, but it is to get to the kitchen and I so needed a drink, so I entered the lounge softly, fully expecting to find my husband to be tucked in on the sofa and fast asleep. Instead, he was sitting on the couch, a stiff drink in his hand, looking fearfully up as I opened the door. His cheeks were wet and he sat awkwardly with one leg up and the other on the floor. Just underpants and a half-buttoned shirt and a morose self-pitying look on his face.

	‘What’s up with you?’ I asked.

	Greg mumbled something and I picked up the bottle and started to head out. If he didn’t want to be adult about all of his fucking around, I was not going to offer him tea and sympathy. ‘Please,’ he said in a whine and I turned to look back at him and he looked at the floor pathetically.

	‘Well?’  I asked.  ‘I’m not in the mood for this…’

	‘Mumm… I mean Josie did something to me,’ he said in a whisper that I could hardly make out. 

	‘I’m sure she did, but really Greg, I’m not interested in hearing about your bit on the side, so live with it while I figure what’s-what over the rest of this bottle,’ I said as I held up the Bourbon. Inside I smirked a little, guessing that she had given my husband the thrashing he deserved. But there was no way that I was going to give away my little chat with her and I let his almost slip-of-the tongue go unnoticed. He stood up and now I noticed that there was a gauze patch taped on his lower belly. ‘Oh dear, oh dear,’ I said. ‘Did she add something to that heart you allowed her to engrave on you?’

	Greg nodded dumbly and I shrugged. ‘She held me down…’

	‘Big strong man like you? I don’t think so,’ I said. ‘You deserve all you get as far as I am concerned at the moment.’ I hesitated, now I was intrigued, wondering what she had added to Greg. It would be interesting to see… ‘Take it off, I said. 'I want to see what my boy has been marked with!’

	Greg almost squealed as he tore off the dressing and I could not see what was written there. A couple of elegant cursive letters were visible, but the caked-on blood from the tattoo hid the rest. Instead of leaving, like I had intended I was now really eager to see what that bitch had been up to, and I said, ‘Wipe it off with antiseptic and come to my bedroom to show me!’ Two could play at ordering him around and the thought of him coming in like a schoolboy did amuse me. It was a second later that I realized that I had called it my bedroom.

	Realizing that I had forgotten to get a glass, I used the one in the bathroom and had just sat on the edge of the bed when there was a knock. ‘Come,’ I called out and the door opened and Greg came in. There were fresh tears on his cheeks, probably from the sting of the antiseptic and he hesitantly presented himself for my inspection. Well! What could I say, I struggled not to laugh at the inscription that she had put on my cheating hubby, ‘Mummy’s Boy’ of all things! Then I remembered that she had said that he had to call her ‘Mummy’ and it clicked. He was thirty-five, she was in her twenties and he had to call her Mummy!

	‘Mummy?’ I asked.

	‘She makes me…’ he started.

	‘She makes you do nothing,’ I said. ‘What you do is not all about her, Greg! I already knew this morning that I married a philandering cheating liar, now I can see that I married a weakling as well!’ It felt so good to let loose on him and I think that I got just a little of the frisson that Josie seemed to be enjoying. I pointed a finger at the tattoo and added, ‘I have to admit that it suits you…’

	His head hung and he said, ‘Please help me, I can’t stop her, in the office and all…’

	Aha, I thought, that’s the real problem for Greg! Mummy is blackmailing her little boy and he needs his wife to save him. Well, there was no chance of that, not the way that I was feeling. ‘Has she threatened you?’

	‘No,’ he admitted, ‘not in so many words.’

	‘Then what the fuck do you want me to do about it?’ It was then that I saw what seemed to be dried blood on his pants. A small round patch that was well away from the tattoo. ‘And?’ I asked.

	‘And what, honey?’ he asked.

	‘I’m not your honey,’ I said severely. ‘Pam will do. What else did she do?’ I asked, pointing to the round blood stain. He blushed and started to cry. and I almost felt sorry for the little shit weakling. Then his hands went to his pants and he slowly and oh-so-carefully lowered them. Greg has a nice fat cock, so powerful and heavy when erect. When not, it is a little soft thing that is no longer than my middle finger. He is uncut, but I could see the crust of dried blood on his foreskin, and I raised an eyebrow. ‘Show me,’ I demanded.

	It took ages, he was so tender, but when he finally managed to pull back the covering I actually laughed at what Josie had done to him! A stainless steel ring that entered his cock and emerged at the base of the tip. ‘Take it off,’ I said.

	‘I can’t,’ he wailed in reply.

	‘Won’t, is more like!’

	‘No, Pam.  I mean it! I would have to cut it off and it hurts at each touch.’

	 

	Clever girl! I had to admire her ingenuity. For a couple of weeks there would be no wanking, no sex and erections would sting like hell! It seemed that the chastity she had pondered was just beginning! ‘Then leave it in,’ I said. ‘In fact, I forbid you to attempt to take it out, do you understand?’

	He looked up and there seemed to be hope in his face, ‘You like it?’

	I decided to take the easy way out. ‘I do, except for the fact that now you are wearing my ring and hers and that hers is a better fit! If I catch you trying to take it off, I’ll hang a little bell from it to make you tinkle when you walk,’ I said. That feeling was rising in me now, the one where you have a guy on the ropes and can do whatever you want. I started to wonder if she had done this for me! It wouldn’t have surprised me if she had, after all, I had said a couple of weeks and it would take that long to heal. It sure took the pressure off me and for that I had to thank her. Like I said, clever girl, I clearly had a lot to learn…

	‘Put it away and go away,’ I said. ‘You are such a pathetic wimp, you did this to yourself, remember that!’

	Greg pulled up his pants with a shiver and looked at me, but there was no sympathy to be seen. All I wanted now was another stiff drink and time to absorb how my marriage had turned into something weird and wonderful.

	He left, I poured.

	Perhaps a tinkling little cowbell would be amusing?


Chapter 06 Eve

	 

	Two women cackling and laughing like a couple of old witches from Macbeth, that’s what we were. Josie told me how she had chatted with Pam and then sorted that boy of hers out with such ease.

	‘What’ll happen when she finds out, I’d love to be a fly on the wall,’ said Josie amidst her laughter. ‘I mean he’s been properly fucked over, and I’ll bet she’s as mad as hell!’

	‘Less than you might imagine,’ I said. ‘I’ve been through her personnel file, and she might seem laid-back, but she is a tyrant in the courtroom. They give her the cases that are no-hopers and she comes out with nearly thirty percent wins from them. So, don’t underestimate her, Pam is the real McCoy…’

	‘So, what do you reckon will happen next?’ asked Josie. ‘Will he go back to her? Will she have him back?’

	‘More to the point, what is your next move?’ I asked. ‘I am so impressed by the way that you have kept ahead of the game, what happens next?’ I could feel that she needed a little prompt, the trick would be to give her the hint at the right moment.

	Josie shrugged. ‘I’m not in a hurry, for the next two weeks I just have to keep him on the boil.  Until that piercing heals, I can have a rest from tormenting him to come, so I have that long. Then I meet back up with Pam and we shall see…’

	‘But what do you want to happen?’ I persisted, looking for an angle without being too forward. Josie was so attractive, sort of blooming as the game moved along and I moved my hand across the table, and she put hers in mine. It was a gesture of reassurance for her, a stifled show of affection for me. I held it a moment, not too long, just long enough. 

	‘I know one thing,’ she said. ‘Whatever the games I play with him, I don’t ever want to fuck him! I thought that I did, thought that this was all a sort of foreplay leading up to it, but I am starting to think that I just love playing with his mind!’

	‘And his cock,’ I said with a chuckle.

	‘No, dear,’ she said. ‘I am getting a bit bored with having to keep him on the boil and never get to feel anything other than my own fingers for satisfaction. Not that I want to get rid of him either!’

	‘So, no sex please, but you’re on edge is your angle?’ I asked.

	‘Yep, that’s about it, Eve,’ she said. ‘I’ll have a think about it for a few days, and you should too. I value your advice, what with all your past experience. I know what I want to do to him though…’

	‘Aha,’ I said. ‘What’s that?’

	‘I followed what you mentioned, and I’ve ordered a nice long cane!’ she said with a smirk. ‘It will be interesting to see what happens when he sees it in my hand.’

	‘Your boy will shake in his boots,’ I said.

	‘I wear the boots in my house,’ laughed Josie. 


Chapter 07 Gregory

	 

	The next week, and for that matter, the week after were awful. I could feel Pam smirking at me for being such a fool and Josie teasing me and then reminding me that the ring that she had given me needed to heal before we could start again. Each day it was better and by a week I did not even feel it anymore. Not until I needed a piss, then that damned ornament was in my sight and my terror of Josie just began again! I slept on the sofa, Pam kept her distance and seemed to be going out every night and a new worry assailed me. She had threatened that she would fuck around, and I was scared that she would start and then it would be so difficult to rescue the situation. I dared not ask and she never said a word, but the tension in my thoughts was there all the time. 

	In the office, nothing seemed to have changed. It became a retreat for me, except for the fact that Josie was there, and I started to make discreet enquiries in HR to see if there were openings in other parts of the company. Maybe I could move her sideways or promote her, clear the decks for a reconciliation with Pam and get this all behind me. It was a week after the blue haired tattoo girl wrote all over me that two things happened that sent me into a renewed depression. 

	First of all, Josie found out about my ‘discrete’ enquiries. Simple to tell, she was friends with one of the women in the office who must have mentioned it. The result was that she simply confronted me in a knockdown couple of minutes that ended that route and showed me just who was in command.

	She waited for the end of a meeting and while the others were still in the room she said, ‘I understand that you are thinking of promoting me?’

	‘Er,’ I said. ‘You have so much potential…’

	‘Well, I’m not interested, I love the team, I love the office atmosphere, I love the creativity and you can stop speaking to HR about me,’ she said. ‘Sneaking around!’

	There was silence in the room and faces turned to me as I struggled to answer. ‘I was going to tell you,’ I lied. ‘First I just wanted to know what the possibilities are.’

	‘Nice try, boy,’ she said. ‘If I want to move, then I’ll tell you. Anything else is constructive dismissal. Understand?’

	I nodded and swallowed any reply, there was none to give. With that she sauntered from the room with the others in train and I could hear that they were discussing it with her and chattering outside. I could not hear the content, but then there was some laughter and I dared not emerge until the end of the day for fear of being humiliated by the whole team. The next day, everything seemed OK, but there was a subtle undercurrent that made me uncomfortable. 

	The second thing was just sheer chance. The tattoo started to get sore no matter how much antiseptic I used. In fact, I started to think that it was inflamed. I went online to look for advice and one of the things recommended was using an ultraviolet wand to disinfect the skin. The last thing I wanted to do was visit a doctor, so on the Monday I bought one from a drugstore and that evening, while Pam was out, I gave it a try. Apparently, the light is a disinfectant or something and can shine through the skin. Half an hour a day said the booklet and I went to the bathroom to try it out. 

	The wand was like a short lightsaber and I plugged it in and stripped to give it a try. I switched it on and waved it around and then I saw something that took my breath away. The tattoo changed color to almost black and gleaming there was another tattoo that had been hidden. The words ‘Josie’s Bitch’ appeared in capitals. I stood a whole minute gazing at them. I had to admit that it was pretty clever, but it caused me to drop the light into the washing basket in shock as I fumbled it. I leaned over the basket where the wand bathed the soiled washing and saw shining spots and blotches in the ultraviolet light. Dreading, but already knowing what I would find, I tested each bit of clothing and discovered that the crotches of Pam’s knickers glowed as did splotches and lines on her skirts! I don’t think that I have to tell you what this means…

	To me, it was quite clear, I was being cuckolded!


Chapter 08 Pamela

	 

	A winter day in New York, wet, chilly that goes through to the bones. Time to meet the woman that was fucking Greg. It felt so strange that chilly Saturday as the shoppers, heads down against the cold wind, went on their rounds oblivious to the weirdness that was my life. I discovered that I was looking forward to it, not like a spurned wife looking forward to having a screaming match with the other woman, but because it was just so intellectually challenging. Like being up against a clever prosecutor, the contest was in itself a joy.

	Even though I had arrived earlier than we had arranged, Josie was already there, sipping alternately at a cognac and a coffee deep inside the bustling place. I took a deep breath and approached, and she looked up and smiled at me. Not a sly knowing leer, but more the sort of instinctive greeting one would give a friend or co-conspirator. I had to admit a liking for her, envious just a little of her supreme confidence and bearing. The summer look of two weeks ago had been replaced by a gray fur coat and otherwise she was all in black, looking great in heels and just a touch of make-up. 

	Clearly, she had decided that small talk was to be the opening. A comment on the winter weather and a few other bits and pieces that allowed me to get settled. Because it was not so simple and I needed to regain my breath.

	‘It’s funny, us meeting up like this,’ I said at last when the preliminaries were all covered. ‘This is like no divorce that I have ever seen, and I’ve seen quite a few!’

	‘It’s not a divorce yet,’ said Josie carefully. ‘That’s one of the things that has to be decided. Let’s look at it as… balancing our needs!’

	‘You really are fucking around with my husband,’ I said. ‘He is in a complete funk, on the edge, I have never seen him like this…’

	‘But,’ said my husband’s ‘lover’. ‘This is not really about him at all, is it? It’s all about us! He has no say in how this all works out, we decide…’  

	I hadn’t looked at it from that angle, but I had to admit that she was right. This was about us and not him.

	‘One small step for infidelity, a great leap for feminism,’ I joked as I tried to discover where she was going before I revealed my own ideas. 

	‘Feminism is for liberal jihadis,’ she replied. ‘Women are naturally superior, messing around with details does not change that fact! We just have to assert that principle and put them in the niche that they belong in.’

	‘I agree,’ I said as I started to realize that I was thinking about her as a friend with a common problem, rather than as an opponent. Maybe a competitor, but not an enemy. ‘The question is what to do about it. Find the common ground between us and settle on a compromise. So, I’ll ask it straight out and we can go from there.’ This was not the conversation that I had rehearsed, it came from within. ‘Who ends up with Greg?’

	Josie sipped at her cognac, and I relaxed as she thought through her answer. At last, she said, ‘Both of us, that’s the best solution for me!’ Jesus, she was up-front and again I felt envious of the easy way that Josie laid her cards on the table.

	‘I can’t see how that’s going to work,’ I said. ‘I end up with all of the boring stuff and you still get to play with him.’

	‘Perhaps you are looking at this from a conventional angle,’ said Josie with a sly smile. ‘There’s more than enough room for us both to play with him!’

	‘I’m not into all of the fetish stuff, it’s not my scene…’ I argued. ‘I just can’t imagine having him over my knee and tying him up…’

	‘But you are already playing the game, Pam,’ said Josie. ‘I mean, you and I are here and discussing this, but what’s more, you are already taking advantage of what I have done.’ It was then that I realized just how deep Greg’s pathetic cheating really went. A realization that any woman that is married to a cheat eventually has to come to terms with. Every private detail, every sexual moment, every little confidence was exposed to another woman, a woman who knew the inner life of the marriage. A private place that should not be exposed.

	‘What did he say,’ I said heavily.

	‘He has found out that you are fucking around, Pam! So, it seems that you are playing the game as well as me,’ said Josie. ‘Don’t misunderstand me, I just love it! We are coming at poor little hubby from two angles and that makes it possible for us to reach an understanding…’

	‘I wonder how he found out,’ I said. ‘I am so careful…’

	‘So was I,’ said Josie with a laugh. ‘Listen to me! There is so much more to this whole female domination thing, it’s not all whips and latex, porn and dominatrices. It’s all about the mental state of mind, all about the humiliation and submission, no matter what the mechanics are.’

	‘It’s weird to have this conversation,’ I said in order to get my head around what she was saying. ‘Are you saying that he likes me screwing around, fucking him over with casual sex?’

	‘No, he doesn’t like it at all, just like he doesn’t like me tormenting and controlling him, but it’s become normal and now it’s the only way he can get off and you know how men are, they just have to get off! They will climb over broken glass to get to pussy, darling!’

	‘I wouldn’t…’ I said. ‘Climb over broken glass to get sex, I mean, not the pussy thing!’

	That brought a laugh from Josie and she said, ‘It’s not for me to say how you get your rocks off. I get mine off by having Greg crawl and beg and never get it… You have to find your own way.’

	‘I do like the freedom,’ I said, ‘it’s been a great two weeks.’

	‘Exactly! Why stop now?’ she said.

	‘What, bring it all into the open?’ I said with a gasp. ‘Is that what you are saying?’ She nodded and we both started to laugh, the common ground was emerging and we both knew that we were about to reach some arrangement. ‘You win,’ I said.

	‘This isn’t about winning and losing, Pamela,’ she replied. ‘This is about both of us winning. Both exploiting the situation to squeeze the most enjoyment out of it while it lasts, and believe you me when I say that this can go on forever if we want it to… If we keep it inside the lines.’

	‘Like a game of ping-pong,’ I said as I thought about it. ‘Both of us have different angles, but Greg just keeps bouncing between us.’ I had a sudden thought and wagged a finger at her smile. ‘If you think that there’ll be a three in a bed at any point, you are gravely mistaken! Not with a woman… No way… and you have to promise me something as well!’

	‘You trust me?’ she smiled. ‘To keep a promise?’

	‘I think that I do, is that a mistake?’

	‘Probably,’ she said, but I could not tell if she was joking. ‘So, what’s the promise I have to make?’

	‘That we meet up regularly,’ I said. As I listened to myself, I could not believe what I was saying. Was this really happening? ‘I am new to this…’ I added.

	‘I promise,’ she said. ‘As for being a newbie, so am I, actually. I sort of got here because of two friends of mine as well as my own efforts. It’s good to talk, but there has to be a strict rule…’

	‘I’ve heard all about your rules,’ I said with a chuckle. 

	She ignored my sally and continued, ‘Greg must never know that we are working together to torment him and if we take a big step, then we agree about it first.  No surprises, not until we decide to reveal it to him.’

	‘That’s not a rule, it’s a given,’ I said. 

	The ice had broken, now we were conspirators and not enemies. She laid down a few ideas that she had had, and we discussed how to balance our efforts. I had the strangest feeling, like the one you get when you are about to get on a roller coaster, that anticipatory terror and the gratification of daring to get onboard. 

	What I did not realize was, that was the thrill I wanted to last forever!


Chapter 09 Josephine

	 

	I met up with Pam and it went pretty well, just as I had hoped, and I started to think about what we had discussed. I had brought out the bitch in her and that was so satisfying. 

	My pathetic boy needed to be broken to the rod as well as more control asserted. I had a chat with Eve and she listened to my tale of the meeting with Pam with obvious delectation. I sort of got the feeling that she wanted a chance to play with Greg as well, but she never said it for definite. She had a strange idea that I had never even thought of, that Greg should become some sort of dressed-up transvestite maid, but even though I could see where she was going with the idea, one thing was quite clear. Greg was not the sort of man that could ever cross-dress and carry it off. For one thing, he would look as ugly as sin and even the idea was a turn-off for me. 

	I wanted a man-pet to play with more than anything, that feeling of dominance. Control and power over what passed for a brain in his head. To make a toy to play with, keep the hope strong but never ever allowing him to get there. It seemed to me that both Pam and I needed to keep him from finding any other source of gratification than at our hands and she had agreed. The tattoo and the ring had probably already shut him out from finding a casual partner to satisfy his libido, but perhaps a little more needed to be done to make sure, anyway I wanted to stop him having one off the wrist! Pam had had no suggestions, but Eve was on the ball, I was discovering more and more about Eve, and she was no prude!

	The day after my meeting with Pam was exactly the right moment. She phoned me and told me about the argument that Greg had triggered. From her account, she had floored him with a simple admission about her nighttime adventures and he had just dissolved in tears as she moved him to their spare bedroom. Apparently, he cried all night! She seemed to be hinting that she might even go as far as bringing her one-night stands home with her, but I was not clear if she meant it, or it was just a fantasy of hers. 

	At work that next day, Greg was subdued and hid away in his office all day. He claimed to have the beginnings of a bout of flu and there was just a little chatter and gossip. By the water cooler, it was Louise that dared to hint at what was now apparently going like wildfire around the team. 

	‘Greg says that he has the flu,’ she said brazenly. ‘I heard something different. I heard that his marriage is on the rocks and that she’s kicked him out! His eyes are red as if he’s been crying all night.’

	‘She hasn’t,’ I said. ‘Kicked him out, that is.’

	‘I also heard that you and he…’ said Louise as she got down to the nitty-gritty. Louise had finally got up the nerve to say it out loud.

	‘A little,’ I said with a grin.

	My direct answer to her fishing expedition caused her to take a step back. ‘Tell me everything,’ she said. ‘I promise that I won’t blab!’

	‘Say what you want,’ I said with a smile. ‘He’s a good little boy!’

	‘Really? You mean that?’

	‘I mean it…’

	Louise started to laugh nervously and blushed a little. Clearly everyone in the office would know all about it and the saucy details that she would add by the end of the day. For my part I just felt a sort of thrill and it started another line of thought that I had not considered. How good would it be if my boss were humiliated in the office as well as every moment of his life outside? It would take a bit of preparation, but perhaps it was possible? 

	At five I popped my head around Greg’s door and told him that he was expected at six at my place. I could see the tears in his eyes as he tried to avoid the visit. He still thought that he could just throw me, but I was having none of it.

	‘One minute late and I will be on the phone to Pam,’ I said. That seemed to do the trick and he slumped in his chair and looked pleadingly at me as if I might take pity on him. Instead, I just laughed in his face and said, ‘I have another surprise for you, boy. Just make sure you are there at six!’ The blackmail was emerging from the mist, and I found that it turned me on to see the way that he shivered in terror at my words. 

	He wiped a tear from his cheek with the back of his hand and nodded. 

	‘I promise, Mummy,’ he whined.

	It seemed a good moment to go full dominatrix on my victim. Overwhelm his little mind and allow him to slide into that frame of mind that I needed him in. It is a uniform and creates expectations and, quite apart from that, it would help me to be quite shameless and banish any wavering. There is a good reason that boots, leather and lace are the focus of so much obsession. The man feels overawed by strength and femininity; the woman gains a mental ascendancy that gives her wings. 

	So, it works both ways.

	I headed home and got myself ready for his arrival, enjoying the preparation as I showered and dressed for the kill. I realized that this was an important moment in the game and was meticulous in the detail. I laid out all the gear and it made quite a heap. Still damp from the shower as well as anticipation; I had a coffee naked and in the five minutes that it took I enjoyed a little stroking and playing around that put me in the mood.

	First on was the latex.  It’s always a bit of a pain rolling it on, it looks pretty shit if it’s not really tight. So getting into the second skin is a matter of pulling it on and adjusting, stretching and endless messing around. From crotch to neck, the single piece stretched tight, covering every inch, boobs to pussy, but then again it shows every curve with a matte black smoothness that looks good. Next up the corset. Being clasped in a corset pinches in the figure. This one was short, just waist and hips and supported the stockings that went on next. I love real nylons, not stretchy at all, the old-fashioned ones are the ones that I like. Piece by piece, the look was taking shape. The boots would be familiar to Greg, just below the knee with a crisscross of laces up the front. No platforms, just savage heels, they fit tight, showing off my calves nicely. Over it all, a lacy gown in black. Almost see-through, hanging loose it added a touch of femininity that was completed by the latex gloves that went to above the elbows. 

	Hair pulled back to a single ponytail, dark lips and eyes, the transformation was complete. I stood and admired myself in the full-length mirror and experimented with the zippers. That’s one of the paradoxical things about this look! Dressed for sex, and yet all sealed up! I had to admit that I looked pretty good. Greg would be in a total funk when he saw me and I grabbed my phone and took a couple of selfies.  The only person I sent them to was Eve and she just sent a thumbs-up emoji in reply. The time was just a quarter to six and I could feel conflicting emotions. On the one hand heightened confidence and elation, on the other a nervousness that my demeanor would not match my image! A drop of Bourbon calmed me, and I added a touch of musky perfume and stood at the window to wait.

	In my gloved hand the short bamboo cane, I swished it a couple of times and then let it dangle from the leather loop on my wrist and the change was complete. Tonight was all about asserting my dominance over my boy, stamping my will on Greg’s existence, enveloping him in a fantasy so potent that he could never escape.

	At six exactly, the doorbell rang, and I strolled over to open the door.


Chapter 10 Gregory

	 

	I knew that it was different this time, as I walked to arrive at the appointed hour. The blackmail, Josie had never overtly used it before, and she had picked her moment with exquisite skill. Everything had changed somehow, and I was terrified that Mummy would make it impossible for me to get back in Pam’s good books. Pam! Staying out most of the night, fucking around as part of her payback for my own playing around. And here I was, still doing it with a lack of self-control that spoke volumes.  Perhaps if she knew that Josie and I had never even fucked?  Would that change anything? Somehow, I doubted it, but it was a card to play, even if it was not an ace. I was caught in a trap of my own making and the best I could manage was small hopes that were no hope at all!

	I waited until the second hand of my watch hit the twelve and pressed the intercom. There was no word from above, but the door buzzed, and I made my way up the long stairs to arrive at the front door of Mummy’s apartment. The door was an inch open, and I pushed it wide to see. There she stood, breathtaking in black, a frown on her pretty face, a cane dangling from her hand. Like a rabbit paralyzed in headlights, I just gaped at her.

	‘Are you going to stand all night?’ she asked; I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me. ‘Strip, boy!’

	‘Please Mummy,’ I started, but she swished the cane and I had to obey. This was like a dream come true, a nightmare reality that I had hoped for and dreaded.

	I stripped. Fumbling and awkward, I carefully folded my clothes under her imperial gaze. Being naked when Mummy is fully dressed makes me weak, it makes me helpless and the thin-lipped smile as she looked down to the tattoo that adorned me just above my stiff cock showed her satisfaction at my humiliation. When I was stripped, standing before her with my hands clasped behind my back so that she could not see how they fidgeted, she strolled around me. The tip of the cane tapped the ring embedded in my cock and I flinched, but there was no comment, just a hard look as her eyes met mine. The cane tapped my ass as she moved behind me and then the insides of my thighs.

	‘Feet apart, knees and back straight, boy,’ she commanded. I shivered as the fingers in those smooth gloves ran over my ass and cupped my balls. ‘We have a few small details to sort out to my satisfaction,' she said as she moved to stand before me so close that I could sense the aroma of her perfume. ‘Now bend and touch your toes, boy.’

	Now all I could see were her booted feet and the nylons on her thighs through that gossamer robe that swirled about her. My cock was so hard that it curved upwards and all the thoughts that I had had about a serious adult conversation with Mummy faded to nothing. This was what I wanted, but not in the way that I wanted it. I watched the feet move and was staring at the rug that I was standing on.

	‘Mummy has decided,’ she said quietly. ‘Her little boy is ready to serve, all he has to do is learn the rules that she has decided for him. Are you ready to learn?’ I hesitated and the cane reacted. It swished, I could swear that I heard it cut the air before it connected with a sound like a sharp clap. It cut across both cheeks of my ass, the shock being far more than any pain. ‘I asked a question,’ said Mummy. ‘I expect an immediate reply.’

	‘I’m ready, mummy…’

	‘There, you see, it’s really so easy!’  she said. ‘All my little boy has to do is to be honest and open with Mummy. Keep her pleased and we can have this little discussion over with and move on to better things…’

	I could feel the aftershock of the stroke of her cane. A warmth rather than any agony, I could not decide if I was frightened that she would cane me again or not. ‘It’s very simple,’ she said. ‘You do whatever I require, or you get punished! I have been far too indulgent of your needs up until now at the cost of my own desires. From now on, I expect you to serve me properly and intimately and you will thank me for teaching you respect and obedience to show me that you appreciate all the work I have done and am going to do.’

	It seemed the right moment to prove that I understood, and I said, ‘Thank you Mummy,’ in the most abject tone I could manage. The cane cut me again. This time it was not playfully delivered, but a savage stroke that caused me to cry out and start to beg. ‘Please, Mummy, I only want to serve…’ My thighs trembled with the aftershock and I could feel tears gathering in my eyes. The warmth on my skin was a prickling that made me want to put my hands over my ass and when I did so she tutted in irritation and I pulled them down, but not before I could feel the line of agony with my fingertips.

	‘You will be absolutely still when I decide to discipline you,’ she said. ‘You will not cry out, you will not twitch and you will thank me for each stroke in future.’ Her booted feet came once more into my vision and placed themselves a foot apart as she looked down at me. ‘Stand up straight I want to see your face…’

	I stood straight and it gave me the excuse to once more run my fingers over the welt that she had given me. A hard bump of punished flesh, a line that crossed the cheeks of my ass and was painful to the touch. I looked into her eyes and what I saw was pure lust! Just as much as I was, Mummy was exhilarated by her display of power and I prayed that she would give in to the impulse.

	‘Did Mummy hurt you?’ she asked. ‘Has she made her little boy cry? Did he think that she was going to milk him?’

	I nodded. ‘Please Mummy!’ Her hand touched me and fondled my stiffness and she caught the ring in finger and thumb. ‘Have you been playing with yourself?’ 

	I shook my head. It was the truth, the last two weeks I had been far too sore and I was now desperate for relief. ‘Hmm,’ she said with a doubtful shake of the head. Her hand moved to the words written just above my cock and traced them as she smiled. ‘Has wifey seen what I did to you?’

	‘Yes Mummy.’

	‘And still, she has not thrown you out of the apartment? You are lucky to have such a forgiving wife…’ she said.

	‘She just laughed at me, Mummy,’ I managed to say and then the tears began to flow. Sobbing, I shook with the weeping that came from deep within. In my head was the thought that she was cuckolding me, allowing other men to fuck her while I stayed silent. I did not have the words for my distress and Mummy just stood and watched me with a raised eyebrow.

	‘Well boy,’ she said. ‘She has good reason to, you are a weakling and scarcely fit for anything except to be abused like the little boy you are!’

	‘Kneel there…’ her finger pointed at bare floorboards before the high-backed armchair and a sudden hope came to me. It seemed that things had changed, and perhaps not changed at all. Was this all just a show from Mummy and I was to be milked after all? I tried not to seem too eager and took the three steps to kneel in front of the armchair. She did not sit; but wandered over to the kitchen area as I watched in anticipation. There was a tilt of the hips, a studied sexuality that filled my head as she returned with a single glass and a bottle of red wine.

	‘I have decided that I am going to make a few changes,’ she said. ‘I’m sure that Pam will appreciate them. You are going to learn how to fuck, how to gratify a woman satisfactorily and perhaps she might just keep you if you learn well!’

	Now my hopes were at a peak! I kneeled looking at the hard laces on her boots as she crossed her legs and poured a glass of wine. If this was the price to pay, perhaps it was worth the cost! Glass in one hand, the cane threatening in the other, she crooked a finger, and I knew what was coming. I knew who was coming! I shuffled forward and laid my hard cock against the laces of the boots and looked up at Mummy hopefully. 

	‘I have another present for you,’ she said before sipping from the glass. ‘Something special that a friend recommended!’ The idea that she was discussing me with some friend caused me to choke and I made a small whine that triggered a smile. ‘Not another little tattoo on that pasty skin of yours, boy! There will be more, but not yet, that can wait. First, you need to understand that I will decide when you are drained, not your wife, certainly not you, only Mummy decides when you are allowed to come.’

	‘I promise, Mummy,’ I said as fervently as I could. ‘Only you.’

	‘That’s right, but once you are outside my control you will not remember that promise, will you boy?’ she said. ‘You will think that you can cheat and play with yourself, and Mummy will never know! Hands will stray, you will say to yourself that it is fine if you just cheat a little…’

	‘Please Mummy, I will never cheat…’

	‘Yes, you will, if it is possible,’ she said. The cane moved and I braced myself, but she just ran the tip of it along my back and sat back with a reflective sigh. ‘You are a cheater boy, admit it.’

	She was right of course, but I could never admit it. ‘Really, I promise,’ I said. ‘I am yours forever, Mummy!’

	She allowed the discussion to drop, and the cane tapped her raised knee. ‘Nice and slowly, boy. Let’s squeeze you dry of all that slime on mummy’s knee…’ I lifted a little and felt a surge of excitement as the hard laces rubbed at me. Mummy put down the glass and dipped her gloved hand into the wine, then she pressed the wet hand on my cock and smiled. ‘That’s right, slow strokes and perhaps there will be more for a good boy!’

	All other thoughts were swept from my head as I tilted my hips and rubbed between palm and laces. Stretched to the limit, the ring caught on one of the eyelets of the laces and I moved my hand to free it. Her hand brushed mine away and I discovered that my cock was trapped, and I dared not move it. It was her hand, rubbing up and down that caused me to come for her. It teased the tip, ran a fingertip slowly at the rim of the tip and then up and down again. All the while a satisfied smile played on her lips, as she changed hands and took up the glass. It was almost as if she had no part of it, sipping the wine delicately as she watched my face as the storm gathered. Indifferent to me, her hand played, the cane against the skin of my legs, the hand that held the glass dripping red wine as I groaned and spurted onto the patent leather and tight laces of her boot.

	Her hand unhooked the ring and I moved back onto my haunches. The dripping come made pink by the wine dribbled on her stockings and boots, the hand with the cane moving to the armrest and her lips pursed as she sipped and regarded me with a distant look.

	‘That was the last for a while,’ she said coldly. ‘Occasionally I will reward you, but only when I fancy… Knees apart, back straight, now for my little gift!’ I did as bidden and she tapped my hands with the cane. ‘Behind your back, boy and look up, this will just take a moment.’

	I looked up at the ceiling and sensed that she was leaning forward, her hands taking my depleted cock and squeezing just a little. Then a touch of something hard and I was so tempted to look down to see what she was doing. ‘This will help you keep that promise, boy. When temptation comes your way, this will remind you that you really are Mummy’s boy!’

	Her hands squeezed and manipulated me, gathered in my balls and closed something hard around where they hung. It closed with a click and it nipped me. I flinched, but all I got was a chuckle in reply.

	‘Let’s see if wifey laughs at this,’ she said as I felt her wet my cock with the wine as she worked. ‘If she asks for the key, tell her that she can have a copy! I want to hear exactly what she says.’ I was being compressed, squeezed and forced, her strong fingers pressing and guiding, and I yelped as something was pressed into the tip of me. ‘Stay still and stop twitching boy, it’s a tight fit, but you’ll thank me for it.’ A tightness and then another click, and she sat back and I heard her sip at the wine. I still dared not look down, but now a heavy weight hung at my balls and cock, and I whined at the discomfort. 

	‘Very good, that should do the trick, make an honest boy of you,’ laughed Mummy. ‘You can look now!’

	The first thing I saw as I lowered my head was the phone in her hand as she took a photo of me. ‘No, please Mummy,’ I begged as the shutter sounded with a small sound. Then I looked down and my hands moved of their own accord.

	A wide shiny metal collar enclosed my balls and from it a padlock hung where it was locked to the tiny cage that enclosed me. It covered the head of me with a cap, a small hole at the very tip and enclosed me in a chromium plated prison that was locked to the ring embedded in my flesh. ‘Oh my God,’ I gasped as I felt the infernal device. ‘I’ll never get this off…’ 

	Ignoring the lack of title, Mummy just laughed and said, ‘It’s not supposed to come off boy. This will help you keep your promise!’ from her fingers dangled two tiny keys for the padlock. I advise you to keep that cock from getting too eager!’

	Now I understood that infernal piercing! There was no way to slip from the guard of this cage, the small tube inserted an inch into me, and the anchor of my piercing held it firmly in place. Shrunken, constricted and under her control I was dismayed by the control that it gave her. She latched the keys onto the thin gold chain at her throat and stroked them sensuously. If you ever attempt to cut my little present off, boy,’ she said with a wicked smile. ‘Just remember the photos, how they will laugh in the office when I put them into your personnel file.’ I went cold and shivered and that seemed to excite her all the more. ‘Now, as a reward for being a good boy, we can start the lessons. Watch carefully and learn…’

	Mummy uncrossed her legs and now I could see the smooth latex that encased her cunt. It shaped to her, pressing in where the zipper lay, and she slowly opened herself with a gasp as the soft skin was revealed. It pressed outwards, the soft inner labia swelling outwards as the flesh parted. ‘You are going to learn what I like,’ she murmured as the zipper reached towards her belly and her wetness was revealed. ‘This is where you will suckle me and make me come…’

	As she spoke, her fingers dipped and then slid through that soft furrow, teasing her swelling clitoris from its hiding place, massaging the opening and then moving in small circles. I had seen it before, watched her climax, but it had not been like this. So intimate and close, fingers moving slowly, applying pressure and sliding out of sight as she fucked herself. Her eyes watched me, and her lips opened, then her gaze moved to the tattoo and the metal cage that held me so tight. It was those signs of her absolute power over me that initiated her climax, the touch of her hands was almost not required. ‘Hands behind your back, boy,’ she breathed. ‘This is what you can never have…’

	Those words were the trigger, her thighs clenched and shivered, the heels of her boots twitching as both hands teased her flesh. On holding her wide, the other sliding and circling before honing on her clitoris and giving the coup-de-grace. A small cry, a shiver that caused her to slide down a little and drop her heels to the floor to brace herself and then suddenly her thighs cramped tight, and she twisted a little and exhaled with a sigh.

	Replete, Mummy just lay there and patted her wet pussy gently as she uttered a small chuckle. ‘That’s what you are going to learn, boy! Your lips and tongue making me come time and time again until I am satisfied,’ she said. ‘And, when you have the basics learned, there are lots of other little pleasures that I have planned for myself.’

	‘It hurts, Mummy,’ I whined. The words, the pornographic show of Mummy coming before my eyes and my own inner conflict had caused my cock to try to break free of its prison.

	‘It’s supposed to, boy,’ she laughed. ‘You will learn to control yourself; you will discover that complaining just brings the cane, you will learn to crawl at my feet and serve me. You are my little bitch-boy now, an amusing little plaything for my enjoyment! Just one foot out of line and I will expose you for what you are!’

	There it was, out in the light of day, blackmail clear and exposed.

	‘I’ll be good, Mummy,’ I begged as the swelling subsided. Something in the flat ring of metal at the base of the device hurt so badly that my stiffness could not sustain itself. 

	‘No, not just good. You will be perfect!’ she said.



	
Chapter 11 Pamela

	 

	My phone buzzed when I was sitting at the end of the bar, flirting with the barman and a handsome guy in a suit, lifting the cocktail that he had risked to hook me, as I gave him his reward by crossing my legs and allowing my skirt to ride up a little. There is a set of rules to pick-ups that I had relearned in the last few weeks. A flirtatious series of come-ons that come naturally when horniness overcomes propriety. Give a little, be sure he is the right one, judge his needs and reap the whirlwind. It made me realize just how barren the last few years had been with Greg. How the sex had faded, the interest had drowned in a sea of work and boring routine. Now it had awakened once more and the Pam that had fucked so gloriously in cars, on the beds of pick-ups and against alley walls was returning and I reveled in the excitement.

	I shrugged and took my phone to see what the office wanted, but instead I realized that it was a message from Josie. Guarding the face of the phone from the attentive man that had now got up the nerve to place a hand on my bare exposed knee, I looked at the photos that she had sent, and a shiver of delight caused me to laugh. ‘I think that you need to see this,’ was the message below a picture of my husband kneeling naked on bare boards. His hands were behind his back, a desperate look on his face, but what made me laugh was the metal that clasped that cheating cock of his, a small padlock hanging between his thighs. When she had said that she would restrain him, I had never dreamed that it would be like this!

	I was just about to slip the phone back in my purse when it buzzed again and another photo and message was displayed. ‘If you want a key?’ was displayed over the second photo that showed a gloved hand lifting the pathetic caged cock and displaying a broad ring that clasped the root of his balls. From it a padlock hung just where it would rub on the shiny taut skin of those plums and that held a rod that was welded to the tiny metal cage that encased his cock. I tapped at the phone and then had a thought. Lifting it, I took a picture of the avid stranger who was going to fuck me, and I said, ‘My friend wants to know who I am fucking tonight!’ 

	He grinned in self-satisfaction, and I added a small note to the message. ‘Tonight’s fuck!’ and sent it with a touch. 

	I slipped the phone into my purse and heard it buzz again, but resisted the urge to look. ‘I love fucking real men,’ I said as I displayed my wedding band on an outstretched hand. ‘Hubby is such a wanker and I need a real cock inside me!’

	I think that I was coming on so strong that it caused the guy to flinch! I had not even got his name yet, but already I had decided that he was the one tonight. He recovered and said, ‘I love fucking women who know when they see quality!’ Plenty of ego on display, a good sign. Those men pride themselves on making a woman scream, this would be fun. 

	‘Your place or mine?’  I asked.

	‘Hubby’s away?’ he asked cautiously.

	‘He’s never there, even when he is,’ I said. He looked doubtful and I realized that I was being just too much of a slut for him. ‘Your place…’

	‘Sounds good,’ he said. ‘Names?’

	‘No names, just this,’ I answered as I leaned forward and patted the stiff bump in his pants. 

	He paid the tab and we headed into the night. It was freezing cold on the street and we clasped a moment before heading for his car. As he drove, I unzipped him and gave him a slow hand job that would slow him down when we got to his place. 

	It would be a great fuck, I decided as I lapped the come from his cock. Just what I needed, because I was so horny and already longing to see the next message.

	When I got home that night, after midnight it was, Greg had not returned. I could not believe that Josie had kept him going for hours, it had been hours since that last message that showed him kissing her heels and the soles of her boots, and I wondered where he was. Perhaps he was out cutting off that delicious chastity cage and would storm home and pack up to leave? The thought had me starting to get anxious and I decided to wait up and face him when he returned. I even got as far as trying to figure if the photos on my phone could be used in a divorce! An hour slipped by and I really started to worry! What if he had done something silly with himself, or had an accident, or… Having a drink calmed me and when I heard the front door of the apartment open, I breathed a sigh of relief at the familiar sound of Greg kicking off his shoes. 

	He came into the room and there was a surprised look on his face at me sitting on the sofa with a drink in my hand. ‘You’ve been to Mummy’s, haven’t you?’ I said accusingly. His lips moved as if he were about to argue and then he turned and walked to the window, facing away from me. The hand raised to his face wiping the tears from his cheeks. 

	‘I had to,’ was his reply. There was a sort of whiney self-pity in his tone that told me all I needed to know. 

	‘In future, you will tell me before a visit and not afterwards like this,’ I said. ‘Mummy’s little boy should not be out when his wife does not know where he is, I want to keep tabs on you!’

	The tears wiped away, but his eyes still brimming, he turned to me and hung his head. ‘I drove around, I needed to think!’

	‘Next time come straight home and we’ll discuss it,’ I said, and he slumped in the armchair opposite and stared at my feet. ‘I was worried…’

	‘I’m so sorry, please…’ he said and then the sobbing started again. I told him to pull himself together and pulled my feet up on the sofa beside me. Fascinated, I watched his eyes follow their movement and I remembered the photo that Josie had sent. An interesting thought entered my head and I chuckled before I could stop myself. 

	‘I’m waiting,’ I said, and Greg wiped his face again and tried to compose himself. His eyes flickered up again and when they met mine they went straight back to my feet as if by magic. God but she had him so well trained.

	‘I can’t,’ he begged. ‘Please Pam. Can’t we just go back, rewind and get back together again like it was…’

	‘It’s far too late for that, Greg,’ I replied.  ‘Meet reality, bitch! Do you want to know why?’ My husband nodded and I said, ‘You started this all off, you cheated on me and now you just want to set everything back the way it was? Really?’

	‘You’re cheating now,’ he said accusingly. ‘I know that you are!’

	‘It’s not cheating, it’s getting what I need after you played the field, Greg,’ I said. I had to be careful not to reveal anything that he would not know I knew, if you follow my drift. He needed to admit it and then I could afford to be less careful. ‘Yes, I have been having fun and I have to say that I am enjoying every moment!’

	‘So, can we forget and forgive?’ he begged, persisting in his fantasy of how it was going to be from now on. ‘Please?’

	‘You think that that makes us equals?' I laughed. 'No, and if you don’t want to be thrown out on your ass, then you won’t mention it again,’ I said. ‘I’m off to bed, I suggest that you just think about whose good graces you are relying on and do as you’re told.’

	Greg finally looked me in the eye and nodded. It was as if he had crumpled up before me when his silly arguments were not accepted. All I felt at that moment was contempt for him and I longed to have him kneel at my feet and kiss my shoes just as his lover was making him do. But there was one last thing to do to humiliate and break him to my hand. I needed my husband to reveal what Josie had done to him of his own accord and my mind raced as I worked the problem over. ‘You really are a sucker,’ I said. ‘Whenever she crooks her finger you just come.’ I started to laugh at the pun and wagged a finger at him. ‘What did you do for her this time, Greg?’

	‘I wanted to break it off, Pam. Really I did,’ he said. ‘I went there all ready for it and she…’ His words faded and he looked down again. I lowered a foot to the floor, watching to see if his eyes followed it. Then I crossed my legs just as I had in the bar earlier that evening and allowed the shoe to dangle from my toes. The movement was instinctive, somehow I just knew it would work!

	He sat for a minute, entranced by my swinging stiletto and I broke the stalemate by crooking my finger and causing him to lock eyes with me again. ‘Not good enough, Greg. Saying that you want to escape her and doing it are two different things. The truth is that you love what she does to you and you need it…’

	At last, he moved, unbuttoning his shirt as he stood. ‘I’m certainly not in the mood,’ I said, but he shook his head and dropped his jeans. 

	‘This is what she did to me!’ he wailed as his hands first covered the metal bound cock and then moved aside. ‘I can’t get it off and she said and…’

	Keeping my face straight was a losing battle, I leaned forward to get a good look and reached out. The weight of it was impressive, the incredibly short series of bars that joined the enclosing cap to the ring at the base made me almost wonder how she had even managed to get it on. ‘You really are Mummy’s boy now,’ I laughed. ‘Serves you right, bitch. You had it coming.’ My hand moved over the stretched naked balls and felt the tightness of the collar. There was a hinge and the thin line of a join, but I could not see how it came off. The sudden thought that it did not caused another laugh. ‘I’ll bet that she wears the key,’ I said. ‘At least you won’t be cheating on her, I should have done this years ago!’

	‘It hurts me,’ he complained. Sure enough, the flesh of his prick was starting to bulge between the bars as I fondled him and he winced and sat back down on the armchair, his legs wide. ‘I couldn’t stop her, she told me that cutting it off… she blackmailed me, and I don’t know what to do.’

	I uncrossed my legs and felt a shiver run through me. Greg’s futile pleadings were turning me on, and I felt an overwhelming surge of potential at his submission. He needed my help, he knew that only I could free him and was begging to have me tell him to cut it off, tell his evil lover to go to hell and dare her to expose him. After all, she was complicit and all he had to do was push back at her. What Greg had not yet fully comprehended was that I was not his savior, I was his nemesis just as much as Josie. Perhaps more so! I was enjoying his misery and was about to compound it in a way that would put him in my hands. Perhaps even more than Josie could ever imagine. She was a friend, but she was also a competitor in the game that she had started and losing was not in my blood.

	‘I’ll tell you what to do,’ I said severely. ‘Do as you’re told, bitch! I expect that you will report each and every word she ever says, whatever she does and whatever you do! You will record it all in a diary that begins tonight and every week we will read it together so that I can see that you are behaving yourself!’ My legs opened and I slowly pulled up the hem of my dress.  He was transfixed and whimpered when he saw the come dripping through my lacy panties. ‘Do you understand, Greg. I will suffer your pathetic presence if you behave yourself and beg to stay! Otherwise, you and your fetish obsessions can walk right out the door forever.’

	‘Please don’t,’ he begged and he slid a little on the chair and started to sob again. ‘I can’t live without you…’

	‘You made me what I’ve become,’ I announced. ‘This is a last chance to get out with at least a little manhood intact. If you stay, then it’s my rules!’

	Was there a moment of hesitation? I think so, but it lasted the blink of an eye. I closed my legs and crossed them again and crooked a finger, just as I’m sure that Josie did every time. Greg slipped from the chair to all fours, took a step and looked up at me, and then he kissed the heel of my shoe. His lips pursed as he kissed and slobbered in abject submission, my raw pussy clenched, and I felt the wetness of all that load start to trickle. A heady emotion filled me as my bitch sucked in the heel and then whimpered as the steel bit him hard. I could feel the sticky come dripping from me, the sensitivity that only comes after a good fuck and I knew that this was what I wanted. This was what I loved!

	There was one more thing to do before dismissing him and I chuckled to myself as I sent the photo to Josie. A little competition had clearly begun, and it was only right to know that I had accepted the challenge.

	‘Do a proper job and then off to bed with you,’ I said as I placed the phone on the armrest. ‘I have an appointment with a vibrator that is ten times the man that you are!’

	I now knew that I could do anything to him. 

	And… I would, if it brought me pleasure.

	 


Chapter 12 Josephine

	 

	He went with his tail between his legs, I had left him no choice! When the door closed, I stood looking out of the window and felt a strange sense of relief. Somehow it had all worked out, poor little hubby, his wife out fucking while he started to learn what it was to belong to me. Held in place by a desperation that had no exit route, held in place by the evil device that I had fitted him with. I had not been able to resist the impulse to send Pam those messages, right before his eyes, little knowing that the friend that I had in mind was his wife! So, as I recovered from the last hour of finally asserting my control, I came down with a pleasant warm feeling that between us both, Greg had no chance at all! 

	And yet, it was all his own doing. I mean, we are in the real world here and cutting off a small padlock, divorcing a wife who was being filled with another man's cock night after night, pulling himself into order and breaking free, these were all things that he could have done if he had just had it in him. He could have, but he could not. If he sat and thought about it, there was no way that I could carry out my threat to expose him in the office, it would have been the end of me as well! But that’s the way it works when a man is broken. Nothing but the terror of being pulled down has any meaning, only the feeling of the steel around his balls that stimulates and intimidates can be focused on. It’s all about the point of view of the observer. The thought of the key around my neck on a chain having more effect than the lock itself. I know that now, but at the time I really did think that he might just find the strength to escape as he wanted to. 

	The little message from Pam late that night confirmed what I had thought. She had joined the game in the most intoxicating way. There was Greg, suckling on her kitten heels as if to show that she had as great a grip on him as I. It was almost a challenge and I accepted it with a simple winking emoji that said more than a thousand words ever could.

	Now that I had him, I had to hold on to him, win the game! Eve had plenty of ideas as to how that could happen. To start with, I slipped the key onto an ankle-chain on display like a piece of jewelry. No every time that he saw me at work, he was reminded of just who had him on a leash. The second strategy was to let him out! Once a week for the next month or more, I unlocked him and drained him over my boots, each time making it an uncomfortable experience, especially when I discovered that he was so desperate, his attention to my lessons was absolute. The moment had come to teach him to serve, and I luxuriated in the gratification of his devotion to my pleasure.

	Small touches at first, teasing and taunting him, allowing my boy to kiss his way from my heels to my thighs as I relaxed and enjoyed the abject submission. After a couple of weeks, I moved him further and introduced a new element in the game. All the time, photos moved between the three of us. Pam, Eve and I. Eve the bystander who was becoming ever more hooked and eager, Pam who was discovering herself and becoming more selective in her choices of casual fucks and I in the meantime, molding a toy that would bring endless pleasure.

	Unspoken, but accepted by both the women in Greg’s life, there was a conflict that pulled him ever deeper. On one hand the bitch that was testing his limits, on the other hand the wife who was cuckolding and reducing her pathetic husband to helplessness. He had no escape; between us we controlled every breath he took. 

	And I loved it!

	Last of all, there was Eve. A bystander, a watcher who longed to be a part of my life. I knew that she fancied her chances with me and perhaps if she had dared make her move in those first few weeks, I might have succumbed to an approach. But what she had done to me and what I had done to myself had changed me, brought self-awareness and intensity. I knew that it would come, that approach from her. I knew that Eve thought that she could dangle me from a string… 

	When she finally made her move, would she get a shock as her creation faced the creator.



	
Chapter 13 Eve

	 

	You ask, why have you waited so long? I answer, because I was terrified! I knew that if I made some sort of move, some sort of pass with Josie and she rebuffed me there might well not be another. So possible moments came and went and all the while I hesitated to make a move! But the pressure was mounting. I was caught in a cleft stick partly of my own making. As I nurtured her need to dominate, I was making it ever tougher to step forward and get what I wanted… the trouble being, that I was not at all sure of what it was that I wanted. I wanted her, for sure, but how? 

	So, I had bided my time, waited and waited, just waiting for an opening that guaranteed success. The balance was changing, Josie and Pam were a new constellation, Fran taking a step back. Somehow, I needed leverage and then I realized that perhaps Vertex was the way forward. It had locked Josie to me and even allowed me to manipulate a little. Vertex was the means to my end, if I could just figure out how to use it. 

	So as the game started to reach its climax, I rolled the dice. I had been on the sidelines for too long, now was the moment to take my move.

	 


Book Four – Perception

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 01 Gregory

	 

	Caught between them both, blackmailed and in a helpless spiral. A wife that now flaunted her adultery and a lover that seemed almost in lockstep with her. Of course, I knew for certain that the two of them could not possibly be working together, Josie had stepped back from it because she knew that Pam would never ever talk to my lover, would never acknowledge her. Of that I was certain, I knew Pam was not one to play along to another’s tune; I understand women! It seemed that the best thing to do was to wait until the storm blew over, Pam had had her little revenge for my activities and then perhaps I could start over.

	Meanwhile, I could feel a flow of change happening at work. Chit-chat and laughing behind my back, snide comments in meetings, hints that they knew what a bind I was in, every one of them was laughing at me and it became ever more difficult to even hold a simple meeting, to enforce guidelines and be the organizer for all the projects we had on the go.

	Louise was at the center of it all, I knew it. With her sneering sly smiles, her spiteful double-entendres and the way that she swanned around and took advantage of my loss of respect with the team, she scored her points and had me at a loss as to how to deal with it all. I don’t think that Josie was fueling her, I think that she was just a bitch who thought it amusing to belittle me. While it was all just verbal, there was not much to be done. When it surfaced in writing I had to react or lose what little authority I had. Acutely aware of the hidden metal cage under my jeans, Josie’s personal mark on my skin as well as the way that she borderline flaunted our affair, I decided that a little discipline would be in order. I took that insulting mail and added a covering letter for HR and knew that this time she had gone too far.

	A week passed and I almost forgot about it all. Not surprising really, because that night Josie allowed me almost to the brink and I was in seventh heaven. 

	It began, as it now almost always did, with her coming into my office and ordering me to kiss her feet. This was always a sure sign that she had an announcement to make. Perhaps a command to meet up and spend an evening spoiling her at some upmarket restaurant or that a visit to her place was in the offing. Not that I minded except for the fact that that damnable device always made its mark on me as I brushed the leather of her shoes with my lips.  The collar that circled my cock was studded on the inside and it soon made its presence felt. I could feel her eyes on me as I knelt, and I looked up hopefully to see her smiling down at me.

	‘Tonight, at seven. Boy,’ she said.

	‘Yes Mummy.’

	I stood up and waited to see if she required anything else and Josie’s hand lifted to stroke my cheek. It sounds like an affectionate gesture, but somehow it was almost frightening, and I felt anxious as she pursed her lips in thought and her finger and thumb took my ear and tugged a little. 

	‘You have an apology to make, boy,’ she said in a sweet tone. This was not a good sign at all, and I waited to see what she required. ‘You really have stirred up a hornet’s nest, Greg! I am not at all pleased with you.’

	When she used my name, it was a clear sign of disapproval!

	‘I don’t understand, Mummy,’ I said, wondering how I had earned this ticking off.  The hand that tugged at my ear loosened its grip and slid down to my neck. Holding under my chin and fixing my gaze to hers. ‘I have been a good boy…’

	The grip tightened and held me in position and her face moved just a fraction closer to mine. ‘No you haven’t, I have been called to a disciplinary hearing by HR,’ she said. ‘What did you even think that you were doing?’

	Now I understood and I shuddered in anxiety. It had been quiet for a week, but things had moved in the background. The HR department is like that, a sort of internal secret police that lurk behind the scenes and then move with an unstoppable grinding of gears. I knew that I was in the right and justified my actions. ‘Mummy,’ I said as her eyebrows dipped. ‘This is nothing to do with you or us, it is about running the team!’

	When the slap came, it was completely unexpected. I never saw it coming, her hand gripped me and the other hit my cheek with a sharp blow that caused me to yelp in surprise. ‘You will apologize to Louise, Greg! Calling you my bitch is just a turn of phrase, a small joke and nothing more even if it is true!’ 

	The next slap was in the making. I could see her stiffen as she waited for my answer. ‘If I apologize,’ I said, ‘then how can I run the team?’

	Her palm hit my other cheek with a force that had my head ringing. I could feel tears of shock in my eyes and I looked down and she said, ‘This is not a request, boy! I’m telling you to make an apology, express regret and explain that you and she have straightened it out. You seem to think that you are in a negotiation but actually you simply have to be obedient.’

	At that moment, something happened that had never happened before! A disaster that caused me to step back from Mummy and from her grip.  My cheeks were bright red in shame as the door opened and Louise walked in! She didn’t even close the door immediately and I caught a fleeting glimpse of the others in the office beyond. There was a smile on her face that did not bode well, and I stuttered some words to cover what was happening, ‘So just invoice them, Josie and we can…’ I said in a rush.

	My attempt to disguise what had just happened did not fool Louise, she laughed wickedly and said, ‘You really are her bitch, Greg!’ Josie stepped forward and her hand stroked my warm cheek again. I could see what was coming and I flinched, but she was too quick and slapped me a third time. 

	‘Perfect that Louise is here!’ said Josie. ‘Now make a fulsome apology and then we will help you write the mail for HR, boy!’

	My knees were weak, my head spinning from the blow and I heard Louise start to laugh. ‘I’m so sorry,’ I blabbed, but Mummy was clearly not satisfied with the act of contrition. She raised her hand for another slap and I flinched and begged, ‘Please Mummy, I am so sorry that…’ the slap caught me mid-flow.

	‘Not good enough, boy! How do you beg pardon from Mummy?’ she said.  Louise stood open mouthed as she watched the small drama enacted before her, a smile playing on her lips as she watched Mummy discipline me. I cried out as the steel bit into me, somehow the whole scene was making me stiff as concrete and I winced as I tried to relieve the agony by bending forward a little. ‘That’s right, boy, on your knees!’ said Josie as she raised her hand again, mistaking my motion. ‘It’s where you belong!’

	There was a gasp from Louise as I kneeled, and Louise finally closed the door as I dropped to all fours. ‘Josie!’ said Louise in a shocked tone as I looked up. ‘Jesus Christ!’

	‘Now make your apology properly and show her that you have made a terrible mistake!’ commanded Josie. I had no escape, there was no exit, I blushed furiously and crawled over to where Josie stood and lowered my lips to her red kitten-heeled shoes. ‘I can’t hear anything,’ said Mummy. ‘Don’t mumble, tell her that you are sorry.’

	I’m not sure what words I used, but they elicited laughter from above as the two women made me repeat the words again and again before Mummy was satisfied that I was well and truly repentant. ‘That’s enough,’ said Louise at last and I was allowed to stand again. ‘Let this be a lesson to you, boy! There will be no more complaints unless we decide that there is a good reason. Now, let’s write that mail and we can forget that you ever thought that you could object about the truth!’

	Mummy and Louise dictated, I tapped the keyboard, and it was Louise that tapped the ‘send’ key. ‘There,’ said Josie, ‘it’s done. If my boy pulls a trick like this again, he won’t be able to sit for a week!’

	‘They won’t call it off,’ said Louise to my Mummy. 

	‘No, they won’t,’ said Josie. ‘But that’s his problem! Next time he will find himself accused of sexual misconduct! I think that I have at least one witness…’ She winked and Louise burst into laughter as I blushed and tears filled my eyes.

	‘He touched me inappropriately,’ said Louise with a giggle as a terrified look came on my face. ‘Fucking little pervert! On my ass…’

	‘You see, boy,’ said Josie with a shrug. ‘There is no escape!’

	I sat at my desk and looked at them both. They were elated by their humiliation of me, and I really thought that Josie was about to invite her colleague to punish me. I was quaking in terror, a nightmare that would never end.  Mummy said, ‘Greg and I need a few moments alone…’

	Louise shrugged and winked, and as she left my office she stopped as if to say something, looked back and then just chuckled as she left.  

	‘I think that you understand now,’ said Mummy. ‘One word out of line and I will make sure that you are out of the fucking door. No one hires when the accusation is sexual harassment, you will be finished… Make sure that you treat Louise with proper respect in future!’ A small smile played on her lips as she switched from bad cop to the good one. ‘Apologies are difficult, I know,’ said Mummy as she leaned over my desk and stoked my cheek with a change of tone that was almost menacing. I braced myself, but the affection seemed genuine. She tweaked my ear as If I were a playful puppy and continued, ‘I am glad that you did so well, perhaps tonight there will be a reward?’

	There were tears in my eyes, my cheeks were hot with the aftermath of her slaps as well as my humiliation at her hands, all I could see was the small key that dangled between her breasts on the gold chain. It hung there like a talisman, a promise and I was almost mesmerized as it swung. 

	‘I’m so sorry, Mummy,’ I said. ‘I just wanted…’

	‘It doesn’t matter what you want, boy,’ she said soothingly. ‘It only matters what I want. Remember that!’



	
Chapter 02 Josephine

	 

	Oh my God, how my little victim was suffering! If he hadn’t made that complaint, I would never have dared take it all openly into the office. Louise was perfect, a real gem. She took it all in her stride, and when we got together later, we laughed about how I had him on the hook and could see that she was sort of excited about having her boss crawl at her feet. ‘Just make sure that he does it all the time when you have a chance,’ I said by way of advice. ‘Just remember, it takes time to develop…’

	‘What a pervert,’ she said. ‘I mean I knew that you both were fucking but…’

	I shook my head and she started to laugh again. ‘Follow my lead,’ I said. ‘In time we’ll have a housetrained boss at our beck and call.’

	‘And the others?’ she asked. ‘In the team?’

	‘Our secret,’ I said. ‘At the moment!’

	With Greg well and truly under my thumb now, I found that I was looking forward to the little session that I had planned for him. I started to realize that before I could allow him to serve me as I wanted, he needed to be properly broken to my needs. That small scene in his office was the signal, and at last I could start to make proper use of him. 

	So far, I had allowed him to kiss the tops of my thighs as I frigged myself, the time had arrived when he would learn how to gratify me properly! Not that I wanted that cock of his anywhere near my pussy, but in the last six months I had not permitted any real direct contact, just a spectator’s view, a pornographic vision that had him longing to be granted the intimacy he longed for. Setting the scene has far more importance that most give credit for. I spent an hour preparing for his arrival and by the time that the intercom buzzed I was on a total high. 

	As usual he brought some roses, an adorable little habit that was in complete contrast to what always happened in my apartment. Men can be so ridiculous; they think that little rituals and a few pathetic gestures mean so much and most women seem to fall for it. I think that I loved the roses from him because it was such a clear signal that he did not even begin to understand what motivated me. In his mind he still actually believed that this was an affair and that amused me more than I can say. 

	The visit started as it always did now. On his knees, crawling to kiss the toes of my boots before he stripped naked. Then I inspected the chastity cage teasing him as the erection was suppressed to just the shiny, stretched cock bulging through the bars and weeping for Mummy as she tormented him and squeezed his balls. Occasionally I allowed him out, this time was not one of those moments. I wanted him desperate and eager and not relieved and milked. I’m sure that he had not noticed that each release from the clasp of that steel mistress of his manhood was farther apart. After all, it had just been a week or two and the pattern had not yet asserted itself.

	The aim, of course, was that there would come a point when release would only happen with months between. Finally, the cage would be sealed, the lock removed and replaced by a steel rivet, proper climax would be a distant dream and frustrated relief the only rule. Still, at this point, Greg was quite unaware of what I had in store and still had hope of being permitted to fuck his owner. I still had to tell Pam what my strategy was, but I was sure that she would approve! Already I had several photos of how she had him crawling at her feet and this would dovetail to her needs so perfectly.

	So, I teased a little before putting his hands behind his back and fettering them. I wanted my boy to understand that his hands were not required or desired, and the signal that it gave just excited him all the more. 

	‘Mummy wants you to concentrate on what she wants,’ I said as I took my place on my armchair. He nodded and a pained expression came on his face as the steel studs pressed ever harder into the hardness of his cock. I ignored it and stroked his cheek. ‘Mummy wants her boy to fuck her deep!’ I said. ‘Now kneel and move nice and close.’

	Torn between his need and the agony, Greg kneeled on the floor between my open legs and watched as I played with myself a little. I was so wet that I was actually dripping! I could feel how I distended as my pussy swelled at the first touch and I couldn't help but slowly frig myself to a climax as my fettered, kneeling watcher longed to take part. It was not in the script, but I improvised and enjoyed the foreplay as I played with myself. 

	‘Are you ready?’ I asked.

	‘Thank you, Mummy,’ he said. 

	I leaned forward and pulled at him, and he shuffled forwards as I fingered the key at my throat as if considering release. He groaned at the bite of my little evil steel helper, and I reached down to where I had hidden my secret weapon between cushion and chair. I could feel the hard rubber of it under my fingers and almost gasped as I slowly brought it into view and looked at what my lover would soon be using to gratify me. At least as big as Greg, the dildo was encircled by the pattern of veins and undulations, a couple of straps dangling from the balls at the base. 

	‘Practice makes perfect!’  I said as I held it up to his disappointed gaze. ‘First we need to show you what Mummy wants from her little boy. Hold still!’

	‘Please let me,’ he whined. ‘I promise that I’ll be good, Mummy!’

	‘One step at a time, boy,’ I said. ‘Mummy is going to let you fuck her and this is how she has decided to teach you what she wants…’

	I reached out and encircled him with the straps. It was a bit of a fumble to get them on properly, one around his ass, the other underneath and through to leave his brand new cock standing just over the shiny metal that dripped from its tip. He looked down and then back up to me and said, ‘Please…’ 

	‘Show me what you can do,’ I said. My hands pulled a little and guided him and it touched me. Smooth and slick with my excitement, it parted me and I gasped as it entered. ‘Nice and slow, boy,’ I breathed, my hands feeling it slide into me slowly, opening me, filling me. 

	My boy groaned in frustration and the sound just thrilled me as I drew him close and felt his hips press on my thighs. I felt the hard rubber balls press to the cheeks of my ass and then pull back and sighed with satisfaction. I could feel the shape of it deep inside, then the ruts and creases in the shaft as it retreated. ‘That’s good, now a nice slow rhythm, Mummy wants to feel her little boy’s fat rubber cock deep inside at each and every stroke.' 

	My hands guided his hips, keeping him straight and smooth as each stroke filled me. Once he had the tempo my fingers moved to where rubber and swollen wet flesh met and I lay back and reveled in the sensation. There is such a difference between using a vibrator or dildo on oneself and having another do the work so that I can concentrate on touching and teasing myself to a climax. I could see the tears streaming down his cheeks as he fucked me, half sheer disappointment and frustration, the other half the grip of steel on his caged cock as he fucked, going through the motions without any physical relief. 

	‘Make me come, boy,’ I moaned. ‘Fuck your Mummy and show her what you can do with a little help…’

	He speeded a little, the strain of the last minutes’ efforts bringing a sheen of sweat to his naked body as he worked, and I climaxed with a cry that caused him to hesitate. ‘Don’t you dare stop!’ I screamed at him, ‘Fuck me!’

	The second climax was quite different! No build up, just a rising wave of pleasure that caused me to slide onto that perfect cock and take it deeper than ever. My thighs clamped on his hips, the heels of my boots on the backs of his calves, pressing deep against the taut muscle, causing Greg to cry out just as I orgasmed again. 

	Now he was still, knowing that it was over at last, the soles of my boots trapping his legs, the dildo still so deep inside me. I chilled a few minutes and then slowly allowed him to withdraw. It came out with a small sucking sound, and he obediently stayed kneeling there while I looked up at him and fiddled with the key at my neck.

	‘Is this what you want?’ I asked him slyly. ‘Do you think that you did well enough for Mummy to reward her boy?’

	‘Only Mummy can decide,’ he muttered as I lifted my heels from him and sat up in the chair. 

	‘That’s right, well done,’ I said. I had not planned to milk him, but it seemed that a reinforcement would help him recover from being used so cold-bloodedly and perhaps seal in the lesson.

	‘Only Mummy can decide! I slowly undid the chain and let the key dangle from my hand. His longing looks at the hanging key swayed me, and I leaned forward around him to release his wrists.  I left the wet dildo in place and cupped his balls. ‘If Mummy releases you, then you will have to be punished as well,’ I announced. ‘She is still angry that you made such a scene at work. I am keeping a tally and it needs to be fair! So, what is it to be, Greg?’ I asked, using his name to underline my point. ‘A nice little milking and the cane, or stay locked up until next time? You choose, boy!’

	There was no hesitation at all! ‘Please milk me Mummy,’ he said, feeling me massage his balls to help him make up his mind. ‘I want to come for Mummy!’

	‘Fetch my cane, boy,’ I ordered. Greg made a small bow and padded across the room. ‘I’ll have a drink as well,’ I announced as he reached the small drinks cabinet where the cane leaned on the wall. He returned with the drink and cane and presented them both reverently. Each step that he took pained him, the anticipation of release causing the studded collar to bite hard.

	I took my time releasing him, the small click of the lock causing him to gasp. It took a moment to get him out of the restraint, his swollen and bruised cock fighting my attempts to slip it off and ease the tube from the head of it. He jumped at each pull, and I had to slap his ass before he stood still. At last, it could swell and stand rigid for me, and I soothed and stroked it gently while he moaned at my touch. I think that Greg was expecting to be permitted to rub on my boots, but another lesson had to be taught. That I was no longer going to pander to his needs but require that he do all of the work from now on!

	‘Kneel straight, boy,’ I said as I stood over him. He looked up at me and then back down to my boots. ‘That’s right, boy, I want you to imagine them rubbing on that little cock of yours as you wank off for me!’ His hands immediately went to his sore manhood and I tapped at them with the cane. ‘I’ll give you two minutes to milk it. When I say, you can begin!’

	As he kneeled, waiting for permission I strolled around him, touching his ass with a light touch of my cane before circling around to take a position to the side. ‘Mummy will give you a stroke of the cane for each one of your hands,’ I said and waited a moment for it to register. ‘You may begin…’

	Nervously he cradled his bruised erection almost as if touching it for the first time. I tapped his ass, ‘I am waiting, get a move on, we haven’t got all night… Mummy’s patience is not endless.’

	‘Sorry Mummy,’ he whispered.

	Slowly he risked the first movement, and I gave a light stroke on his ass. It was delightful, matching his every move with stinging cuts of the whippy cane. I slowed him so that I could keep pace and that slowed his peak to allow me to make sure that he suffered at each moment of pleasure. His breath changed, becoming a deep breath that signaled climax and I swiped at his hands.

	‘No more,’ I ordered and was gratified to watch as his hand dropped clear and the cock stood straight and high and began to pump come that drizzled the length of it. It pumped and pumped as if there were gallons to be drained and Greg looked up from my feet in desperation as the uncontrollable ruined climax came to a close with his cock drooping and shrinking. 

	‘Was that what you wanted?’ I asked.

	‘Yes, thank you Mummy,’ he said in a tone that told me that it was exactly not what he had been hoping for. Bled dry without a climax, drained for Mummy’s pleasure. His ass was striped with the welts from the cane, his thighs shook with the efforts of the last hour, and he was almost wheezing with the effort to come. A most satisfactory lesson, I decided. 

	‘Put it back on, Mummy doesn’t want to touch it,’ I said. ‘It’s only because you fucked Mummy so well that she doesn’t give you the second caning that you deserve!’

	‘Thank you, Mummy,’ he said as I watched him lock himself up again. I thought that he was going to slyly not make sure that his cock ring was not hooked in properly, but it was just the fumbling of his trembling fingers that caused the pause as he struggled to line up the restraint. Just for show, I inspected him and rewarded him with a little praise for being such a good boy. 

	For good measure I took a photo of him wearing my rubber cock and kept him naked. I kept him standing for a couple of hours, toying with the idea of another fuck, teasing him a little and enjoying him fetching drinks and standing by as I relaxed and enjoyed having a willing servant for the evening. ‘You are slowly improving, I said, giving the hinted at idea that possibly the dildo could be dispensed with. ‘Once you are proficient…’ It was time to bring a close to the evening by eleven and I had him dress under my eye and released him to go home.

	My words seemed to give him the prospect of more and he actually thanked me properly. 

	Before a lover leaves, he should always kiss her feet. After all, respect is required!


Chapter 03 Pamela

	 

	There is something special about being able to do whatever I want. But, that’s not the thrill, the real excitement is being able to do what I want and make Greg watch it all play out. The first steps had been almost hesitant, finding my way as I learned how easy it is to fuck around, and it’s pretty easy once the chains are off! Discovering how to make a move and balancing security with pleasure, testing ideas in my mind and then making the fantasy real. With Josie prompting me to make greater efforts, I actually ran out of ideas and wondered how to get one up on that cute picture of my husband waiting to be abused by his lover. 

	Not a lover, actually, perhaps that had been at the beginning, now she owned him, body and soul. Not merely a woman who waited as the married man threw her the crumbs from the table; a mistress in the sense of ownership! Sex had never been crucial for me, now it became an obsession. The nights when no partner was suitable, those nights I was truly bereft.

	Then there was Eve. I couldn’t quite figure out how she fitted in at first. A woman twenty years older who seemed almost like a hanger-on with Josie.  Intimate with what was going on with Greg, but I think that he had never even met her. I started to think that she was Josie’s lover, but then that didn’t fit the facts either. I nearly fell off my chair when Josie said that Eve was the money behind Vertex, that bought our firm from the partners, and that Josie was a director. She gave it away with a laugh and said, ‘I know why she did it, Eve has fallen in lust with me!’

	‘And?’ I asked. ‘Have you?’

	‘Of course not!’ she chuckled. ‘I keep her dangling, sort of edging her!’

	‘Do you hold everyone at arm's-length?’ I asked.

	She just shrugged with a knowing grin and then raised an eyebrow. ‘Eve was sort of the instigator of this whole affair,’ she said. ‘She manipulated me, or at least she thought that she did. She’s not at arms-length, she’s so close I can feel her desperation. Sooner or later she will make a pass at me and I will have to decide…’

	‘You can be quite cold,’ I answered.

	‘Not cold, just fully aware, babes,’ she said. ‘On my terms is the rule! I have given up on allowing others to pull my strings.’

	So, will you?’ I said, fascinated by this view into what was going on behind the scenes and in her mind. ‘I mean, sleep with her?’

	Josie shrugged, ‘I haven’t decided yet, on the one hand I owe her big-time, on the other she’s not what I had in mind… I mean, I am not all that attracted physically, it’s more an abstract thing. She was sort of the one that got me into this… perhaps on my terms.’

	‘I thought that Frances started it,’ I said.

	‘She kicked it off, but Eve was the one who pushed hardest,’ said Josie. ‘I can see that now, though she was being subtle.’

	‘And me?’ I asked with a grin. 

	‘Do I fancy you?’ asked Josie with a sort of naïve expression. I nodded and found that I was on tenterhooks. She waited a few seconds to build up the tension and then bounced it back. ‘Would you?’ she asked.

	‘I don’t know,’ I stuttered in confusion. ‘I mean, I have never…’

	Josie laughed and leaned to take my hand. ‘You’re a married woman, Pam. How could you even consider it?’ That brought us both to tears of laughter as she added, ‘I would be fucking husband and wife, how cool is that?’

	‘I thought that you were not fucking Greg!’ I said. 

	‘I’m fucking him over though,’ she replied.

	‘It’s too complicated for me,’ I said. ‘So many crossed lines. I’m a lawyer and I don’t understand it all, my life is spiraling out of control.’

	‘Then give in to me,’ said Josie. There was a serious tone to her voice and the smile had vanished. A lump caught in my throat as I wondered what it would be like, a heat between my thighs that spoke of temptation. Excitement. But there was no way, and with Josie I knew that it would not just be an experiment for a night’s fun. It would quickly become serious. 

	‘Not now,’ I said, noncommittally. ‘Let’s try to keep the strands separate. I love cock too much and now that I can have it all…’ The truth was, Josie had become a close friend despite it all. What a strange turn of events that my husband’s lover had become my friend and not my friend my husband’s lover, as one might expect. My reply brought a smile to her lips.

	‘You are a good friend, even if you’re a rival in a way,’ she said. ‘We’ll have fun with Greg and see what happens next. Anyway, I have another fish to fry and you’re quite right. Let’s keep it like this and see where it all leads.’

	‘I’ll drink to that!’ I answered as I raised my glass.

	‘A trip down the road to hell for Greg,’ said Josie as she did likewise.

	I had misjudged the time, how it hastens by when one is not watching the clock! Josie had messaged me that Greg would be used, and I took it to mean that she intended to keep him all night! My phone buzzed another message at around nine, just as I was starting to get intimate with Paul. I glanced at the photo that Josie sent, and it almost made me envious! That kneeling little shit with the weapon still wet from use. Points scored for sure, and I knew that I would have to get one up to keep ahead! Time to show her what I could do!

	I had swiped right, and we met in a bar at seven. The photos that some men put on their details are often misleading, but Paul had not played any tricks, he did not need to. He was older than me, but a good-looking guy who dressed casually, but well. Carried himself well and was both genteel and sexual in a way that was a relief as he was just what I needed. Looking for sex and nothing more, a perfect man for me. I had been looking for a man that I could take home and Paul was just right! So, we dallied in the bar for an hour, got to know each other a little and I have to admit that I flirted shamelessly. Old fashioned! Such a pleasant evening. Paul took me to a good restaurant and wined and dined me and I responded with a little footsie under the table to show him my appreciation and what was on offer.

	At about eleven the bill was paid, the wine had been drunk and I decided to risk it. I invited him back and he agreed. It was eleven when we came back to the apartment and straight into the bedroom. Paul was all that I had hoped he would be, considerate and demanding, a man who had little problem making me scream as I came, perhaps not so well endowed, but a man that knew how and when to use it! Anyway, a blow job is better with a smaller cock, I am not an enthusiast for taking it in my throat. Sixty-nine is so much fun, I like to be the one on top, and he had no problem with that either. Feeling his tongue search my ass was a new sensation that had me almost choke on his cock, Paul was more than sufficient! When he spurted, I swallowed and we moved on to a more relaxed fuck after he recovered, a slow rocking shafting that left me gasping and running in sweat.

	I love it when a man comes inside me, it is like a surrender for both of us and riding him was the best it had been for ages. So many of the casuals that I had been fucking were so intent on their own pleasure that Paul stood out from them in more ways than one. 

	When it’s over, it’s over. Breakfast is not my thing, sex is! Paul and I swapped numbers, there was no doubt that we would meet again, but there were no strings attached. What we had in common was the need to swap and switch, an unspoken bond. He showered and dressed and disappeared into the night and I just lay naked on the rumpled and sweat drenched sheets with a feeling of complete satisfaction. I lay an hour in that dreamy post-coital dream before I slipped from the bed, put on a fresh pair of knickers and strolled into the living room for a drink.


Chapter 04 Gregory

	 

	I slipped into the apartment hoping not to meet my wife. Sore and bruised from Mummy’s fucking, what I needed was a drink and to hide from Pam! I poured a stiff drink, and drained it swiftly, feeling the warmth of the alcohol spread as I poured another. As I lifted the bottle, I heard it; the unmistakable sounds of raw and ecstatic sex! Pam’s voice in ever louder cries and the groans of the man that was fucking her. I froze and hurriedly put down my glass before heading for the bedroom.

	Mine not hers…

	She had the one with the ensuite, I had the guest bedroom with its single bed and flowery décor. It shares a stud wall with hers and now I could hear every sound of the sex that was taking place on the other side! Tonight it really was a stud wall! What could not be made out was filled in by my imagination as I stood, tears in my eyes. Pam had a lover in our bed, her bed, and I was listening to being cuckolded in every particular. 

	I could not help myself, I put my ear to the wall and listened! Voyeur to my own humiliation, an observer to what I had longed for, what I was missing. I heard the bed creak and thud, I heard them laugh and then his groans as she sucked him off, even his question about swallowing and her riposte that she just loved being rimmed! There were tears in my eyes as she goaded him on and then the slow fuck began that ended in her cries of passion. I pulled back from the wall, I wanted to hear no more! The sound of talking and a little laughter and the bedroom door opening. 

	Suddenly I had the premonition that the door to my room would open and I cowered as I heard more talking and then her bedroom door was closed, and the front door opened and it was banged shut with a small slam. It was one thing to know what Pam was doing, it was quite another to hear it in the raw. Her squeals of pleasure, his grunts of effort and gratification. That had been my place, the sweat running, her body slick and salty, the ooze of her pussy, the cries that she gave as she clung while I went deep. I winced as the chastity cage bit me hard and the erection died, as did my hopes. My hands fondled it, feeling the heavy collar at my balls, the faceless metal that trapped my cock.

	I needed a drink and wondered if I dare take the risk of venturing out, but the need was strong, and I dared myself to venture out and just grab a glass and the bottle to console myself in my room. Even just the bottle. Naked and exposed, I tiptoed out and slipped through the gloom. Bottle in one hand, glass in the other, a feeling of triumph in my head. 

	A click of a door handle, another and I was caught in the bright light as Pam stood naked in the open door of her bedroom. 

	‘What the fuck?’ she said as she stood and opened her mouth in shock. ‘I thought that you were on an all-nighter with that queen bitch of yours…’ 

	‘You brought him back,’ retorted. ‘You actually brought a man back here… to our apartment, to our bed.’

	Off balance for a moment, then she gathered her wits. ‘My bed, my fuck, my pleasure and most of all, my cunt bitch,’ she said. ‘Look at you, a pathetic crawling little cuck-of-a-husband, scarcely even worth the label! At least I don’t get my deviant pleasure from being caned by some leather clad, booted bitch!’

	‘You brought him back,’ I mumbled as I stood and saw her as I had when we had first met. Neat breasts, the nipples large like small cones of pink. Naked but for her knickers, slim with just a little curve, gym-fit and as sexy as hell. I winced at my own reaction and a sly smile came to her lips. 

	‘He’s twice the man you ever were,’ she said. ‘That cock filled me to the brim and more… He fucked me good and he’ll fuck me again if I have any say in the matter. You; your pathetic cock has become the property of that slut and she has even scribbled her mark on you…’

	‘I need a drink, this is not the time…’ I said trying to escape and taking a step towards my door. 

	‘You’re going nowhere, Greg!’ she said, though I could not say if she was being general or specific. ‘Did you hear us going at it? Did you hear how he made me scream as he ate me out and I gave him the best blow of his life? All you’re fit for is to be a cuck-hubby, seeing as how you are wearing a steel cage. I have never had so much fun…’ Though the look on her face spoke less about the fun of fucking some fly-by-night and more about exultation in watching me hang my head in shame. I looked down at her feet and she started again. ‘That’s right, you love being at a woman’s feet, don’t you Greg? Stay where you are right now, bitch! Don’t move…Pussy whipped, ass whipped, and cock disciplined, is this what you want?’

	She turned on her heel and went back into the bedroom to return with her spiky kitten-heels on her feet. ‘Is this the key to that tiny little brain of yours? Is this what turns you on?  Crawling at my feet and those of any woman that will put up with your tearful little face?’

	I looked up and saw the damp patch spreading on the white cotton between her thighs, an ooze of almost clear come that dripped from her heat as her pussy wept in the thrill of tearing me apart. It was true and the tears welled in my eyes as if by her command. She laughed at my misery and her hand slipped between her thighs and slithered through the slime of his come. Then she slipped off the knickers and tossed them to me. 

	‘Put them on, Greg, put on the knickers that are dripping with his come,’ she cawed. The knickers fell to the floor, and I looked at them and then looked up to see that she had taken two steps towards me and her hand was raised as if to slap my wet cheeks. ‘Didn’t you hear what I said? I think that I was quite clear, put them on…’

	Sobbing and yet aroused, broken and yet whole, I could not resist, the draw of the moment, the threat of her palm and the tone in her voice brooked no defiance. I knelt and set down the glass and bottle, picked up the wet cotton and went to stand. ‘Did I say that you could stand?’ she asked from above.

	‘Please Mum…’ I started.

	‘Oh that’s right, sissy bitch, call out for your fucking Mummy! She can’t help you now, your wife demands, and your wife gets!’ she said coldly. ‘Now, thank me properly and put them on, feel the cold come of a real man on that pathetic cock of yours and go to your room! I am the mistress of this house, I wear the pants, I own your punished ass and don’t you forget it!’

	I crawled and kissed her shoes, I looked up as she stood dripping over me, the wet river that flowed down her thighs and I struggled the knickers on.

	‘You will wear them until I have another soaked pair, then you will wear those,’ she cawed over me, ‘That’s all you’ll wear while you are living in my domain!’

	I crawled to my room. Pam had not given me permission to stand.

	 


Chapter 05 Eve

	 

	I was loving every moment, but it was not enough! I wanted so much more, but I was stuck for ideas… I mean, how does one seduce a woman like Josie? She was almost my creation! Maturing into a severe woman that more than knew her mind and was gaining confidence day by day. Meanwhile, I had been biding my time, waiting for a moment that might never come. So, was I in love? The answer to that is, probably not! Better to say, I was in lust. I think that when I got a photo of Greg’s striped ass; him crawling with a pair of shoes in his hands as he polished them that I experienced a new emotion that finally tipped the scales.

	Envy!

	Not envious of her, I had had men crawling to kiss my lily-white ass, no it was Greg that made me jealous! Abused, confused, refused and misused, he was hers and I was not! I could just see the stiletto dangling from her foot as she took the picture of him crawling for her amusement and the tight latex at her ankles caused me to look more than once at the photo. Josie was moving so fast now, the months of a slow cadence of control being asserted were all in the past, now with Pam egging her on, Josie was falling into her new role that was a delight to see. And I was sidelined.

	So, I had to make a move or see any chance slip from my grasp. 

	We had our weekly meet, Frances now almost always absent. Instead there was a new member of the cabal that I had not been warned about. Pamela, Greg’s wife, blooming and looking good, clearly enjoying every moment of the conspiracy that was bending Greg to their will. The chance slipped by, I needed Josie on her own and I now felt at a loss. I had built myself up for the moment, but her presence caused me to falter.

	I discovered something else that I had not anticipated! Pamela now knew all about Vertex, Josie had spilled the beans and that complicated matters as well. Still, it is what it is, I thought to myself. The money was well spent even as an investment and maybe that was an entry point as well. Anyway, to cut a long story short, when we left and went our separate ways, I had failed again to make any sort of move. 

	Waiting is not a game that I play all that well. I have patience, but things need to move forward. I remember buying a Bentley with my now deceased hubby, when it seemed that we had to wait three months, I got a different car simply because there was no way I wanted to wait! It was like that now, I was not going to wait. So, we split up and organized another meet for a couple of weeks’ time. Josie and Pam were so into their little game that I was almost an outsider. A week later, Josie passed on a photo from Pam, and it was sort of an opening, so I messaged her to meet up and she promptly invited me round to that apartment of hers. Hurriedly I found another nice picture for her, nineteen thirties German, and had it framed, thinking that it would break the ice. 

	I found myself like a teenager on a first date. All steamed up and hoping against hope that I could make out, wondering what to wear and how to wear it! I settled on casual heels and summer dress, just streetwear without any cachet. The place was as I remembered it, slightly rearranged and clearly a little more work had been done since the last time, but I went on the tour and admired the picture I had given her and a couple more that sort of matched the theme. 

	‘This is why I invited you,’ said Josie with a sly grin. ‘You remember that little box room you suggested, I figured out a use for it!’ The door was concealed by curtains and she swept them open with a flamboyant gesture to reveal an opening that made me laugh out loud.

	Let me explain: of the four pictures in that frame that I gave her, one has a delicious moment of female domination that is so striking, and yet it is almost routine. A woman stands, fully dressed in furs and ready to venture out, her hands with a whip, the bars of a cage door where her tormented naked male slave stands to await her return. Or maybe she is arriving and the slave is anticipating use? 

	What Josie had done was to replicate that door. A barred entrance, only as deep as a sentry box, nowhere to go, nothing to do, only the chance to wait, standing for the mistress to decide when she wished to use him. I was entranced as she said, ‘The rest of the room is now a shower that exits into my changing room.’

	‘I love it,’ I said. ‘Has he experienced it yet?’

	‘Only finished the work yesterday,’ said Josie. ‘Here look, I fitted a lock with a big old-fashioned key that I can hang just out of reach so that he can appreciate being kept waiting.’ 

	She reached for the key and turned the big lock. The welded iron grille opened with a creak, clearly heavy and solid. Looking inside I could see that all of the plaster walls had been plated with those bumpy sheets of steel that are seen on walkways. Screwed into place, covering walls, ceiling and floor to make the tiny box totally secure from any desperate attempt to escape.

	‘I had a couple of rings fitted as well,’ she said pointing to the neatly coiled chains on the floor. ‘Not that I need it, the cage is totally secure, but it adds to the feeling of helplessness that I want.’

	‘Can you get him in?’ I asked as I inspected the cage. 

	‘Easy,’ said Josie. ‘He does what he’s told to…’ She closed the door and opened it wide again. It creaked and squealed as it moved, iron on iron, steel on steel. No hinges, just pointed spikes on the door that were socketed in the floor. She hung the key in its place and turned to me. ‘I just love the sound it makes…’ she said.

	I laughed and looked at the bed and Josie followed my gaze. I could see a light in her eyes, suppressed excitement, and I realized that the moment had come. I could no longer imagine this mistress bending to my will, this was to be a meeting of equals. Not that I minded, I just lusted after her so much that I could scarcely look away from the vast bed and imagine lying with her after a bout of sheer gratification. ‘I need to say something,’ I started awkwardly. ‘Sort of what I have wanted to say for months…’

	Josie shrugged and sat on the edge of the bed and stretched out her legs, digging her heels in the thick rug. ‘You are not particularly good at this,’ she said. ‘Fancy a drink?’

	I nodded and she stood and wandered over to the cage again. ‘Want to try it out?’ she chuckled. 

	‘Be the first to be trapped in your bedroom?’ I said. ‘No way, babes, I know what you’re like!’

	‘Then Greg will experience it tomorrow night,’ she said.  ‘My first caged slave… This will make a great photo for Pam! Him trapped in my bedroom all night while she fucks her latest cock… I have to stay ahead, and I am really looking forward to what she does to top it.’

	‘The drink?’ I asked, only one thing on my mind.

	‘Only if you risk the cage, Eve!’ she said with a wicked smile. ‘I have known from the start what you are after and if we have the talk and then walk the walk, then you have to play by my rules!’

	I looked into the shadows of her silvery hellhole, then at her and then back at the hand that casually rested on the edge of that cage. My heart was beating like a drum, she was testing me, was I desperate enough to risk it? The monster that I had created was smiling like a cat with a mouse.

	‘I won’t wait all day,’ said Josie and I knew, she knew, that this was the moment and there would never be another. ‘So, try it out, see what it feels like and then we’ll have a little chat about sex!’

	This is what it's like, I thought. This is how it is when the boot is on the other foot and obsession and fantasy drives you wild with a craving that overwhelms all else. I took a step, another and then another. I knew what I was doing was so wrong, so foolish, so desperate, but there was no other path to take but the one that Josie held open for me. If I wanted her, I had to submit! Otherwise, I would lose her. An emotion so alien to me, despite having seen it in others so often, but overwhelming and impulsive. I stepped into the cage and Josie just stood as I turned to face her. 

	There was just enough room to kneel and now I saw a cunning part of the design. At hip height, one of the openings in the grille that made up the door was a bar that could be lifted and closed to trap the victim’s neck outside the cage if he were kneeling. 

	‘Ah, you noticed it,’ said Josie with a laugh. ‘My slave can kneel with his back to the bars and tip his head back…’  

	‘Clever,’ I admitted. I watched her just stand there and I spread my hands to press on the cold metal sides of the walls. Kneel perhaps, but with no room to curl up and sleep, the victim of this lock-up would have to stand and wait for Josie to rescue him. I looked up to see the small dome of a camera. ‘When the curtain is closed, you won’t see a thing in the dark,’ I said. 

	‘It has a small infra-red light, the dark is no escape!’

	I decided that I had passed the test and relaxed. ‘About that drink,’ I said. It was then that she casually slammed the door closed and it locked with a click. 

	‘I only need the key to get you out, not to lock you in, Eve,’ said Josie with a small laugh. Was this to be taken as a joke? Or was it more serious? I almost dared not ask. ‘Frightening, isn’t it?’ she asked.

	‘I don’t think that I have anything to worry about,’ I said.

	‘Don’t be so sure, darling!’ she said, suddenly swishing the curtain closed, plunging the cell into darkness. I looked around, a glimmer of light made its way around the edges of the heavy velvet as my eyes adjusted to the gloom. A glimmer more as the curtain twitched and I saw it move at the lower edge. Then somehow the curtain was pressed to sides and bottom and the black was impenetrable. ‘Can’t have you experience my little cage without the full effect,’ came Josie’s voice from outside. ‘For that matter, can’t have you experience the cage without the terror that goes with the ride.’

	‘Please, I am a bit claustrophobic, Josie,’ I said, let me out!’

	I heard her footsteps on the hard floor, they retreated and then returned. ‘Strip and kneel, she said. ‘I will be back in a while and then we can have that discussion…’

	‘Josie!’ I called out, but the heels clicked, and I was alone in the blackness. 

	Now I understood the excitement of terror! She had dared me, I had taken the bait. Surely she was just making a little show to show me that she was not going to be easily overwhelmed. Surely? An overwhelming panic at the darkness and small size of the cage filled me with dread. I mastered it by steadying myself with my hands on the cold walls and decided that I would follow her lead. I undressed, stripping the dress and stockings off, hesitating at the panties and then pulling them off too. Last off, my bra and I felt my breasts drop and crossed my arms to support them. Was she watching right now? Could she see what I could not, my naked form holding the bars to support a trembling shaking me in waves every time that I thought about how ridiculous I had been to take the dare. 

	Or, perhaps it was the only way to get what I wanted. Or was that the thought that always ran in circles in Greg’s head as he was caned? There was another effect that I started to appreciate with trepidation. Time stopped for the caged slave, was it five minutes ago or an hour? I decided on the former, but as I stood and my mind raced, I realized that there was no marking of time except in my own head. I clutched the bars and pressed, there was not the slightest give. I explored them and could feel the heavy rivets that made this a prison that had no escape. I kneeled on the floor, but the pattern on the metal hurt my knees and I stood again. I reached up and felt for the camera, it was just out of reach, I thought. Perhaps I could stand on the bars to reach it? My deep breaths were the only sound, that and my skin on the floor and walls as I swayed if I did not clutch the bars. 

	In the end, I stood with my hands on the bars and waited patiently for Josie to return. I heard her moving around in the room beyond, but I clamped my lips and did not speak. Pride and caution demanded it. Footsteps and then silence. More waiting in the darkness as it slowly dawned on me that Josie was enjoying my fear, loving every moment of my uncertainty and anxiety. Then once again footsteps and the curtains were pulled free and opened with a swish. Dressed exactly as the woman in the picture that I had given her. Fox fur at the collar, tight skirt and stockings, jacket and a hat perched on her pulled up hair. She inspected me for a moment as I stood blinking at the light and then her hand reached, and she casually took one of my nipples in her fingers and tweaked it.

	‘I think that we can have that discussion now,’ she said. ‘What did you want to say?

	The fantasy was so compelling, in the place of the mistress of the house was Josie, in the place of her male slave I stood behind the bars of her cage. In her gloved hands a long bamboo cane, in place of a ringed cock, the slit of my pussy. I gripped the bars and said, ‘I have always been attracted to you, Josie,’ I said.

	‘So, you want to fuck me?’ she replied. ‘Is that what you’re saying?’

	I nodded as a reply, and she nipped me hard and pulled her hand away. ‘If this had happened six months ago when we first met, would I be in your cage by now?’ she said.

	I nodded again, how could I lie when she saw right through me? 

	‘Times change, Eve! It is all different now,’ said Josie. ‘Perhaps you could have taken me then, perhaps not. Now I need something quite different… So I have a proposal to make, an indecent proposal!’

	‘Which is?’

	‘Always direct and so controlling,’ said Josie. ‘I followed your pointers, took your money and learned what I really am.’ She paused for a moment and then shrugged. ‘It would be interesting to have a female lover, not that I haven’t been there before. But, it’s no longer enough! So, down to business, you know what I want, you have to decide. There are two ways this can go…’

	I knew it already and I grasped the bars of the cage until my knuckles were white. She did not seem to even notice, but idly flicked the cane on the bars as she framed her proposal in her head. At last, it seemed that she had decided what to say and she played the game that I had taught her so well. Her jacket opened and I saw those rounded breasts, her hands cupped them, the cane still between her fingers.

	‘You can walk from here now,’ she said at last. ‘Free to go, walk out and never come back! We may meet again, someday on the street and you will know that you missed out on the ride of your life. The other choice is more difficult, though quite simple. I decide what happens, I decide what you are and who you are! My whims will be your commands. I can’t say what I have planned for you, because I haven’t decided yet, but I can say that it will be deeper than anything that you have ever experienced.’ 

	I could feel myself melting inside. Knowing that if I accepted escape, there would be a void that could never be filled. If, on the other hand, I agreed to the second route, I was giving her everything. If she wanted it!

	‘I’m waiting, Eve,’ she said as she stepped to the side and her hand moved to rest on the hanging key. ‘Make up your mind what you want to be and then choose. There are no half-ways here, it is up to you and no one else!’

	‘I choose you!’  I said. It was almost as if my mind had spoken without reference to my thoughts. That my lips had betrayed me, and rational thought was blown away in the wind. ‘I choose you…’

	Her hand dropped from the key and she nodded. ‘You are an onlooker,’ she said. ‘Just another slut that plays games with people without meaning it. A manipulator caught in your own chains. Money, sex, pleasure without end, but no commitment and no real intensity. Now you are mine!’

	I shivered in anticipation, what would happen now? What would Josie do with me? I shuddered and the cane swept down the bars and struck my fingers a painful blow. ‘Never touch the bars of your cage unless I permit it,’ she said sharply. ‘Stand straight, present yourself for me, this is not a game anymore!’ My hands pulled back as soon as her bamboo rod struck, and she smiled. Not a pleasant smile, a victorious leer as she stood with her hands on her hips and surveyed me. 

	‘I knew that you would choose me,’ she said. ‘You still think that you have time to wheedle and persuade me to be what you want. It’s not going to happen, Eve! You have an hour to think over your decision. Because we were friends, because you are such a part of what you made of me, because of the money and because of my own whim, I shall be back in an hour, and you will have a last chance to escape.’

	‘I want to be yours,’ I said.

	‘No, you don’t! You want me, not to belong to me,’ she said. ‘Now kneel as you think it over, put on the fetters and I shall return. Then you will really know what awaits my property, because I want it all!’ Josie dropped the cane on the bed and walked out of her bedroom without a backward glance. I locked myself in the ankle chains and clicked them closed before kneeling on that painful floor and putting my hands behind my back. In minutes, my knees were bruised, my outstretched feet were cramped, and my thoughts were in turmoil. 

	This was what it truly was like, and I realized that I was stirred by it!


Chapter 04 Josephine

	 

	I had known from the first. The money, Vertex, the advice and encouragement. The motherly tones, the persuasion and the way that she inserted herself in my life from that first chance encounter. Eve was a woman who had everything and wanted more! A woman who played at everything she did from a careless point of view that was one of entitlement. Now I had peeled her outer skin and revealed what she was in a matter of an hour. The sense of ascendancy was another step in my own progress. I knew that she could not resist my proposal, that she would walk into my arms on my own terms. It was the way that Eve was, she got everything on a platter and could not understand the cost. I had not planned a second chance, but I gave it because I knew what she would choose. The escape from her boredom, her endless Las Vegas visits and playing the part of a strong woman were just a skin to be peeled off to expose what she really was.

	I left her to stew and made the phone call. I had been confident, but perhaps not quite enough to anticipate our little chat. While I waited, I sat in the lounge impatiently. It would have been nice to watch her kneeling like a slut in the cage, but the camera had not been wired up yet, so I had a drink and waited. I could feel anticipation, but not anxiety, sure of my ground, I paced the room a while and then had another drink. I think that Eve and I waited an hour or so, the intercom buzzed, and I allowed the blue haired girl from the tattoo parlor in. This was the final test, all that had gone before was just the foreplay. This was the fuck that would define Eve’s submission.

	‘How long will this take?’ asked the tattoo artist. ‘I have an appointment at five and I need to know if I have to cancel for you.’

	‘As before,’ I said. 

	‘Just a small tatt?’

	‘That and a little more,’ I said. ‘Follow me.’

	I led her into the bedroom where Eve kneeled with her hands behind her back. The tattoo girl just watched as I opened the door, unfettered the ankles and had Eve stand straight. Eve saw who was with me and gasped, she had been there when Greg had been masked for me, she knew what was coming… This was the final test, the clear signal of my intentions. I nodded to Eve and said, ‘So, what’s it to be?’

	‘I choose you,’ Eve said. 

	There was no more to say, she had had her chance, the last real decision that she would ever make had been made, she was mine. An emotion of craving filled me to the brim and I could scarcely breathe. Having a weakling like Greg submit over months of torment that drove him mad was one thing, to have a woman like Eve break in a matter of moments was more pleasurable by far. She was the key, the piece that would give me everything that I wanted. 

	‘On the bed,’ I said and my naked slave tiptoed to the bed and lay face down. ‘Other way, Eve,’ I said, I had already chosen her role, but this was not the moment, not until we were alone, and I could lay down the rules. Obligingly she rolled over and I decided that a regime of diet and exercise would be required. She would have to look the part, Eve would have to fit the clothes, not the clothes fit her. 

	The blue haired girl laid out her tools and then looked at me inquiringly. ‘Where and what?’ she asked. 

	‘Mummy’s Slut. Put it here in cursive black and red,’ I said as I patted the skin over the slit of her pussy. ‘After that the lockable ring I chose will close her for my exclusive use…’ I watched Eve to see if she would object and saw the ripple of a shiver that ran the length of her body. ‘Thank me,’ I said to Eve, and it was so gratifying to hear her reply.

	‘Thank you, Mummy!’

	It took an hour. She was so talented, a sweet young thing that enjoyed the perfection of her script. Silently worked with a patience that a true artist shows as the work takes form. Eve just lay and looked at me with a longing that gave me goosebumps and I watched as the design took shape. The piercing was over in moments, a ring threaded through both of the generous labia, a hinged ring that closed with a minute padlock. Now I had another key to add to my chain and I displayed it to Eve, swinging it before her eyes and then putting it around my ankle as the blue haired girl cleaned up and applied a gauze. 

	‘A week perhaps, then she will be ready for you,’ she commented with a small grin as she mopped up and packed her tools away. As I ushered her out, I gave a hundred bill as a tip and the girl just laughed and said, ‘Just call me, perhaps you will want something for yourself sometime?’

	‘I’ll think about it,’ I replied. 


Chapter 06 Pamela

	 

	Paul and I were sort of a thing. Between other things. He was playing the one-night-stand game just as I was, but there was something between us that was just a little more than that. Apart from a physical attraction that seemed to afflict us both, he was a safe haven for me and I was for him. Bringing a casual partner back to one’s own place is something that makes me a little uneasy, Paul never took advantage and I never felt that there was much risk. I think that he was involved in importing cars from Europe by way of business, but I never asked, and he did not cross examine me either. It was a sexual thing, where we both understood the rules, and both scrupulously abided by them. 

	It went quiet for a week or two between me and Josie. I had the feeling that she was up to something, but I had the patience to wait for it. I sort of expected her to suddenly reveal some new trick that she had played on my pathetic hubby and strained my imagination to think of something that could be a suitable riposte when the moment came. Something to top her and start the cycle again. Whenever I was bringing Paul back to the apartment, I arranged with Josie that Greg would be there and then put Greg in his room so that he could enjoy what was going on in the next room. Just the picture in my mind that Greg was there with his ear to the wall, desperate and in tears was such a turn-on that it doubled the pleasure. 

	Afterwards came the ritual, he was put in my soaked knickers and sent to bed, I showered, and I frigged like a teen after her first proper fuck. There is the physical, but what I was discovering was, that the state of mind, the fantasy was making me so fucking horny. I wasn’t just cheating on hubby; I was making him a complicit cuckold and his surrender to it all was as good as the fingers that stroked me as I climaxed again and again. 

	I think that it was the fifth time that Paul came round, excuse the pun, maybe the sixth in just three weeks. At any rate, we spent a lazy hour which resulted in an endless edging blowjob that had him almost struggling to escape my lips as I trapped him between my thighs. He always recovered pretty well and was nearly always able to manage another if I gave him time to recover. I myself was insatiable! I mean, if I managed to keep control and not overdo it, the sensitivity died pretty quick and I was ready for more. We lay in bed a while as he kissed my breasts and I draped over him lazily in that serene pause between bouts.  

	There was no chatter really, we had nothing to share but the glorious sex and somehow it seemed far better that way. There was no strong emotional bond and neither of us did anything to encourage it. What little conversation there was focused on what would heighten the pleasure and that was where we were as I just melted in the soft rapture and waited for his cock to signal renewed interest. 

	‘A slow fuck or do we do it all again?’ he asked between kisses. ‘I have to be out at midnight…’

	‘Loads of time,’ I replied, glancing at the clock. ‘As you like…’

	He was recovering, I could feel him stiffen against the leg that I had draped over his thighs and knew that in just a few moments he would be ready. I stretched out and his lips followed my nipples, biting lightly and teasing and I knew that he wanted more. I could sort of tell that he was considering something interesting, the firmness was pressing urgently at the inside of my thigh and I freed it and reached out to stroke it encouragingly.

	‘From behind?’ he suggested.

	‘Mmm, sounds good, just bend me over, babes.’

	We stirred and I rolled to my front and a small slap on my ass caused me to lift for him as he stroked my thighs and moved behind me. His fingers parted me and I felt them stroking and patting and I lifted higher, my breasts pressing on the bed, my ass stuck up high as my thighs parted a little. I was sort of expecting a plunge into the depths, Paul likes it strong, and a fast start and I braced myself, but all he did was tease and tease me until I groaned and twerked my ass to entice that cock of his into it. 

	His thighs touched mine, I felt fingers and cock in the crack of my ass, my cunt melting to liquid as he lined up. Then, I realized that he was pressing at my ass. I have never tried anal, it never really seemed attractive to me. Fastidious? Maybe, but my pleasure centers on my clit more than anything and anal is more something for the man. 

	‘Should I?’ he asked.

	That’s what I like about sex with Paul, we’ll try this and that, but it’s always agreed between us with no strings attached. 

	‘Just fuck me,’ I said. I know that he had been working up to this by his foreplay, but I was ready. ‘Nice and slow, fucker, take me…’ Using the slickness of my pussy to ease it in, Paul pressed a little, almost uncertain and I felt my virgin ass open for his cock. ‘Oh fuck,’ I cried, ‘fuck me already…’ and in he went!

	Being fucked in the ass is not something that makes me come! The sensation is like a violation that is creamed and sugared, but it is a great sensation and Paul cleverly fingered me at the same time, those small circles on my clit that are sure to bring me off. He is just average in size, but that was enough! I felt his strong hands move and grip my hips to hold me steady and he shafted me with smooth strokes before giving my ass a slap and returning to tease me again. I knew from his breathing that he was already coming and knew that this was something that turned him on like nothing else. That alone was enough for me and the sensation of being rutted like an animal while his fingers tormented my clit sent me shuddering to climax as he came into my ass with a compulsive thrust that held and then stayed as his hips twitched. 

	I did not feel all that come of Paul’s spurt into me, but as he slowly pulled free, I felt the slickness of it between the cheeks of my ass and clamped closed to hold it in. ‘Fuck, but you have a perfect fuckable ass,’ he sighed as he sat back. ‘I could fuck it all night!’

	‘Then we know what to do next time,’ I said as my orgasm slowed to a simple quiet heat. ‘I have always wondered…’

	‘I broke your cherry?’ he asked.

	‘Mmm,’ I groaned. ‘Something I never tried before…’

	An affectionate pat on my ass from his strong hand and I turned to my back, him kneeling between my thighs. ‘It’s a real turn on,’ I admitted, ‘but not enough to come on its own…’

	‘I love that grip,’ he mumbled. ‘Your ass is perfect for it…’ He bent down and slid his hands under my ass and lifted me, his lips brushing my wet pussy as he caused me to shudder and pull back. I was far too sensitive to take it and he retreated with a small smile. ‘I am a bit of an ass man, I suppose!’

	I think that it was those words that triggered a giggle as a thought occurred to me, a wicked thought that caused me to start to laugh as I fingered his flaccid cock. ‘You just keep doing what you’re doing to me,’ I said. ‘My ass is always yours to fuck…’

	‘I’ll hold you to that!’ he said. 

	Paul left, as he always did. As soon as the fire had died, he became matter-of-fact and dressed before slipping out silently without even a goodbye. Something else that I liked about my semi-regular lover. He was a man that knew that it was all about the sex, for both of us. A man that kept all the parts of his life compartmentalized in an almost fastidious fashion. I lay on the sweat drenched sheets for a while, feeling the sensitivity soften to a haze of dreamy bliss, thinking how much better everything was now that I was freed of the boredom of my marriage. 

	At last, I got up the energy to move and I sat up and experienced the emotion that came with the delightful aftermath that now came as a bonus. The small ritual of the panties, the sobbing bitch that I loved to torment and the delicious hot shower before bed. There is foreplay, now I had afterplay and I treasured it! I put on the panties, as usual, and then decided that perhaps a little more was required to set the scene that I had planned for hubby. He would need it and perhaps it would help me too. So, I slipped on my stockings and popped into my shoe cupboard for the highest fuck-me heels that I could find. 

	I like heels but keep them sharp and low. Kittens that are easy to wear and still quite sexy. Anyway in court, the idea is to be attractive and not sexy! Smart but not like some erotic school ma’am. But, like every woman, I have a couple of pairs of taller heels to strut my stuff in and it was a plain red pair that caught my eye. Knowing Greg, he would be unable to resist what I had in mind! This was going to top anything that Josie could do to him for sure! I took a small round of the room to get the feel of them again, it’s not often that I wear them, in fact these might even have been unused. 

	In the lounge, I got myself a small drink and then went to tap on the other bedroom door to call my cuck to my presence. Greg knew the score and opened the door naked as I liked to keep him now. It asserted the balance of power to keep him trotting around in just that steel chastity contraption and to be quite honest it turned me on to see him so in agonies of restraint. As soon as he came into the room, I knew that I had the bitch where I wanted him. The heels and stockings were already enough, the satisfied and arrogant expression on my face causing him to cower. Another thing, I am taller than him by just an inch in bare feet, in the heels I towered over him and that gave us both a clear idea of who was boss!

	‘I have decided that tonight I will use you,’ I said in a severe tone. ‘On your knees, Greg!’

	His face registered the surprise and he lowered to his knees immediately. Josie sure had him well trained! I stood before him, and his eyes looked from my scarlet heels, took in the stockings and then focused at eye level at the crotch of my panties. Dry as a bone! I could see that he was puzzled and I laughed down at him with glee. 

	‘You are going to clean up all of Paul’s come for me,’ I said as my hands started to roll down my panties. ‘Show me a little devotion and prove that you understand your place!’

	He looked up, ‘Please, please I can’t do it…’

	A refusal? Had I pushed too far? On the other hand, the idea was so sensual and tempting, having him lick another’s come from my pussy was such a horny inspiration that I pressed on regardless. I allowed the knickers to drop to my feet and patted him on the head. ‘It’s all you’re getting hubby, so make the best of it.’ 

	The sobbing started. Greg had never been a man who could cry, but the last few months had changed that. It had become his reaction to everything that did not go his way, almost as if my cuck hubby had retreated to childhood and regressed to becoming a baby. He looked down at my slit and then back up. 

	Where was that come that should be dripping from me? was what was clearly going through his mind. I was slick with my own juices, but where was what Paul had deposited?

	The answer came when I turned around and presented him with my ass. My hands opened the cheeks, spread me for his attention and now he knew what was required of him!


Chapter 07 Gregory

	 

	I heard her scream and I retreated from the wall and lay on the bed in my misery. She was just a foot or two from me, only the thin plaster wall between us, being fucked and crying out in climax. It went on and on, for hours it seemed as my wife and her lover did what I had not done for so long. 

	Fuck!

	I stroked my bruised, caged cock and dissolved.  I could not help myself, months ago I had believed that a man that cries is scarcely a man at all, now sobbing had become a natural reaction to frustration and the discomfort of the control that Mummy had imposed on me. At last it was over, or so it seemed, because there was just a short pause and it began again. Naked and alone, I lay on my bed and listened, knowing what was to come, knowing that Pam’s little humiliation of me was next. 

	She would call me from the room when he was gone. Tell me all about how satisfying the latest lover she had found was, then slip off her knickers and I would feel the slimy, slick come that had dribbled free against my skin. There was no rationalizing it, no mental escape route, I was a cuck hubby, a man who could no longer satisfy his wife… or any woman for that matter! Only the few minutes that Mummy released me and jerked me off relieved the pain, only those few minutes, and it seemed to me that they were becoming rarer and rarer.

	At last, the torment was over.

	Doors opened and closed, footsteps and goodbyes sounded, the lover slipped out of the apartment and I heard stillness at last. Half an hour, perhaps, then the sound of Pam venturing forth. The clink of glass on glass and then the ice thrown in with a clatter. A knot formed in my stomach, almost a feeling of sickness that filled me to the brim until, when the knock on the door came, it was almost a relief. 

	Not naked, Pam still wore the heels and stockings that she had fucked him in. Gorgeous six-inchers, fuck-me red stilettos and sheer old-fashioned nylons. I heard the words, the tone of her voice sheer contempt as she said something like, ‘I have decided that tonight I will use you,’ in a severe tone. ‘On your knees, Greg!’

	I lowered to my knees and looked up hopefully, but from the look on that pretty face there was no hope. She called me Greg! I looked a moment at the contempt in her eyes and then down to the knickers that would soon be on my hips. Dripping in his come… they were dry! Pam had given him a blow-job, I thought. Swallowed it all like she never swallowed mine. 

	‘You are going to clean up all of Paul’s come for me,’ said my wife as her hands started to roll down her panties. ‘Show me a little devotion and prove that you understand your place!’

	I looked up and pleaded with her, ‘Please, please I can’t do that…’

	She shrugged as if my wants were of no importance. Turned her back on me and slowly bent down. Bending at the hips, reaching around with her hands to the smooth cheeks of her ass, she parted the valley before my eyes, and I saw what she wanted me to do for her. Not merely be the clean-up boy for her lover but lick the slimy come that was oozing from her ass. Creamy white, a dense glob of come seeped from her tightly knotted ass hole; dribbled down the smooth crack and threatened to take a course down the inside of her thighs.

	‘Nice and slowly, I want you to make me come, hubby,’ she said, a chuckle mingled in her words. ‘Get that tongue in deep and show me how much you want it…’

	‘Please, Mummy,’ I said as I shuddered in revulsion. ‘Don’t make me, please don’t…’ I think that I must have pleaded for minutes before the sobs overwhelmed my words and I stared as that slime slowly headed to her stocking tops. 

	‘It’s not a request, cuck-boy, it’s how it is!’  she said softly. When I hear her voice in that soft but firm tone, I know that her heels are digging in. That no ground will be given, that she insists and brooks no disagreement. It is her court voice, the one that is gentle and menacing. ‘I can do things to you…’ she started and the blackmail was implicitly threatened just in the tone. ‘Lick it up boy and thank me for every drop of hot come that he spurted in my ass.’

	Still, I hesitated, I simply could not do it! Push my face into her ass and lick her clean. Just the thought of it sent me into a sobbing fit that simply enraged her. ‘If I have to tell you again, then the consequences will be dire, boy,’ she hissed. ‘Mummy’s little boy licks up come, Mummy’s little boy is nothing but the shit on Mummy’s shoes! Lick it up and thank me for permitting you, or…’ As she used the words that Josie always used, I struggled to resist the force of her demands.

	I leaned forward, just a little. Pam did not help me like she could have. She could have thrust herself at me and there would have been no choice. She could have pulled me in with her hands and I would have had no way of avoiding it. Now I can see that it had to be like this, I had to give her what she wanted. The moment seemed to last and last, I moved forward and the tight bud of her asshole squeezed more pale ooze to follow in the path tracked by the first. 

	I closed my eyes, not bearing the sight and then touched her skin with my tongue. The firm dry skin of that perfect ass, the ass that I had longed to fuck, the ass that had been fucked by another. I would like to think that she swayed a little, that she directed me, but I know that it is not true. It was me that moved, my lips and tongue that touched oozing wetness and tasted. It was me that moved. It tasted of nothing, of sweat and musky pollen, of her aroma and his, but faint and just a little salty. 

	‘Mmm, that’s right hubby, lap it up like a good cuck-boy should,’ she said and I knew that this was making her so horny that she could not resist the fluttering of fingers that moved between her legs. ‘Oh God, but this gets me off, hubby, you lapping that man’s come from me while I frig like the horny bitch I am! Oh, oh, there’s more coming, I can feel it all dribbling out for you!’

	Sure enough, her ass relaxed and a slow constant dribble of come seeped from her and I lapped it up, stroking my tongue across the tight crinkle of her, suckling her ass while Pam climaxed in slow motion, a warm shuddering orgasm that caused her to wheeze and whisper commands as she came. ‘Well done, Greg, if only I had the key for that cock of yours, I would allow you to play!’ 

	She straightened and turned to look down at me. ‘I should talk to your Mummy! Better still, tell her I want a copy of your key, Greg. She should post it to me, I don’t want a copy in your hands, you would just be naughty!’

	‘You want me to ask her?’ I asked as she patted me on the head.

	‘You will ask her for a copy, hubby,’ she said, ‘after all, it is my cock as well as hers!’

	I looked down at her feet from my kneeling position and she said, ‘Well, if I can’t reward you like that, then perhaps at least you can thank me. I know how much you love to kiss my feet!’

	I kneeled and kissed one foot and the other lifted and placed itself on my back. It was a final sign that she understood exactly what would make me do whatever she wanted me to do. I could feel the other heel dig into my back, the smooth sole resting lightly. I could feel the patent leather beneath my lips, I could feel her contempt for me oozing from every pore of her beautiful body.

	‘You love it don’t you, Greg?’ she said. ‘Cuck-boy! Licking another man’s come from my ass, you are fit for nothing else.’

	 

	 


Chapter 08 Frances

	 

	It had been a while; I suppose with good reason. We lived next to each other and passed on the stairs, but we always seemed in such a hurry and somehow there was something different, something like a wall between us that prevented me asking any intimate questions. As for Eve, not a word. She was more interested in Josie anyway, so there it was! Josie and I had sort of parted company I suppose. I think that I had not seen her for several weeks, the spring was in the air, the bitter cold in retreat and I bumped into her at the end of the street.

	‘Hi,’ she said. ‘Fancy a coffee and a chat?’

	I looked at my watch and decided that Henry could wait a while for me. It would do him good. ‘Sounds good, just half an hour, I’m meeting up…’

	‘That rich guy, Henry wasn’t it?’

	As we strolled into the café, I filled her in and told her that I was seriously thinking of marrying him. ‘You love him?’ asked Josie.

	‘I don’t think so,’ I replied. ‘But I need him…’

	‘As long as he needs you,’ she said.

	‘That’s for certain…’

	So, we chatted for a few minutes before the subject came around to Greg. Josie started to laugh and said, ‘Poor little boy, with me on one side and Pam on the other, he really has no chance at all.’

	There was a glint in her eye, a vibrancy that told me that she was enjoying every moment. ‘Pam and I have an understanding,’ she continued as she revealed what had been going on in the last couple of months. I listened with suitable expressions of amazement as I realized that Josie was in a place that was far from where she had been all those months ago when we had discussed married men and I had suggested Greg as a possibility. Now she trod territory that was almost beyond my ability to understand. 

	‘I’m not sure if it’s good for you,’ I said. ‘I mean, it all sounds as if you’ve gone too far!’

	Her face lost its expression and became like an impenetrable wall. ‘It’s good for me,’ she said blankly. ‘It’s what I am…’

	In my thoughts I was thinking; It’s what you’ve become, Josie. More than just a bitch, you have become a controlling fiend. But I dared not say it out loud and Josie’s face relaxed and smiled. ‘It’s just a game, Fran, that’s all…’ It wasn’t a game anymore and I discovered that she and I had moved to different places. ‘My boy just loves it!’

	‘No he doesn’t,’ I said impulsively. ‘Your ‘boy’ is blackmailed and destroyed and you are a tyrant…’

	‘Let’s not talk about it anymore,’ said Josie. ‘Not if it upsets you what I have become.'

	‘Let’s not…’

	So, we finished up. A little inconsequential gossip, pleasant words about things that had no meaning. As if everything was OK, as if we were still as close as before, but we both knew that it just wasn’t true, our friendship had shifted now and could not be remade.

	I had lost a friend, and so had Josie.

	 


Chapter 09 Gregory

	 

	I looked up at the shapely legs that towered over me, and my heart leaped as I saw those stocking tops and the pale freckled skin above. She looked down at me with a look of disdain and a foot moved an inch forward to indicate that the greeting was not at an end. Until I was told to stand, I was required to pay homage with lips on the leather of her uppers. I kissed again, carefully avoiding my lips meeting the skin of her foot as she required. Between my legs I could feel the bite of the restraint. The agonies of stimulation had subsided to mere discomfort as the grip of steel had lessened over the months and now, I merely opened my thighs a little and concentrated on my task.

	‘The project is nearly ready for presentation,’ said Josie over me as if me worshiping the stilettos was of no interest. ‘I think that you should do this one…’

	‘I would love to,’ answered Louise from far above as I kissed Louise’s shoes. ‘I don’t think that your boy would mind, would he?’

	‘He does as he’s told,’ laughed Josie and I saw her feet come into view. She sat at my desk and her stilettoed feet extended almost to where Louise was standing. I saw the small key that hung from its silver chain around that ankle and wished and wished. It had been weeks… ‘Anyway, he has too many tasks to do to be present at the seminar, so you do it and I’ll be there as support if you need it.’

	‘You can stand now,’ said Louise and I followed the command to stand hanging my head. ‘Run along and check through the order of the slides and…’ She detailed the work I had to do to make sure it was all in order. I made a small bow to the two women and slipped from the office, glad to escape from them and headed for the desk in the office that was now my station. As I left, I heard Josie say, ‘You are far too easy on him, Louise, next time make him lick your soles as well…’

	‘Next time,’ laughed Louise.

	I closed the door and took my place on the broken chair and logged into the system. I have to admit that it crossed my mind to stitch the bitches up! Make a hash of the presentation and see them suffer in embarrassment in front of the clients. The thought was sweet, honey in my mind as I hovered the cursor over the files and almost hit the delete key. I hesitated and then opened the files. Better to keep my job, I decided as I looked at the presentation and tried to concentrate on the work.

	With Mummy as my boss, it would not be wise to incense her. If I did, I knew that the key at her ankle would never again be turned in my lock. Demoted whilst Josie had been lifted over my head had been the worst moment of my life, I decided. Even worse than that first time with Pam! 

	Months ago, I had been the master of all I surveyed, now I was the skivvy who did all of the work to watch the rewards being given to the four women that now made up the team. Myself, Louise and Josie were all that remained of the success that I had built, Joe and Alan moved on whilst Annabel and Katie filled their shoes. It seemed that there had been no problem for Josie, finding bitches as replacements! I rearranged the order of the slides a little and corrected a few terms to make them more concise and became lost in the task that I had been given. In just an hour it would be five and I would have to hurry because I had the cleaning to do.

	Josie had earned plaudits from above at the savings that she had achieved! The cleaning company contract had been ended so that her idea of the office staff doing the work saved costs. She had promptly assigned me the task and now every night, before I went to her apartment, I had to do the work as one of the four women who bullied me oversaw my efforts. Tonight, it was Louise’s turn and I quaked in anxiety as I finished off the corrections and saved them. The fantasy of rebellion was just that, a fantasy! 

	‘I’m off,’ said Katie’s voice breaking my thoughts. I looked up to see that she had not spoken to me. All I ever heard from their lips were commands and scorn, nothing but. She strolled from the office and I sat on the backless wobbly stool and waited to see if there was more required of me. Ever since my foolish attempt to discipline Louise and was then forced to apologize, things had become almost unbearable. Now there was no escape at all. 

	Annabel and Josie strutted out without a second glance and I had a few minutes in the quiet office before Louise appeared from Josie’s office with a face like thunder. ‘Why aren’t you doing the cleaning?’ she asked in an angry tone. ‘I have to be out of here in an hour and you haven’t even started!’

	‘Sorry,’ I said and headed to fetch the trolley. 

	‘You are such a lazy little shit,’ continued Louise. ‘If I wasn’t in such a hurry to get out, I’d teach you a lesson…’ I hung my head and started on the routine. Each desk to be wiped down, neatened and set up for the next day. As I worked, she stood by and tapped her foot impatiently. ‘Tomorrow I will have time to sort you out!’ I shuddered as I finished up the last desk and headed for Mummy’s office. Louise followed me and watched from the doorway. Starting on the desk and then dusting down I heard her moving and braced myself, but it seemed that she had other ideas in mind. 

	Louise had invented a humiliation that she found so very amusing, fondling me a little and enjoying the irony of reminding me of the little blackmail that she and Mummy had used to dethrone me. Not this time, though. Instead, she had opened the cupboard where Mummy kept her canes and I shuddered in terror as she slowly slipped one from its place and flexed it in her hand. ‘Five strokes tomorrow,’ she said wickedly. ‘Something for the crybaby to look forward to…’

	‘Thank you,’ I muttered reflexively.

	‘I’m sorry, boy, I didn’t quite catch that!’ she said.

	‘Sorry, Louise,’ I said. ‘Thank you for correcting me.’

	‘That’s better, now get on with it, Wifey is waiting for her cuck…’ They all knew, all four of them knew and I blushed in reaction as I assembled the vacuum cleaner and started on the floor whilst a smiling Louise stood over me to make sure that the job was thorough. ‘Mummy has it in mind to cut your salary, bitch-boy as a reward for the office,’ she said as she watched. 

	‘That way she’ll have enough for raises without having to increase the budget…’ I could feel the tears in my eyes as I worked, and she watched over me impatiently. I moved through to the office to finish up the cleaning and she followed with the cane bent in her hands. Mummy had inspired them all to vent their spite and I hurriedly cleaned hoping that Louise would not add to the work.

	It was Annabel that just loved to tease me by spilling the rubbish and taunting me as I was forced to clear up the deliberately made mess, crawling at her feet whilst she stood hands on hips. On the other hand, Katie’s spiteful trick was to bring a bag full of shoes and have me polish for her once a week. Louise on the other hand preferred a few strokes of the cane to hurry me along whilst Mummy just ticked up the demerits and found pleasure in a slow climax under her desk. Each of them making my life a misery in their own chosen way! I finished up the cleaning and packed up the trolley, standing waiting for permission to go. 

	‘Pants down, one stroke for the road,’ laughed Louise wickedly. ‘Just so that you know what to look forward to tomorrow…’

	‘Yes Miss,’ I said and did as commanded, bending to touch my toes to present her with my smooth ass. For a moment the hand fondled me from behind and when I gasped, the cane struck with two sharp cuts that caused me to wince. 

	‘Shame we have no time for a proper lesson, boy,’ she said as she strolled back to the office to replace the cane. I kept the position; I had learned that I always had to wait for the command. She returned and I felt the brief touch and hard slap that signaled that the punishment was complete before she gave the order to stand. ‘Off you go, bitch!’ she added, and I almost ran for the door. Louise so enjoyed being left alone with Mummy’s boy.

	If the office has become a purgatory of endless humiliation, home has become a heel of degradation. There had been a time… but it was long forgotten. The placid unwinding from work, a film or perhaps some TV to relax. Tonight I would be waiting until the latest flame left at two and I was required to perform my duties for Pam.

	The only breaks from the constant abuse were the short moments alone as I headed from one inferno to the next. I slowed my steps and stopped occasionally at the shop displays of things that I could no longer buy. Pam was quite strict about the money and I shuddered to think what her reaction would be if I lost part of my salary. Not that she would miss it after her own promotion to the board of the company that had taken the partnership over! 

	Despite the fact that I sauntered and delayed, it took just an hour to get to Pam’s apartment. I buzzed through and she let me in, a key was a luxury that I no longer had! I made my way up and found the door open an inch, so I entered and stripped, carefully folding my clothes and slipping them into the cabinet in the entrance hallway. The routine was simple, on a Sunday or a Monday like today, I had no tasks and went to my room to await Pam’s needs. What had been the guest room was now mine, my personal space. The place that I waited in…

	I stood by the end of the bed and stared through the window at the busy street outside a moment before starting the exercise routine that Pam insisted on. ‘I want you fit and well for me,’ she had said. ‘Just as a good hubby should be!’ First of all, the cold shower and the careful removal of any hair. A thorough wash, Pam expected me clean and smooth, and I usually spent a good twenty minutes making sure that she had nothing to complain about. After that the exercises that she had designed to ensure that I could perform for her as she desired. Squat thrusts and push-ups. Exhausted by the routine, I then took my position by the end of the bed and waited. The apartment was still and I stood wrapped in a fugue of despair as I remained with my hands behind my back, the full length mirror displaying me in all of my misery. The ironmongery that confined me, the tattoo that labeled me… ‘I want you to stand and admire what your Mummy has done to my bitch,’ she had said, and that was exactly what I now did in shame. 

	The stillness was broken by a distantly-heard ring at the door and I heard Pam's footsteps and the muffled words of her cheery greeting. This was almost certainly that lover of hers. A nameless man who I would soon hear as he took her in a passion that never seemed to fade. In the bedroom next door, in the lounge, wherever the fancy took them, I would hear him fucking her, the echoes of her passionate cries, his exclamations as he took her and then eventually his leaving… the signal for my eventual humiliation. 

	I heard the clinking of glasses being filled, ice being dropped on glass and voices in conversation, though the words could not be understood, the laughter from Pam rang out and I found myself starting to sob. I was trapped, there was no exit, no hope of release and every day the demands of the women in my life became more insistent and the humiliations ever more severe. I stood, the tears running down my cheeks as my self-pity and despair mounted.

	It seemed that Pam and her lover had decided not to fuck! I heard more laughter, but I could scarcely even make out Pam’s voice, never mind his. This small deviation from the normal pattern of events loomed in my mind as I stood, and the tears dried as time passed. I jumped when a small knock at the door signaled I was required and almost fell to the floor as I realized that I was to be exhibited to that lover of hers. I dared not move, hesitating as I realized that there was absolutely no avenue of escape! If I did not answer, they would enter and somehow the thought of that stud of hers entering my room was too much to bear.

	Another knock, this time insistent…

	I opened the door and cried out in terror at what I saw. What I had feared had happened and now I was ruined!


Chapter 10 Pamela

	 

	The door opened so slowly that the movement was almost imperceptible. His face peeped out, hiding hubby’s nakedness, the tears tracking down his cheeks like a little boy called to his punishment. I could not help laughing as he saw the two of us standing with our glasses in our hands. I think that he expected Paul or one of my other lovers to be there to enjoy the shame of his submission but when he saw that his strict Mummy was by my side, he experienced an almost fit of terror!

	The moment was exquisite, the emotions of humiliation and shame playing on his miserable face caught by Josie’s phone forever. 

	‘Why aren’t you on your knees, boy?’ said Josie. His face slid down the opening obediently and I opened the door fully as he prostrated himself and gave each of our shoes a small kiss. ‘Lick up those pathetic tears from my shoes and then come to the lounge,’ I said. ‘Mummy has an announcement to make…’

	We turned and strutted, he crawled like the little cuck he is. In the lounge we sat on the sofa and Greg kneeled like a puppy at our feet, torn whether to suckle out heels or just hang his head. ‘Heels and soles, boy,’ said Josie and he gratefully leaned to her uplifted shoe. ‘Always your wife first, bitch,’ said Josie with a laugh. ‘Where are your manners?’

	‘Please Mummy,’ he whispered, ‘I’m sorry…’

	‘And so you should be,’ said Josie as I lifted a foot for his attention. ‘We really need to attend to teach you behavior that we expect… It should come naturally, of course!’ 

	‘I’ll attend to it,’ I said. ‘In a week he’ll understand what the women who own him expect in the way of respect.’ His lips closed on my heel and suckled it, his eyes turned down to avoid mine. ‘A stricter regime is required, that’s for sure.’ I could see the trembling terror, his hands fumbling behind his back as he realized that we had now openly joined forces. I think that he really is so stupid that he never even realized that it had happened months ago! Men are so naïve and easily deceived.

	‘A pleasant change from lapping warm come from his wife’s ass,’ said Josie. 

	‘Licking the shit off her shoes!’ That’s one of the things that I just love about Josie, so direct and up-front! In a single sentence she revealed to Greg that everything was known to each of us. In full; no holds barred. ‘Capture the moment,’ she added as she took a couple of photos of my pathetic hubby. ‘Then we can see if he improves over time!’

	‘Your Mummy has something for you,’ I said as hubby moved to the other shoe. That caught his attention! Now he looked up from my feet as Josie slowly undid the chain from her ankle. Despite his blushing shame, a hopeful look came into his eyes. It had been a month since his last release, according to my friend and I watched as he started to have expectations that were well over his station. ‘Do you want her to use the key in front of me?’

	Greg almost gasped and his lips lifted from the sole of my shoe. ‘Keep licking, boy,’ said Josie as she dangled the key from her hand. ‘You have to earn it! Show us that you are ready to be fucked…’

	His face lowered as he avidly took the heel into his mouth and I almost laughed to see the desperation in his face. That cock was swelling like it had not done for weeks, trying to burst from the bars, bulging in the restraint to make the skin taut and glossy as it grew. A wince, a look of desperation and he actually dared ask for it. ‘Please Mummy, please milk me, I beg you!’

	‘What do you think?’ Josie asked me. ‘Drain the cuck and make him clean it off our shoes?’

	‘Mmm,’ I said as I joined the game of teasing the little shit that was suckling at my spikes. ‘I’m not sure! He has not earned any reward!'

	‘Well, it’s up to you, dear,’ said Josie to me. ‘One last time?’

	I think that hubby was so desperate that he entirely missed the meaning of her words. He just looked so hopeful and desperate that all I could think of was that he was like a little puppy, an eager pet who begs for some titbit from an owner's hand. ‘OK, I want to see how Mummy does it…’

	Josie dangled the key and Greg moved a hand to take it. ‘Did I tell you?’ asked Josie severely, making the moment last. I have to admit that I was so wet that I was almost slick on the leather sofa. I could feel myself slither on the sofa and wanted to just slip a finger to bring the climax that was hovering in the background. Instead, I clenched my thighs to feel the first wave of bliss and gasped, stifling it with a hand on my mouth. Josie just smiled, ‘Take it off, boy…’

	He did not want to seem too eager, his hand moving slowly to take the key, but Josie did not let go. ‘Beg for it, boy! Beg to come on your wife’s shoes like the slut you are!’

	‘Please let me slime on my wife’s shoes,’ he said. ‘I promise that I’ll lick off every drop…’

	‘Well see that you do,’ she said as she allowed him the key. He fumbled at the lock, managing to open it as his lips still suckled my heels. The release of the link between the ring at his balls and the restraint on his bruised cock caused the cage to move as he carefully released himself and managed to ease the tight cage off and pull the tube from the tip of him. Greg looked up at us and I realized that he needed a word to permit him to wank. Instead Josie just patted her knee and said, ‘Start here on Mummy and wait for permission…’

	His lips moved from my shoes, he straightened and carefully laid his stiff cock on the nylon where Mummy’s hand had indicated. It was months since I had seen him erect, the thick satisfying cock now a ghost of its former self. Marked by the cage, far smaller and more manageable, it reared up, but the glory days were long gone. I watched fascinated as he pressed against her leg and dared a small motion of the hips. Precum leaked onto the rough nylon and he looked up at her as if asking for permission. 

	‘Please can I, Mummy?’ he begged. Her response was to stroke his cock with her nails in a slow long scratch that ran to the tip.

	‘It’s your wife you should be asking,’ said Josie. ‘Beg her nicely and perhaps…’

	His eyes turned to mine and I just nodded. ‘Don’t you dare come until I say,’ I said, and his hips moved to rub him between her leg and the spiked nails that scored him at every stroke. I was fascinated by his desperation and watched as he rubbed up and down. He gasped and I said, ‘Hold it in until I say!’

	At last, it was clear that he could no longer hold himself in and Josie released his cock and dropped her knee. Almost too late I moved my foot into position as the first slow drizzle pumped from that half-erect cock. It seemed that the stream was endless, a drizzle of thin goo that dripped from cock to leather and then dripped to the floor under my hovering foot. His hips twitched and shook as he emptied, and a look of despair came to his face as the awaited climax slithered away and his pathetic cock pumped and pumped. 

	‘Now clean it up and we can move on,’ said Josie. ‘I don’t want to see a single drop missed!’

	As he bent to her command, I placed my foot in the pool of come on the floor and then lifted it for his attention. ‘That’s the way,’ I said as I watched. ‘Now, Mummy has a special gift for my pathetic hubby.’ 

	Greg spent a few minutes cleaning up the mess that he had made before Josie and I were satisfied, he crawled at our feet, licking it all up and then the sole and pool on the floor. As he concentrated on his little job, Josie reached for her purse and took out the new restraint that was to now be his final resting place. Her pinky slipped inside it and she raised an eyebrow and smiled as she demonstrated just how tight it was. ‘I’d better put it on,’ she said absently as hubby assumed an upright position and looked at the steel device in her hands. 

	‘Ask me to put it on, boy,’ she said. He looked at us both and then back to the restraint and Josie pouted in irritation. ‘I won’t ask again!’

	‘Please lock me up, Mummy,’ he said, then realizing that it was not enough he added, ‘I beg you to, please…’

	‘That’s better!’ she said. It took minutes to get the restraint on him! In the end Josie got me to get some lube and a condom to help and had to cut the latex away afterwards. It was not just that it was tight, the blunt studs that lined the ring that went at the base of him caused endless problems and when she finally clicked the ring at his balls onto the closed tube it had been ten minutes of laughter and struggle. Hubby winced and started to cry and Josie was forced to slap him a couple of times to stop his whining. ‘Stop it, boy, it’s what we want and that’s all that matters!’ she said as she reached under the device and then withdrew her hand. ‘I think that Pam should close it…’

	Locking my eyes with Greg’s I reached down and felt for the small stud that jutted out where the join of the two pieces met. Slippery with the lube I put my thumb on it and said, ‘No locks, no keys, hubby. This is permanent!’

	He almost jerked from my fingers in shock and then I pressed. I felt the stud disappear, we all heard the finality of the click as it locked in place and then I grabbed his balls and gave a small pull. ‘Don’t worry, hubby! You’ll still be milked, but in restraint. Josie will do the honors!’

	‘I’ll do anything for you, Pam,’ whined Greg. ‘Please, please, it hurts!’

	‘Of course it does, Greg!’ I said. ‘But that’s just now, in a couple of weeks that pathetic prick of yours will be a much better fit as it shrinks away, and those silly erections go away. Now say thank-you to Mummy for the present and then you can spend the night with her and find out what Mummy has in store! I have a fuck arranged for an hour’s time perhaps I’ll pop by...’

	Josie patted him on the head almost affectionately as he thanked her effusively for her gift and seemed satisfied with the fit. She examined it carefully and gave his balls a playful slap. ‘Mummy’s got a special surprise for her boy tonight!’

	He was so feeble, whining and sobbing like a small child. I think that it was then that I recognized that I despised him for his weakness as he begged us both to be abused. 

	 


Chapter 11 Gregory

	 

	I can’t get over it, I just can’t. I can’t get out of it either! Walled in and yet at the same time it all seems so inevitable. Just following Mummy down the street, picking our way through the people walking on the sidewalks, my whole life was becoming a daydream at the beck-and-call of the woman that walked in front of me with a sway of the hips, a blur of seamed stockings, her heels ringing out on the paving slabs. It was as if she had a leash to me, never even looking back at me as if she knew that I would not stray from her grasp. Thoughts a muddle of desperation and arousal, the chance to run was obvious, in fact I didn't even have to run! All I had to do was slip down an alley or side street and walk towards liberty, disappear into the crowds, fade from sight, leave her.  And? Why not? I’ll tell you why… because what then? Where was I to go, sleep on a bench in Central Park? Find a minimum wage job?  How could I survive? That is the logical point of view, but logic was no longer the world that I Inhabited. The reality was that I had been ensnared by degrees and I could no longer find it in me to do anything other than obey my siren and drown in the water as she laughed at my distress. 

	I followed and she led. A shopping bag swinging from her hand, purse on her shoulder. I saw the glances and admiration on men’s faces as we passed. They drooled over her figure, her sense of style, the heels and stockings. In their imaginations, Mummy was desirable, sexual and the very image of sensual femininity. In my imagination too, even though I knew that I knew that the woman that I followed had a mind like a bear-trap and the insatiable sexual desires of a hellion. I watched the heels strike the concrete and knew that soon I would be at their mercy, but that just forced me to take each step onwards.

	The stairs caused me problems, each step pulling at the tight steel that confined me, stretched balls rubbing on denim, a physical state of arousal suppressed with ease, neutered by the studs that pressed at me, gelded to heighten her pleasure. The apartment had an air of normality quite at odds with the couple that entered. Familiar modern furniture, an airy aspect. In the kitchen a woman in a floral dress was busy at the coffee machine, Mummy sliding onto the sofa and kicking off her high heeled shoes and placing her shopping bag on the floor beside her. 

	In a few moments, a small cup of that acid-strong coffee was presented to Josie, I stood and waited as she took it delicately and sipped. The older woman, hair tending to gray, dressed in a black knee length dress stood behind and to the side of Mummy and crossed her hands. I felt as though I had seen her fleetingly before, but could not recall the circumstances. She stood straight and silent like me and I tried to figure who or what she was. At last Mummy looked up at me, as if inspecting me for the first time. 

	‘Eve is my housekeeper, boy,’ said Mummy as she passed the tiny cup and saucer back. ‘She attends to my needs. I am waiting!’

	Clearly a lesson, my mind raced to understand what was required. Uncertain, I kneeled and moved to all fours and looked up at Mummy. She just smiled and twitched a manicured finger downwards and I realized that Mummy was ordering her household. Indicating status and rank and expecting a response. I crawled forward and Mummy smiled up at Eve.

	‘He is yours to use when I don’t need him,’ she said casually. I looked longingly down as I passed the discarded stilettos and, as I crawled to the housekeeper’s feet and lowered to greet her with two small kisses, one to each smooth court shoe. I dared not look up because it might be interpreted as impolite. 

	‘Strip,’ said Josie from above. ‘From now on you will always be naked when you are here,’ she said. I started to kneel, but a hand on the top of my head blocked the impulse. ‘Always crawl, boy. I prefer it…’ It was a struggle to strip on all fours, but I was glad that my humiliation was hidden from Eve’s gaze. I managed it and folded my clothes carefully and Eve stooped to pick them up. For a moment I caught an aroma of cloying perfume and saw the clawed hands as my clothes were retrieved. ‘Dispose of them,’ said Mummy. ‘He won’t be needing them anymore. His wife has kindly given me something suitable for her husband when he is not attending to us…’ My eyes turned to the shopping bag and I wondered what Pam had passed to Mummy. ‘Use this,’ she added, and I caught a glimpse of movement at the edge of my vision. ‘Put him in the bedroom until I am ready for him…’

	I felt hands come from above, they pulled something around my neck that was buckled on, a collar which tugged as the leash was pulled. ‘Restrained?’ asked Eve. 

	‘No, just in the cage and ready for tonight’s session, Eve. I want to be there…’ replied Mummy. I felt the leash pull at my neck and was led like a pet to the bedroom. The floors were hard on my knees, the large rug at the end of Mummy’s bed a moment of relief. 

	‘Stand and let’s get you ready,’ said Eve. Reluctantly I stood, my hands covering me and head bowed. ‘Hands behind your back,’ said the housekeeper, ‘Stand straight!’

	I dared look up and slowly moved my hands and a grin came to Eve’s lips. Her hand reached out and she stroked the tattoo on my belly, and it was then that I realized when I had seen her before. She was the impassive woman who stood in the parlor as an observer all that time ago. I felt a sense of relief at the thought, this was not the first time, and when she tugged at the steel tube that encased me, I managed to stay silent, suppressing the whimper of distress as she explored. 

	‘Pathetic!’ she commented as she cupped my balls. ‘Now then, hop to it, in the shower with you…’

	Collar off, glad that I did not have to crawl, I looked around for 

	A razor, but Eve handed me a pot of cream and said, ‘Spread this on properly and wait until I say before you wash it off.’  I took the pot and dipped my fingers into the oily cream and a stink assailed my senses. ‘Ten minutes…’

	I smeared the unpleasant stuff on and waited as the awful smell of it filled the shower cubicle and I almost retched with the stench. I could hear Eve moving around, the occasional sound of her heels on the floor, a metallic sound that rang out once or twice and then she returned and indicated that I could wash it off. The heat of the water was a relief, and I felt the smoothness of my skin under my palms as I showered. I was almost lost in the moment, before a thought assailed me. What was Mummy going to do with me?  When she had spoken to Pam, she had hinted that there was a fuck ahead for me and I winced as the thought triggered a small reaction. 

	When I crawled back into the bedroom, I saw that a curtain had been pulled back to reveal what looked like a shallow sentry box with an open, caged door. Eve stood with her hand on the bars as I entered and looked up at her smiling face. ‘Mummy will just be a little while,’ she said as she crooked a finger. ‘Stand up!’ The small space was lined with cold steel plates and the door closed with a click. 

	‘Just think, that pretty wife of yours is being shafted right now by a real man while hubby is on a leash,’ said Eve with a chuckle. ‘Pleasured by a real man, screaming as she climaxes…’

	In my head I could almost see the thick cock that rammed home and I bleated in distress causing Eve to give a satisfied chuckle. ‘All you are good for is to lap the come from every crevice!’ she added. ‘It’s all you’re fit for, bitch!’

	When the curtain was pulled closed, I was plunged into darkness. A sudden sensation, a perception of claustrophobia rushed over me. I stepped back and the cold of the wall on my nakedness caused me to step away again, my face hitting the bars and my hands clutching at them in terror. A low mocking chuckle came from outside the darkness, caused a panic and I clutched the bars of my cage frantically and shook them. 

	‘This is what it means to belong to Josephine,’ said Eve. 

	 


Chapter 12 Josephine

	 

	I stretched out my legs and rested them on the facing chair. A warm feeling of achievement filled me as Eve switched on the view of the cage where my boy was dissolving before my eyes. The ghostly monochrome on the screen amplified my satisfaction as he struggled in his panic and pulled frantically at the bars of his cage. The lack of sound heightened the isolation. I could see that he was speaking, begging in his distress and watched in interest as he finally sank to his knees, clutching at the iron bars. I sighed in satisfaction as I watched him melt down before my eyes, finally stripping the last of his manhood from his mind. 

	‘You mentioned Pam?’ I asked Eve.

	‘As you instructed,’ she replied. 

	As I watched, the kneeling ghostly figure bowed his head and clutched at the bars of his cage. ‘An hour should be enough,’ I said as I felt my arousal mounting as I watched my slave losing his mind. 

	‘May I?’ asked Eve, anticipating my demand before it had even formed in my mind. 

	I nodded in reply and sighed in contentment. This was all so perfect that it was almost like an intoxicating dream. How could I even have imagined this state of bliss a year ago? That that small seed planted by Fran would become so overpoweringly delectable? I lifted my feet and watched as Eve slipped on the discarded shoes, she knew what I desperately needed, I didn't even have to prompt her, just allow her to tend to me and satisfy my desires. Almost reverently she lowered my feet to the floor and kneeled before me. Her hands slid up my nylons, a satisfied smile on her face as they reached the naked skin of my inner thighs. 

	I felt my whole body become liquid at her expert touch and relaxed as the fingers explored, teased and played, stroking the receptive skin of my thighs, moving ever closer. Eve belonged to me, perhaps even more than the man that sobbed in the darkness. So completely that no commands were required, an understanding between us that needed no prompts. That she loved me was not in doubt, that I loved her devotion was enough repayment for her. 

	Her hands slowly peeled back the silk of my dress, exposing me to her adoring gaze and I moaned in anticipation. My thighs parted at her touch, opening as her eyes fixed on mine and the tip of her tongue stroked between my legs. My hands closed on her head and pulled her in. ‘Oh Eve,’ I groaned, ‘this should last forever.’

	Her head lifted just a little, ‘It will…’

	 


Chapter 13 Gregory

	 

	The silence was so complete that the slight sound of footsteps from outside my cage caused me to start and bang my forehead on the bars of my cage. Points of light danced in my vision and then the curtain opened, and I caught a silhouetted glimpse of the woman that owned me before I closed my eyes at the bright light. A key turned and the cage door opened, I fell to all fours and stumbled forward to kiss her shoes, and she laughed in almost childish delight.

	‘Mummy has a little treat for her little pet, all he has to do is beg for it!’ she said as she patted my head and tousled my hair. ‘Of course, if you want to spend a little more time resting in your cage then it can wait a day…’

	‘No, no, please Mummy, don’t lock me up again,’ I found myself saying as the familiar laces of her boots rasped on my lips.  ‘I only want to please you…’

	‘That’s good to hear, boy,’ she said.  ‘Mummy is going to teach you how that little cock of yours can spurt your nasty come even in its cage. Would you like that?’

	I opened my eyes and looked up in awe, she stood like a Goddess on high, smooth black rubber encasing her from the tops of her boots to wrists and neck. An unbroken smooth skin that displayed her perfection, every curve and wrinkle shiny black. ‘Please Mummy,’ I gasped as she smiled down. 

	‘You really do try so hard to be good,’ she said softly. ‘Such a shame that you spent all your time waiting sobbing and crying like a baby instead of eagerly anticipating what I have for you! I expect impatience and eagerness, not whimpering defiance.’

	Her face was stern, and I had to look away to stop another bout of sobbing irritating her further. ‘I’m sorry Mummy,’ I said. ‘I was so scared.’

	‘There’s nothing to be frightened of,’ she said. ‘Everything that Mummy wants is for your own good.’ She paused for a moment and I saw that Eve was standing behind her looking down at me. She too was dressed in the shiny material, but instead of the soft curves that followed every line of Mummy, a tight -laced corset flared over her broad hips and she bent a thin cane in her hands with a frown. ‘My friend Eve is going to teach you that there are consequences for bad behavior. From now on she will be responsible for your education.’

	My eyes filled with tears and I crawled forward to Eve to show her that I wanted to be good for her. I kissed the leather respectfully, blinking back the tears as I tried to stop the shivering terror that had taken hold. ‘Ten strokes for minor transgressions,’ said Eve coldly. 

	‘He can’t help himself,’ said Mummy kindly. ‘Ten strokes is enough this time.’ 

	I could almost feel the disappointment in Eve, it was as though she radiated severity and I crouched on the floor in anticipation for the punishment. ‘He has to learn obedience,’ she said frostily. ‘You are too soft on him!’

	I prayed that Mummy would not be swayed by her malevolent housekeeper and it seemed that my hopes were fulfilled. ‘We don’t enjoy having to correct him, darling, it is our duty to make him understand what is required,’ she said.  ‘It’s all about teaching a little boy what his Mummy wants from him, nothing more. Now then boy, Eve will show you how corrections will be managed from now on.’

	Eve stepped back and I started to crawl after her, desperately trying to show eagerness, but Mummy stopped me by placing her boot on the small of my back. ‘Stay still and let Eve prepare you,’ she said. ‘We can’t have you flinching and jumping at every stroke, can we?’

	‘No Mummy,’ I mumbled.

	‘That’s better,’ she replied. ‘You don’t want to go back in my cage do you?’

	I shook my head and Eve returned and squatted by my side. She laid a sort of tubular frame with open leather cuffs under me, and I felt her hands position me over the device. ‘On it goes, boy,’ said Eve as she worked. ‘This will make sure that you are ready…’ The tubes made the shape of an ‘H’ with the cross stroke running the length of me. Each end had two broad leather cuffs that buckled closed. I could feel the heel of Mummy’s boot pressing into me and tried to stay still, but as Eve pulled the cuffs up I moved a little and Eve tutted in irritation. 

	As she fitted me with the fetters, Eve pulled the central bar up high against my chest and belly and then closed each set of cuffs. At the front, just below my shoulder, the other cuff with my wrist pulled upward to meet it. Then upper thighs and ankles. Grateful that I was on the rug at the end of the bed, because I was now pinioned with only knees and elbows to rest on. Wrists and ankles upwards, fastened to upper arms and thighs. 

	‘Oh my, how cute he looks,’ said Mummy as she lifted her spiked heel from me and walked slowly around my immobilized form. ‘I really like my boy all trussed up like a little puppy, so helpless and sweet! I think that perhaps he should be like this all the time!’

	‘He won’t fit the cage like this,’ said Eve critically. 

	‘True, but I can always get one that fits and keep him at the end of the bed!’

	I tried to look up to see if Mummy was serious, but my neck could not crane up to see past her waist. ‘You can do both,’ said Eve. ‘As you fancy!’

	Mummy’s hand patted my straining head and she said, ‘Would you like that, boy? It would please me…’

	‘I just want to make you satisfied, Mummy,’ I gasped as my head dropped and she stroked my back with her nails. I would do anything not to be put in that cage again and shook with the fear of it. 

	‘Of course you want to make me happy, boy,’ she replied. ‘Mummy knows that, but she knows that it's difficult and that you need help! Now all we need to do is let Eve give you her little lesson and we can have a little fun together!’ She moved back a step and I saw Eve move to take a position to my side. ‘Not a sound now, until you thank her for putting in the effort…’

	I clenched my lips against my teeth and braced myself and the first stroke of that wicked cane cut against my ass. Good that I did! It was like a hot knife cutting against my skin, a savage blow that was so different from the style that Mummy used. I think that I bucked a little, but managed to stifle a cry as the second cut of the cane followed in short order. What helped me stay silent was the realization that before each blow, Eve’s booted foot lifted a little as she shifted her weight and I could anticipate each blow and clamp my mouth closed. By the fifth my thighs trembled uncontrollably in reaction, sweat dripped from me to the rug and I rested my forehead on the rug and tried to relax. 

	From the small of my back to the cheeks of my ass, Eve systematically laid her strokes in perfect parallel with just a second between each strike. Pure punishment, no lingering torment, it was quite clear that this was nothing else than a punishment for not being a good boy, and I almost took pride in my ability to suffer in silence. 

	I had lost count, when a pause came it was a moment before I realized that the full ten strokes had been given and I thanked Eve as best I could, because a reaction had set in and I was shaking as if in extreme cold. 

	‘I hope that you have learned your lesson,’ said Mummy. ‘Now Eve and I will take a little time out and then comes the surprise we have for you!’

	I found that I was almost gasping for air, but almost in a euphoria that Mummy seemed to approve of my behavior. She gave my ass a little playful slap as if to indicate her appreciation and I strained to look up as she and Eve left me to wait for their return. It was so much better than the cage, despite the fact that the frame that I was fettered to was so uncomfortable. 

	I heard their voices, a brief laugh from Mummy and then the door was closed shut and I was left to anticipate whatever was about to happen. The strain of holding up my head was too great and I rested my forehead on the rug again as the minutes ticked by and I started to realize that I could have a long wait before me. The way that my wrists and ankles were pulled up was uncomfortable, but I did not have to support them and after a little time I sort of accommodated to the position.

	Muffled by the closed door, the buzzer of the front door signaled an arrival, but I could not hear who had arrived. Silence! The wait stretched on and I had no idea of how long it was before the click of the door sounded and I lifted my head to look. Mummy first, she opened the door and smiled down at me, then Eve, the cane back in her hands and a scowl on her face. Now the visitor was revealed as my wife strolled in after the other two, a glass of wine in her hand and her summer dress a contrast to the black smoothness of the other two. 

	‘Oh my!’ she exclaimed as she looked at me. ‘What a cute little pet you have!’

	Pamela walked over to stand looking down at me and I felt a blush of humiliation heat me from within. I tried to look up, but she was too close to look further than the hem of her skirt and I lowered my head and kissed her feet. The sweet kitten heeled mules that allowed me to kiss each toe one after the other as she said, ‘I can see that he was a bad little boy, Josie.’ She bent a little over me and her fingertips explored the welts. 

	‘Eve’s work,’ said Mummy. ‘He was a bit of a cry-baby!’

	I lifted my head again and Pamela said, ‘Don’t stop hubby, not until I say you can…’ I concentrated on her toes and the conversation carried on over my head. ‘I’m sorry I missed it,’ she said, ‘but Paul is such a darling and I just couldn’t get away quickly.’

	‘I quite understand,’ said my Mummy. ‘This little pet just has to wait for his wife’s little pleasures, it’s not as though he’s going anywhere, is he?’

	‘Not like this, dear,’ said Pam. ‘You can stop now!’

	It was a moment before I realized that the last words were for me, and her feet moved before I could stop. Her hand pressed on the back of my head. ‘Stay down, I prefer it that way.’ I felt her hand moving down my back, it stopped at my ass and then stroked the insides of my thighs. 

	‘So how would you like this?’ asked Mummy of my wife. 

	There was a small pause and Pamela gave my ass a sharp slap. ‘I don’t really want to be here when he loses his cherry, just have a few words before you play with him. So, I think that my husband and I will have a private moment alone! Then, we can discuss how this is going to work from now before I head off. By eight I have to be downtown for a small rendezvous. I take it that you are keeping him here all night?’

	‘As you like,’ said Mummy. ‘After all, he’s your husband!’

	‘I’m not so sure that he’s really mine anymore,’ she replied. ‘Not that I care, this little bitch could never satisfy me…’ That brought a bout of laughter to the lips of the three women and Mummy and Eve left to leave me alone with Pamela.

	For a minute she walked around me, touching as if to prove that what was fettered on the floor was really her husband. At last, she sat on the edge of the bed and tapped her foot on the floor. ‘Come here, Greg. I want to see you properly.’

	It was not easy moving, but small steps of elbows and knees brought me around to crouch before my wife as she crossed her legs and looked down at me. ‘Look what you've done,’ she said, ‘and don’t pretend that it is any one’s fault but your own!’

	I could not even look up for the shame that filled me to the brim. And made a small whining noise in reply. 

	‘That’s right, Greg,’ she said. ‘You are not even man enough to admit it even now! No wonder that you got the cane for whining, you are a pathetic excuse for a hubby, a crawling little come-licker! I have a good mind to find a man that will put the come straight down your throat, but I really think that you would like it now! Aren’t you even going to say a single word?’

	‘I’m sorry,’ I said as I tried to keep the misery from my tone. ‘Please Pam, please! Please take me back, I promise I’ll be a good little boy for you!’

	‘Pathetic!’ she said with a hiss. ‘Even when you beg you speak like Josie trained you to! You allowed her into our marriage, you allowed her into your head and worst of all, you never really even tried to fuck me properly and make good. Now look at you, castrated and useless. This is what you deserve…’

	‘Help me,’ I begged. ‘Mummy is letting Eve cane me and…’

	‘There you see it all coming out,’ said my wife. ‘You made this, you live with it! That Josie and Eve are a couple of sadists is scarcely news even to me! I don’t care what they do to you, all I wanted were a couple of strong arms around me, a hard cock in my cunt and an effort to satisfy my desires. An hour ago I was screaming as I orgasmed, in a few hours from now I will have another man that knows what a woman needs. And you? You will be being fucked and played with like the little shit you are…’

	I started to sob, my body shook and she stood up and moved her foot under my face. ‘Kiss my fucking shoe like the pervert you are, Greg! Get off on it, but know this! I will never divorce you, never let you go. Instead, I will have you sucking other men’s hot come from my asshole every night… If you want to be a bitch, then you’ll be my bitch!’

	I tried to look up, but she slapped my face hard. ‘Even now you are crying again, I have a good mind to thrash you myself, Greg!’ She walked to my rear and I felt her foot press between my thighs and squeeze my balls hard. 

	‘Just wait until you see what they are intending to do to you tonight, and I’ll bet that you’ll beg for it like a slut in heat. I’ll expect you at midday tomorrow, then we can sort out exactly how I am going to humiliate you for the rest of your life, and you can beg me for it too! Jesus, what a weakling you really are.’

	She stalked from the room and slammed the door behind her.

	I waited, still facing where Pamela had been sitting. Staring at the broad, round depression that her ass had made, the words still ringing in my head. It was not my fault, why couldn’t she see it. I had been trapped and blackmailed, mistreated and abused. Tricked and duped like a fool perhaps, but surely she could see that once Mummy had her claws in me, there was no way out for me? I started to cry again, even at the risk of being caught. It was all so unfair, even Pamela had made it happen, how could she not see that it just wasn’t my doing, that all I needed was her help and I could be her husband properly again? As the circular self-pity ran rings around my head, I shook with the emotions that filled me to the brim. I didn’t ask for this… not this!

	I need not have been anxious, I was all cried out long before Eve and Mummy came for me. When they did, I tried to rebel and proved to myself that dissent was simply not an option. Mummy came in first and moved to open the small chest by her bed. I could hear her, but the bed was in the way to me seeing what she was doing.

	‘Please Mummy,’ I said. There was a tremor in my voice, because I knew what I was about to say was sheer naughtiness. ‘Can I go?’

	The sounds of her stopped dead and she stood up and walked to look down at me. ‘Pardon?’ she asked.

	‘Please, Mummy, I want to go home…’

	‘Mmm, I don’t think that Pam will like that,’ she said. ‘By now she’ll be thinking of bringing her latest stud back to the apartment. By the time that you get back, she’ll be full of hard cock!’

	I wavered, but then persisted. Pamela’s words needed to be argued out at home, I had to get there. ‘I have to try…’

	‘Try what, boy?’ she asked. ‘I doubt that she’ll ever let you in, do you even have a key?’

	As she spoke, Eve came into the bedroom and stood watching our conversation. ‘I can’t do this, Mummy,’ I said.

	‘Even if you want to be Mummy’s little bitch?’ she asked. ‘You do want Mummy to look after you, don’t you? Satisfy her?’

	I nodded despite myself and her hand patted the top of my head. ‘You’re all confused, boy! I quite understand. Of course, you can go whenever you want! Of course with no job, no Mummy, no place to live and Mummy’s mark on you, it’s not much of a future is it? Louise will be so disappointed, but if you really have made your mind up…’

	‘I just want to go home to Pam…’ I mumbled.

	‘You will! Of course you will, your wife has already prepared for your arrival,’ she said soothingly. ‘I can let you go now and then you’ll miss out, because we were planning to milk that little willy of yours…’

	Her hand stroked between my legs and I looked down the underside of my body to see her boots standing in the arch of my thighs. But, there is no key, I thought to myself, how can that possibly happen if I am not released. 

	‘So, boy,’ she said as her nails scored my thighs. ‘What’s it to be? Sent home now or a little correction for this outburst and then being drained empty of every drop like a little pet? You choose…’

	I groaned as she played with me, watching her manicured fingers teasing and playing idly with me as my thoughts became a complete jumble. It was all out of my control, just like I knew it was. I could see a single drop of precum ooze slowly from the tiny hole in the tip of the restraint and then it fell free.

	‘I don’t know,’ I whined. ‘Please Mummy, I can’t decide.’

	Her finger slid up the collar that clamped my balls, over the soft skin, scratching before it came to rest on the clenched ass-hole and pressed just a little. There was utter silence, waiting for me to fill it with my choice. The finger retreated and the decision had to be made.

	‘Can I decide tomorrow, Mummy?’ I begged.

	‘I think that you want to come for Mummy, don’t you?’ she laughed. ‘But everything has its price, boy! If you want Mummy and her friend to empty that little cock, you have to be Mummy’s little boy!’

	‘Please fuck me, Mummy!’

	‘See? Mummy’s little boy knows that she owns him, she decides what makes him a good boy for her enjoyment, so let’s not hear any more of this silly idea that you can possibly live without her,’ she said. ‘Remember, Mummy knows best!’

	‘I’m sorry, Mummy,’ I said as I realized that what she said was so true. I could not live without her, that all I craved was to please her and love her.

	‘Now then,’ she said in a matter-of-fact tone. ‘Eve will give you ten more strokes to teach you a very important lesson. You are nothing and have nothing without your Mummy and wife to guide and use you. Remember it well and I don’t want to hear another word on the subject!’

	‘I promise, Mummy,’ I said.

	‘Good boys keep their promises…’


Chapter 14 Eve

	 

	How I loved that moment, how I loved Josie! In her position I would have punished him at the first word, given a thrashing like the one I gave my first husband. Josie had come so far that she instinctively knew that her boy was long broken to her hand. That just a few words would bring him back to understand that he was worthless if he was not her property. I watched the scene unfold and almost gasped as he begged for it, and it took a moment for me to recover as she spoke in judgment. 

	‘I promise, Mummy,’ said Josie’s little pet.

	‘Good boys keep their promises…’ said Josie.

	The signal from Josie was the slightest of twitches of the fingers. The welts from the last caning were now stripes across that smooth butt of his, and I decided that this one would not be as punishing, follow his Mummy’s lead and just teach him the lesson required. His feet blocked the lower cheeks of his ass; so, once again I started higher and moved down. I would have had him count the blows, but instead I counted and gave the light ten strokes of the cane with theatrical effect without laying them on too hard. I managed them without breaking the skin, and he managed them with a series of shudders without making more than exhales at each cut. I could see that he was watching my feet, clever boy! Perhaps next time I would not allow him warning of each coming shock, this time I just concentrated on placement and kept it controlled.

	‘So, are you going to be good?’ asked Josie as she moved to receive the thanks he was required to give. ‘If we ever have this conversation again, there will  be real consequences,’ she said as she watched his lips on her boots. 

	‘I love you, Mummy,’ he said as he lifted his face. ‘Really I do!’

	‘Mummy loves you too, pet,’ she replied. ‘All she wants is the respect that is due to her.  Now she wants her friend Eve to fuck her little boy. Is that what he needs?’ Was that eagerness on his face? Did he even understand what was coming his way?

	‘I want what Mummy wants,’ he mumbled, and I realized that he did! He knew what was about to happen to him and still he asked for it! ‘Please.’

	I already had the strap around my hips. Josie picked up the dildo and squatted before his upturned face. ‘Ooh, what a nice big cock,’ she smiled.  ‘Not like the little sissy cock caged between your legs, this one is Mummy’s favorite.’ She offered it to his lips, and he kissed it. ‘You can do better than that, dear,’ she said. His mouth opened and she held it straight before his eyes and smiled.  ‘Show me that you want it, boy. Show me that you want cock like the slut you are!’

	I could see the tears gathering, but he blinked them away and when he realized that Mummy was not going to press it home, he falteringly leaned forward to take the broad tip into his mouth. ‘Lick it a little and then take it in…’ The tip of his tongue touched the smooth rubber, wetted it and then he moved forward and closed his lips around the dildo and was rewarded by an exclamation form his tormentrix. ‘Oh well done, just imagine if this was real, that this was the cock that had just fucked Wifey and made her come! It needs a reward, doesn’t it?’

	His eyes looked down at the black shaft that she gripped, and he managed a small nod. Josie’s hand slipped down to her latex sheathed pussy and moved a little. I could see that she was getting off on this as much as I was. ‘Well done, Boy,’ said Josie. ‘Can you taste her in it? Can you taste the come that you are sucking in?’  Another nod and one of the tears broke loose and trickled down his cheek.

	‘Real men’s cocks need to be fluffed for the next fucking,’ she said. ‘Made nice and hard for Pam’s enjoyment, that’s what good little boys do for their wives! They make everything perfect!’

	The tip was slowly pulled free, and Josie held it before his eyes. ‘Do you know what happens next?’ she asked as she produced a condom and slowly rolled it the length of the rubber tool. ‘You are going to discover how to pleasure a big cock in that nice tight pussy…’

	There was a moment of terror on his face and she patted his head. ‘Don’t worry, you are about to discover something,’ she said. ‘That slut-boys can come when they are fucked…’ She passed the dildo to me and I clicked it into place. ‘Don’t worry, boy, I’ll be here for you.’

	‘Thank-you Mummy,’ he blurted.

	‘We will look after you, darling,’ she soothed. I moved around and knelt behind him. A little lube came first, and he jumped under my fingers. Then, a hand on each of the lifted feet, the tip of the cock nestling between the cheeks of his ass. There would be a signal from Josie, so I waited as she slowly opened the zipper between her thighs and her glistening flesh parted the black to reveal her inflamed pussy before her boy’s staring eyes. ‘Just say when, boy,’ she coaxed as her fingers parted the flesh and stroked. ‘Mummy is waiting…’

	A realization hit me! There was no doubt that Josie was a sadist, no doubt at all. But, what excited her was not the agony, it was when her victim asked to be abused, so far under her dominance that he just begged for abuse. Begged her to be punished for her pleasure, because it was the only chance of pleasing her, because they at last belonged and that was the best that they could ever achieve. True to her wishes, poor little Greg begged for it! ‘I want to be fucked for you, Mummy,’ he whispered. ‘Just for you…’

	The signal came, another flutter of fingers before they returned to stroke between her legs. I could see the hunger in her face, the lust that Greg mistook for comfort, the yearning that would send her to climax. I pressed a little, then a little more. The stricken man gasped, and Josie panted, ‘Open and take it, bitch!’ He struggled to relax, and I waited the seconds it took for him to master his fear and then it slipped in, the head stretching his ass like it never had before. He groaned and I waited a moment before pressing the whole of the bulbous head inside. Tempted to touch and scratch the stretched skin of his ass, I resisted and parted his feet a little and slowly pressed home. The result was a gasp from him and a wail, he rocked forward and I compensated. ‘Good boy, just think of that hungry cock taking your ass, filling you like it filled Pam’s cunt, wet with your lips and the come, it’s fucking you and all you can do is say how grateful you are…’

	‘Mummy, please, it is too much for me, please…’ he wailed.

	‘Nothing is too much for you, not if Mummy wants it,’ she said. The soothing voice holding Mummy’s excitement in check. ‘Mummy is getting all horny seeing you being fucked…’

	‘Oh God, please…’

	I pressed a little more and felt a heady elation as it slipped in another inch or two and my hand went to the small rocker-switch at the base of the dildo. I looked inquiringly at Josie and she pursed her lips and nodded.  A slight click and the dildo sprang to life. A low buzz as it massaged from inside and I lifted a little to place the vibration on the spot. The result was a wailing cry from our pet, a realization that he was being milked and I leaned back to see the first dribble from the tip of his chastity tube. A thin strand of come that moved in slow-motion and hung like the skein of a spider’s web to the floor. I lowered a little and poor little Greg gasped as I denied him the feeling and withdrew a little.

	Josie was too far gone to speak! She gasped and her fingers moved frantically over her clitoris as I became the arbiter of both. The emotion was one of domination as I pressed deep and lifted again with a single smooth motion. That pushed him past the point and the trickle became a slow pulsing stream. A few seconds sufficed and I switched off the vibration and pressed until he felt my hips on his feet. 

	‘Fuck!’ gasped Josie as she almost rocked backwards off her heels. She managed to stay upright and her hands clasped her pussy in a frozen clutch while I gradually slipped the weapon from his ass, giving him a small slap on one cheek as a parting gift. ‘Did the big cock milk you empty, bitch?’ she said.

	‘Please can I have more, Mummy?’ whined Greg and I almost think that Josie came again as her fingers moved a little and she soothed her pussy. 

	‘Of course, you can,’ she chuckled. ‘When Mummy decides…’

	 


Book Five – Closure

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 01 Pamela

	 

	It had been so satisfying to confront my pathetic hubby in the den of his mistress! At last, I started to realize fully the hold that she had on him, this was not some passing phase, something that would ever wane. He was so far into his own disintegration that he could not escape what she had done to him. There was no chance of a divorce, I would never let him escape! Why should I? I had everything that I wanted, why should I ever let him go? 

	Josie offered me the film of what happened that evening as she and Eve closed their fingers around his shriveled ego and made him beg to be violated, but I declined it. She and I are quite different types of dominant women. She revels in the fetish and I revel in the cuckoldry, together we are complete, but I have no interest in joining in that side of Greg’s life! I am quite content to allow it to settle into a comfortable routine, like two women owning a pet! We share him between us, planning everything around whose turn it is to have him. 

	The thought of him hearing me with one lover after the next turns me on, the thought of punishing our sissy-pet ever further is her amusement. There is nothing more satisfying than his attempts to please me as he sucks Paul’s come from my ass, almost better than the fuck itself! I sort of considered making my threats to him that evening come true, making a proper little sissy of him, but making him wear my damp knickers is quite enough!

	Josie is a close friend now, intimate through our shared slut, but even though it is tempting, I would never wish to fall into her clutches in the way that Eve has. So, we have found our balance, share our experiences as we meet up or visit, but she too realizes that I will never truly be part of her intimate world, just as she will never take part in mine. 

	One final surprise awaited me. 

	About a year after that fateful evening, I called him from his room to satisfy me and noticed that the chastity tube had gone.  All that remained was a new heavy collar on his balls, one that displayed how low they now swung between his thighs. All that remained of his once-proud manhood was a tiny little clitty that flopped on the collar and caused me to laugh in surprise.

	‘Has Mummy let you go free?’ I asked as he knelt between my open legs. 

	He nodded and blushed. ‘Mummy says that I don’t need it anymore,’ he said hesitantly.

	I sat before him and reached to fondle what remained of him, just the ring that pierced him and a little cock that was almost a perfect miniature of what had been. I peeled it back and played with it to see how much an erection could add, but there was no reaction at all.  Nothing! Even a squeeze of his balls, nails pressing into the softness did not cause any change. I lifted the sole of my shoe and pressed, digging the heel into the soft flesh, but it was quite clear that nothing I could ever do could resurrect any utility.

	‘Mummy asked me to tell you that if you want me to have it back on, she will fit a new one,’ said Greg, hanging his head and blushing furiously. 

	‘Do you want it back?’ I asked.

	Confused by actually being asked an opinion, he shook his head slightly and then nodded. ‘If you want it…’ he mumbled. ‘I just want to satisfy you!’ Then he burst into tears and I patted him on the head.

	‘That’s all I ever ask,’ I said as I put a finger under his chin and lifted his eyes to mine. ‘That’s all I ever wanted!’

	As his lips circled my ass to suck my most recent lover’s come from me, the tears on his cheeks dried, his eyes met mine and I knew that I had found the perfect husband that I had always wanted. 

	The End
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