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The good-natured teasing had been going back and forth all week. But it was only in the pub, the match about to kick off, that Rachel really upped the ante.

“How about we make things interesting?” she said, with the glimmer of a smile.

Jack, looking from the big TV screen replied with a knowing smile of his own. “I’m all ears.”

The wager was thus: Rachel’s team won, she got to be in charge over the weekend. Jack’s team, he got to play the big boss.

“And that includes in the bedroom,” added Rachel, sweetening the deal and giving just the type of coquettish expression that so got Jack’s blood pumping. “Whatever you say, I have to do. So long as your team wins of course.”

Jack bit his lip, a lusty stirring at his loins as a series of sexual scenarios tumbled through his imagination. “You’re on,” he said.

Rachel held out a hand, confident looking as ever. Jack shook it, sealing the deal. Then both were turning back to the big screen as the referee’s whistle blew and the game kicked off. Of course it was all a tad juvenile. But what was life without a little childish fun? Jack liked that about Rachel – she was playful, up for a good laugh, not just stunning but a little kinky too (though at this point he really had no idea).

Rachel liked the same about Jack, along with his strong jawline and hunky good looks. Beyond the sporting rivalry of their football clubs, there was a strong competitive streak within each of them. In so many ways they mirrored the other; competitive, good looking, work hard, play hard personalities. It was in part responsible for the strong sexual frisson between them.

So often their sexual encounters resembled wrestling matches as to who would be on top, who would outlast the other. So far there’d been give and take, compromise, stroking of an ego (mainly from Rachel). But she’d had enough – subconsciously or not, she wanted the same authority over him as she had numerous others in her professional life. Hence the bet. As good a way as any in getting the scales tipping her way as she saw it. As long as she won.

Which wasn’t looking so promising on the thirty-minute mark when a bullet header saw Jack’s team go one up. It had him fist pumping the air, beaming broadly as he crowed right in Rachel’s ear in smug singsong voice, “One nil, one nil, ooone nil.”

Despite hiding it well, Jack’s gloating had Rachel bristling. Maybe this wasn’t such a smart idea, she thought, worrying her plan was about to well and truly back fire. At half time, nothing had changed. Which meant a full fifteen minutes of Jack plotting out his lurid fantasy in vivid detail. There was talk of a maid’s outfit. There was talk of sexual positions. There was talk of jaw ache. Any observer would have seen an extremely attractive, respectable looking couple, enjoying a drink with the football. But that observer had no idea.

The second half started very much as the first had ended – with Jack’s team on top. Cue more smugness.

“What?” he asked, knowing exactly what as Rachel eyeballed him. She didn’t feed the fire, simply rolled her eyes and looked back to the game.

Jack, who had a hand resting on her hip, couldn’t but chuckle. “Someone starting to wish they’d never made their little wager?” he asked, giving her a squeeze.

“Not at all,” said Rachel, showing not so much as a smidgeon of doubt in her team to turn things round. She was right to.

A couple of minutes later they equalised with a deflected free kick, wiping the smugness clean from Jack’s face. Ten minutes after that took the lead with a belter of a shot. And now it was Rachel standing tall, Jack that bit slumped and dejected.

“Where’s that cocky grin now?” Rachel teased.

“There’s still time,” said Jack, grasping at straws and knowing it.

“For what? A comeback? Please,” snorted Rachel.

Not only was there no come back, but Jack’s team shifted two more goals. It wasn’t just a loss, it was a thrashing. And as the last few seconds ticked to their inevitable conclusion, Jack was left scuffing at his sandy hair and blowing out a sigh wondering what the hell had just happened.

“Four, one. Jesus.” He glanced at Rachel keenly looking his way, blue eyes glinting, smile waiting to explode.

“Looks like your ass is mine,” she said, squeezing his right butt cheek and breaking into a dazzling white smile.

Jack could only throw back his head. There was no denying it, she’d won hands down.

“Come on, loser,” said Rachel, patting him on the shoulder in condolence and leading them out.

Saturday morning, Jack stepped into the kitchen still in his boxers to find Rachel sitting at the table writing something on a notepad.

“Good morning,” she said, cheerily.

“Morning,” replied Jack, pecking her on the cheek and padding over to the counter where he popped two fresh slices of bread in the toaster and poured himself some coffee. “Sleep alright?”

“Never better,” said Rachel with the dewy soft glow to prove it. “You?”

“You know,” as well as anyone can when their favourite footy teams been hammered by their bitterest rivals, Jack refrained from saying. “Okay.”

“Good, good,” said Rachel, scribbling something further on the pad.

Jack, sipping his coffee, leaning back against the countertop, couldn’t stop his eyes from travelling up the length of her long slender legs crossed beneath the table. She wore the sort of short, tight dress – this one yellow and floral patterned – she wore so well. Though in truth Rachel could have made a binbag look sexy. It emphasised her svelte body, her natural curves. Feeling a swelling at his crotch, Jack cleared his throat having to consciously drag his mind back from where it was going, regain control of a body that had he allowed it to do its thing would have had him standing with his boxers tenting out before him.

“What you writing?” he asked as much to distract as anything.

Rachel scribbled one last thing then tore off the sheet of paper and held it to him. Jack took it from her a little warily given her gleeful glint.

“You’ve not forgotten our agreement?” she asked.

“No, I’ve not forgotten,” said Jack, swallowing a lump at his throat as he read the list of chores Rachel had written down.

“Good. Then you’ve got five minutes and I want you to get started on that list. And no feigning uselessness. I know your game.”

“Me? Do such a thing?” said Jack in phony outrage. In truth he’d barely done one thing on Rachel’s list since he’d moved in with her two months ago. And he wasn’t stupid enough to sense that beneath all the playfulness, Rachel was a little pissed off about that.

“Okay, no jokes,” he said under her cool glare. “This list of yours, consider it done.”

“I’ll consider it done when I’ve seen it done. I want this house as close to the way it was before you moved in.”

Jack, having a flashback to being ten years old and lectured by his mother, sipped some more of his coffee. “Sure thing, boss,” he said, turning to the counter as his toast popped up.

“Boss, I like that,” said Rachel behind him. “Say it again.”

“Yes, boss,” said Jack, smiling at her knack for turning everything into a battle for supremacy. As he buttered his toast, he glanced her way to see her eying him with a similar look of amusement. Her gaze dropped to his boxer clad ass. He had a fit body, defined and muscular. A firm ass too.

“And don’t bother putting anything else on,” said Rachel, enjoying the view. “That’ll do fine for the rest of the day.”

“You’re not allowing me out?”

“Not till you’ve done your chores,” she said, unable not to smirk at how much she sounded like an adult talking down to an unruly child.

Jack felt the slightest of needling prickles as he added some jam to his toast. But could he really blame Rachel after barely lifting a finger around the house, after outlining yesterday in such graphic detail what would have happened if his team had won? Rachel sure hell would have been doing a lot more than cleaning. Jack didn’t have to think too deeply to realise the ground he stood on was about as solid as blancmange. Which was why he was happy to go with it, get back in Rachel’s good books, humour even. Hell, it was only one weekend (wasn’t it?).

“Whatever you say, boss.”

Voice dripping with delight, Rachel replied, “That’s right. Whatever I say.”

Jack didn’t realise just how much of a mess he’d made till he was tidying it up. Shirts hung off doors, jeans draped chairs, scrunched up socks had rolled beneath furniture. In what was supposed to be Rachel’s home office, his workout gear; vest tops, shorts, trainers were carelessly strewn. In the bathroom cabinet, male grooming products nudged aside all others.

Rachel supervised as he put all this right, gently teasing that she supposed he could make a pretty good living from his hot boy in boxers cleaning service. Jack sucked it up, knowing that he didn’t have much of a leg to stand on given how thoughtless he’d been.

When he’d tidied his stuff, she had him make their double bed, dust and vacuum the bedroom, then start on the bathroom.

“Such a good look for you,” she grinned as he donned yellow rubber gloves and bent to clean the toilet.

Jack glanced up and across at her leaning in the doorway, feeling a thickening below turned straight back to the bowl of the toilet. Popping a boner here, now, suggesting he might actually be enjoying this, wasn’t happening. The idea that he was aroused by the current power dynamic didn’t so much as enter his head. As far as he was concerned, the only thing making his cock twitch was the fact that Rachel was sex on legs. That and that alone.

“I hope you’re learning something,” she said.

“Yeah, that I should never, ever, ever, bet on my team,” replied Jack, squirting bleach.

Rachel gave a wrong answer buzzer like noise.

“I get it,” he said. “You want me to start pulling my weight a bit more.”

“At last. Progress,” said Rachel. A pause, then, “Well now that you’re finally seeing things my way, you can give the sink and tub a scrub and downstairs a dust and vacuum.”

“Isn’t there something else you’d rather I do?” asked Jack, raising his eyebrows suggestively.

Rachel scoffed. “Just stick to the cleaning, Jack,” she said, pushing off the doorframe.

He heard her in the bedroom opening a closet, moving about in heels.

“I’ve got a lunch date with Cariad and Samantha,” she called to him. “But that doesn’t mean you can slack off.”

“I won’t,” Jack called back.

Rachel reappeared at the bathroom doorway, gathering her lustrous golden blonde locks into a ponytail. A smile rose at sight of him stooped over the bath scrubbing.

“Good boy,” she said. Two words that had Jack’s cock properly stiffening. Lucky for him, Rachel was gone.

After finishing up in the bathroom, Jack decided he’d earned a break. It was approaching lunchtime anyway, he’d get back to when he’d eaten. He made himself a ham and cheese sandwich, grabbed a beer from the fridge and flicked on some footy. Ten minutes became twenty. Twenty minutes became thirty. One beer became three.

When his phone binged, he picked it up to find a message from an old mate. For the next ten minutes bantering texts were exchanged. After that, another five minutes was spent checking out a band that mate had reminded him of. A further five scrolling the top ten MMA takedowns. Finally putting his phone to one side, Jack went upstairs to fetch the vacuum cleaner. But on his return the second half was kicking off – what was ten minutes more?

The sound of the key in the front door, snapped Jack’s attention from the TV screen. Ten minutes had turned into another twenty, and here he was still sat on his arse having not done a thing. Jumping up, brushing crumbs from his boxers, tossing the remote back to the sofa as he hurriedly turned off the television, he grabbed the nearby duster as Rachel stepped into the room all smiles. The smile fell away as she took in the empty beer bottles, the cushioned groove of the sofa, the crumbs on a carpet that so obviously hadn’t been vacuumed.

“Rachel, I can—”

“Don’t bother,” she cut short what was about to be a lousy explanation. When Rachel got angry, she didn’t raise her voice, yelp or scream. She had a laser like focus. And right now, Jack was on the receiving end of it. “Get over here. Right there.” She pointed to a spot at the side of the sofa.

Jack had the slick exterior of the car salesman he was. There was no tell of what he was thinking as he made his way over. Which was just as well, as while he recognised he’d stuffed up again, he was already downplaying things. I mean, he’d hardly burnt the house down had he. As he came to a stop, Rachel turned him around to face the side of the sofa, then taking him by surprise, quickly yanked down his boxers.

“Hey, what the—”

“Shut it and bend over.”

Her slightly rebuking tone as she spoke those words stirred something inside of Jack that he’d never before known was there. Or maybe he had been. Maybe he’d buried it. Maybe it took Rachel to bring it out. Either way he was feeling it again as she gave his butt a soft slap.

“I said bend over,” came that calm measured voice behind.

Jack did so aware of the heaviness of his heartbeat and the slowly growing fullness of his cock trapped between his abs and the sofa. Then the full palm of Rachel’s hand landed, lifting the heels of his feet off the carpet, forcing out a grunt and extinguishing all thought as the stinging pain swept across his ass.

“When I ask you to do something, I expect it done,” said Rachel, a note of amusement creeping into her voice.

Jack had no time to process it as his backside took the full force of another meaty slap.

“Saying you’re going to do something and not doing it is disrespectful. Little boys learn that in first school.

“Or maybe not,” she added, dropping her voice to a breathy purr as she leaned over him and underhand delivered a third stonking spank.

Whoever Jack was five minutes ago, he no longer felt that person. His whole identity was founded on a strong masculinity that was in control more often than not. The cleaning had been one thing, but this.

“Naughty, naughty, naughty boy,” said Rachel, half-giggling now as she took full advantage of the position she had him in, delivering a flurry of spanking hits.

The situation had come about with such suddenness that only now was Jack aware of a roiling mix of irritation, humiliation and arousal. And it was all too much. He spun, grabbing Rachel’s swinging hand at the wrist. There was a winning look, a triumphant smile as her eyes alighted on his iron bar hard erection. A look that didn’t just stir. But set his insides on fire. Both stood in challenging stare, one second, two seconds, before their urges were overriding them.

In frenzied passion they fell upon one another, kissing deeply, pawing, groping, stroking and squeezing till Rachel pushed him back to the sofa. While she frantically scooped her white panties from beneath her dress, Jack kicked off the boxers still around his ankles. No sooner had he done so than Rachel was practically leaping on him as they resumed their breathless kissing.

His stiff cock was probing, prodding against her wet slit when she reached behind and wrapped her fingers around it, guiding him into her. Her soft moan became a panting groan as she bounced atop him, ponytail flipflopping from one shoulder to the other as he thrust upwards giving as good as he got. As her head tilted up on another of those urgent groans. As the hot energy flowed back and forth between them mingling, twisting, building to an inferno as they fucked each other senseless.
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On the Sunday Rachel had Jack serve her breakfast in bed, then get on with his list of chores, this time not wearing boxers. When she appeared in the living room as he dusted, he could only stop what he was doing and gawp. The red football shirt hugged pert breasts (pointy nipples distinctly visible), showed off slender arms and the full length of long toned legs, stopping tantalising at the top of bare thighs.

Speechless, Jack took it all in. He’d seen Rachel in some sexy outfits. But this, this was right up there – and that was from someone who loathed her team with a passion.

“A little reminder of what got you here,” Rachel smiled.

Jack snort chuckled. But inside it was like a runaway train had reared off the tracks. He got back to his dusting all too aware of Rachel’s presence. His cock hung heavy. Its bell-shaped end dangling thick and ripe looking. And that was before Rachel’s teasing.

“No slacking today, uh-uh. I’m going to be keeping a close watch of you,” she said.

A glance over at her and that I’m-in-charge-and-loving-it smile, and Jack was feeling a low simmer at his core as his cock lifted off his smooth balls.

“We know what happens to bad boys now,” said Rachel, patting the back of a palm, “don’t we?”

“I guess so,” said Jack, feeling the heat loop and curl and swirl upwards through his torso. He tried to stay soft – not give Rachel another victory – he really did. But between her sexy outfit, continued teasing and soft chiding as she pointed out every time he missed a spot with the duster, he couldn’t but harden – much to her delight.

“Scratch boxer boy cleaning business,” she chuckled. “Stiff naked boy cleaning business more like.”

Jack sucked it up, a little redness creeping up his cheeks. He wasn’t one to blush easily. But then again, he wasn’t someone who’d ever had a pink duster in his hand, naked and hard while his girlfriend bossed him about.

“That handsome cock of yours really is the attention seeker,” said Rachel.

Jack turned huffily. “Finding this amusing, are you?”

“Oh yeah, big time,” Rachel beamed. “You’ve got to admit, it’s pretty funny.”

Jack admitted no such thing. He put down the duster. He got vacuuming. All the while looking like he was ready for a jousting contest down below. Rachel continued to revel in his reluctant subordination. She snickered, she smiled, she watched on intently with no little fascination.

Jack’s arousal at her playful spanking yesterday had delighted and excited and intrigued. When she’d come to reflect on it overnight she’d begun to wonder if Jack – normally such an alpha – wasn’t harbouring a secret submissive side. Seeing him now so stubbornly stiff, confirmed those suspicions. Which wasn’t just interesting as far as she was concerned, but outright thrilling in the avenues it potentially opened up to explore her dominant desires.

“Jack,” she said, once he’d turned off the vacuum. “Go sort your tools out in the garage, then I’ll let you make me lunch.”

“You will, will you,” he said, strolling over with a lusty twinkle, eager for a repeat of yesterday’s action.

“Oh no you don’t.” Rachel swatted his erect penis, making it bounce up and down. “No touching for you until you’ve finished your list.”

Jack eyed her a moment, despite himself more turned on by her strict discipline than ever. “That’s an incentive if ever I’ve heard one,” he grinned, heading through to the garage.

“Good boy,” came Rachel’s voice right behind as she followed to keep watch.

After lunch she had him wash the dishes, then pick up right where he’d left off; ironing and folding clothes, sweeping the little patio out back – in full knowledge the neighbours next door would get a good eyeful of him in his birthday suit should they peek out one of their upstairs windows. And Jack knew it too.

“Don’t worry, I don’t think they’ll be disappointed,” said Rachel as he peered in that direction for the third time.

Jack grinned his attractive grin, though didn’t slow down. In fact, Rachel could only laugh; she didn’t think she’d seen anyone sweep so fast.

It was late in the afternoon when she tiptoed upstairs.

Jack was finishing his last task – cleaning the oven – when he heard Rachel’s call. He dumped the scourer in the sink, headed out the kitchen and up the stairs. “What now, Rachel?” he said, walking the hallway wondering what more she could want him to do. “I’m pretty pooped. I don’t think I’ve got much left…in me.”

Those last two words came out in a soft whisper as he stopped in the doorway, jaw falling slack at sight of Rachel perched on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide. His eyes fell to the arrowhead of neat golden pubic hair pointing to beautiful labial lips.

“Do you have any idea how many idiot men I have to deal with at work all day,” she said. “Men who don’t listen. Men who think they’re something special.”

“Uh-uh,” murmured Jack, gaze lingering on that exquisite opening.

Rachel clicked her fingers, locking his eyes to hers. “Many. So many you wouldn’t believe it. And I don’t need one more at home.”

“No,” said Jack in trance like tone.

“Good,” said Rachel. “I’m glad we’re on the same wavelength. Now get on your knees.”

Jack dropped without thought to do anything but.

“I’ve got one more task for you, Jack. Do you think you’re up to it?”

He slowly nodded.

“Then crawl.”

Mouth open ready, Jack did just that.
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Certain things changed after that weekend. And it went beyond the fact that Jack started picking up after himself, doing some of those household chores without needing to be nagged. There was a different energy between him and Rachel. A subtle tipping of the scales in her favour. He felt it in the way she kissed him, saw it in the way she looked at him in quieter moments like she was in on some big secret. Which Jack supposed she was.

Neither spoke it, though both knew it: he’d enjoyed her dominance, a part of him yearned for it. And Rachel being Rachel, was always going to bring it to the fore again sooner or later.

It might have been any weekday morning as Jack strolled into the bedroom – naked having come straight from the bathroom. Rachel was leaning back against her make-up table, pursing her lips, applying some lippy, dressed in the sort of short tight work dress (this one turquoise) that so got his pulse going.

“Nice uniform,” she said, eyeing him with that slightly smug knowing glint she’d been eyeing him with for days now.

“You think I’ll sell some cars,” Jack joked, purring a little inside at the dressed/undressed dynamic.

“I think you’ll start a whole new trend. Either that or get arrested,” chuckled Rachel.

Jack chuckled along with her, right up until the moment he pulled open his boxer shorts drawer and froze. There were no boxers or briefs. Only one item; silver and silky with two little bows, laid out carefully. Meant to be found.

“Rachel, why are there a pair of your panties in here?” asked Jack, fishing them out, dangling them from a finger as he turned her way. But as soon as he laid eyes on that grin, the penny was dropping.

“Because you’re wearing them,” she said, spelling it out.

“What?” he panted.

“You heard.” Rachel screwed the lipstick she was holding closed, placed it on the table behind her and stepped his way. “Put them on. Let’s see how they fit.”

“No,” said Jack, amazed, appalled, increasingly he realised aroused.

“Put them on, Jack.” Rachel folded her arms business like. “I haven’t got all morning.”

“You really want me to wear these?”

“I do.”

Jack stared, part of him thinking, fuck that, you can want what you want but I’m not doing it. While simultaneously another part of him simmered with excitement to do the exact opposite. His inner conflict showed as he looked away rubbing the back of his neck. Then his eyes were back on Rachel and her expectant look.

“Fuck it,” he said, stepping into the panties, scooping them up over his legs feeling the fabrics smoothness, then that soft embrace as they covered his most intimate area.

“There, that wasn’t so hard now,” said Rachel so obviously holding back a titter. She strode to him in heeled step and turned him to the closet mirror. “Very pretty,” she all but hummed.

Jack felt a burn in his belly as he took in the sight of himself. There was a ridiculousness in the juxtaposition of his manly body and the panties femininity that he couldn’t square. His gaze lingered on the little bows at his hips, drifted to the very visible curl of his swelling cock, dropped a little lower to a ball half showing.

“Side ball. I like it,” said Rachel.

Jack’s eye’s shot up to see her gleeful grin reflected over his right shoulder. Rachel reached round, drawing the panties away from his waist, allowing his hard cock to pop free, before smoothing the fabric back over his now half uncovered erection.

“Don’t pretend you don’t enjoy the way they feel,” she purred at his ear. “We both know something says different.” And now she gave a squeeze of his bulging tip making his eyelids flutter. “I find out you’ve taken them off without my permission, there’ll be trouble,” she said, squeezing one ass cheek.

There gazes locked and Jack felt like something might melt in the moment. Rachel smiled at his quivering desire, then gave his other ass cheek a soft spank and headed from the room.

Jack watched her go, head spinning. No, not any weekday morning. Or afternoon as it would turn out.

“All sorted, Al, you are now officially the owner of a very classy car,” said Jack, handing the keys to the polo shirted, deeply tanned customer.

“No doubt about it, she’s a beaut,” he said, buzzing the car open, sitting in the driver’s seat and glancing around the plush leather interior, before turning his satisfied gaze to Jack leaning in at the door. “It’s been a pleasure, Jack.”

Jack shook the firm hand held to him. “Pleasure’s been all mine, sir.”

“I’ll be in touch about that round of golf.”

“Hey, when and where and I’m there. But I warn you I won’t be going easy.”

“Then I’ll guess we’ll find out if that talk of yours is as good as your walk.”

“Guess we will,” grinned Jack. He stepped back a pace as Mr Phillips – Al as he insisted Jack call him – emitted a pfft sound, pulled the door shut and buzzed down a window. “Feels like I was born to own this baby,” he said, car engine purring softly.

“Enjoy the car. Enjoy the rest of your day, sir.”

Al tipped his hand in salute and Jack stood a moment waving him off from the forecourt, before turning and heading back inside the glass fronted, clean white walled Audi car dealership interior. He passed Thomas (twenty-three and still looking like he couldn’t grow facial hair) giving an Asian couple the hard sell by a series of high-end models, wanting to reach round and tug at the panties that currently felt like they were half disappearing up his ass crack. Only safely ensconced behind the computer at the service desk did he feel hidden enough to do so.

A little pinching and tugging and things were a little less distracting, though that wasn’t to say he wasn’t aware of the silky texture at his cock and balls every second of every minute his mind went there. There was the faint revival of the burn of this morning. There was thought of Rachel and her performance in front of the mirror. Which had his pulse pitter pattering and his cock brushing right up against the panties smoothness as it stirred. Slamming the door closed on such thoughts before they completely overran him, he focused on the computer and the forms updating Mr Phillip’s purchase. A minute or two later, Thomas had wandered over.

“No bite?” asked Jack, seeing the Asian couple had left.

“Not yet. But the woman seemed pretty keen, so I’m guessing they’ll be back. They control the purse strings, right?”

“In my experience,” said Jack, unable not to think of Rachel, who working at an accountancy firm and being so much better than him at all things financial, ran that side of their relationship.

Thomas scoffed. “Some guys need their balls ba—”

At his abrupt silence Jack glanced up to see him staring out to the forecourt.

“Jesus, get a load of that hottie.”

Jack did just that, stomach tightening at sight of Rachel browsing the high-end cars.

“Hello, sexy lady,” said Thomas, buttoning his suit jacket and straightening the knot of his tie as he started forward.

“Hold up, Thomas. I’ll take this one,” said Jack.

“I bet you will.”

Jack paid no attention to the you-sly-dog grin, pulling seniority he told Thomas to finish updating the paperwork and strode outside.

“Rachel, what’s up? Why you here?” he asked upon reaching her.

“Such a beautiful car,” she said, all but ignoring him as she trailed a finger over the silver bonnet.

“Yeah it’s beautiful,” said Jack, focus not on the car, but Rachel. He watched her slowly circle the car, asked again, “Rachel, why are you here?”

Her eyes flashed to his as she finally looked his way.

“I came to check up on my panty boy, you are still wearing them, aren’t you?”

Jack felt himself flush. “Yeah I’m wearing them.”

“Show me.”

“Here? Now?”

“Right here. Right now,” said Rachel, a small half-smile at the corner of her lips. “Or am I going to have to give that bottom of yours another hard spanking, hmm?”

Jack held Rachel’s challenging stare for a full five seconds, before something was giving. “Jesus,” he murmured, glancing over his right shoulder to the showroom and Thomas at the computer, then looking to the road out in front, busy with traffic zooming by. Using Rachel and the parked Audi partly as a blocker, he gave Thomas in the showroom one last glance, before drawing back his suit blazer, turning over the waistband of his trousers to flash a glimpse of silvery silk. “There, happy now?”

“Thrilled,” Rachel beamed, breaking into a chuckle.

“Great, glad to be of service,” said Jack. He half turned meaning to head back inside, but Rachel was far from done.

“I’ve still got half an hour, Jack,” she said, consulting her wrist watch. “Plenty of time to have some fun.”

“I’m working, Rachel.”

“So work,” she said, her blue eyes drifting back to the Audi. “Go get the keys. I’m taking you for a test drive.”

Less than ten minutes later, fully at home behind the wheel, Rachel was pulling into the large car park of a big department store.

“What are you doing?” asked Jack.

“Finding out if these tinted windows are as private as they look,” she replied, stopping the car in a space not far from the stores busy entrance. She cut the engine, she turned his way, laying a palm flat on his thigh. Her look was suggestive. And naughty. And irresistible. And any attempt at professionalism deserted Jack entirely as like a puppet on an invisible string he gave Rachel exactly what she wanted and expected.

As they kissed that hand flat at his thigh crept up to his crotch, massaging and manipulating till he was poking upwards. Jack responded in turn, sliding his own hand up Rachel’s inner thigh in smooth slide, till they were turning a corner, brushing right up against the groove of her slit. In realisation that she wasn’t wearing underwear, Jack took in Rachel’s look; bright and eager and naughtier than ever, before he was sliding his fingers into her slick opening as once more they locked lips.

“Take down your trousers,” said Rachel a little breathlessly between the bouts of passionate kissing.

No hesitation. Jack unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers, scooped them to his ankles, then sat back, cock pushing past the silk panties waistband.

“Somebody needs some bigger panties,” said Rachel, grinning from ear to ear as she squeezed his bulbous glands, then slowly and softly circled a thumb over the sensitive spot on the underside of his cockhead.

It had Jack’s mouth falling open on a silent moan, the back of his head pressing the leather of the passenger head rest.

“Looks like these windows are doing their job,” said Rachel, observing the shoppers still going about their business.

“No one can make us out. This car’s designed for privacy,” said Jack, nibbling Rachel’s neck, breathing in her perfumed scent, reaching back under her dress.

“Uh-uh, not your fingers,” she said, pushing his hand away and tugging down the panties, baring his balls, springing his stiff cock fully free. There was another wide grin, then she was mounting him, adjusting the seat – jerking them back and making them both chuckle – before easing him inside her and slowly grinding. “Maybe I should add some suspenders to those panties. Get you in heels and a minidress,” smiled Rachel. “Turn you into a proper sissy.”

“Not likely,” said Jack, fixed on Rachel’s bosom right in front of his face. He wanted to rip her dress open. He wanted to nuzzle his face right into her delicious breasts. He wanted to be the one in control, pounding from behind. But that’s not how it was.

“Hold your cum for me, fuck toy,” said Rachel, rocking back and forth fully in charge. Sometimes it was hard to believe such filth could come out of her mouth.

Jack held her competitive, teasing stare, till she dipped, kissing him, all the while drilling down, then rising up, then sliding back down his slippery cock – wet with both their juices – like that and that alone was all it had ever been created for. It wasn’t long before the rocking motion became a bouncing one. And Rachel was rubbing her clit, slapping a palm firmly on the car ceiling in shuddering panting moan as orgasm consumed her. Jack could only watch, pulsing on the brink himself as the last few tremors shuddered through her, then as she climbed off him, tugged down her dress and started the car.

“What about me?” he asked, half disbelieving.

“What about you?” grinned Rachel, backing the car out, leaving him with a severe case of blue balls.
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The cleaning, the panties, the prioritising Rachel’s pleasure over his own; Jack might have thought it a phase, a bit of fun that would blow itself out if he didn’t know Rachel better. He’d always known she was sexual, but he was beginning to understand she was a lot kinkier than he ever would have believed. He would be a liar to say it didn’t excite him. Though at this stage there was still a strong desire to be the man, give as good as he got, even a few scores and balance things out. It was in such circumstances that the games night Rachel hosted every couple of months was coming round. And one person in the relationship tipping the scales decisively their way.

“He put them on?” asked Cariad.

A second or two’s silence, no doubt a nod, a smile, then tittering guffaws.

“This is Jack. Jack, we’re talking about?” That was sporty and svelte, dark haired and creamy skinned, Samantha.

“One and only,” replied Rachel, sounding as pleased as punch. “And trust me he enjoyed it.”

Jack, who’d stopped out in the hallway at the word panties, stood holding two bowls of potato chips, stomach turning in on itself as he eavesdropped.

“It’s always the alphas,” said Cariad, a petite redhead and self-confessed minx. “Something about the novelty of being bossed about, told what to do that drives them absolutely insane.”

“I can believe it,” said Rachel.

“But panties? Come on,” said Sam.

“Why not?” Cariad’s girlish voice again. “They’re about as feminine an item of clothing as you can get. A manly man like Jack would have found wearing them deeply humiliating. Irresistibly humiliating.”

Jack, listening intently, could imagine Cariad’s wicked little smile as she said those words all too well. He felt his stomach flip-flop. He felt the indescribable swirl of something; excitement, irritation (that they were discussing him so brazenly), unmistakable arousal – tumble right through him.

“Really though,” – still Cariad – “if you wanna properly get into a guy’s mind, really take control, then you have to lock him in chastity.”

“Chastity?” said Sam in amazement, as outside in the hallway Jack’s stomach didn’t so much as flip, but do a whole three-sixty.

“You and Nick?” asked Rachel.

“Uh-uh. Not yet anyway,” said Cariad. “But some guys I’ve dated. And trust me there’s no power like it. Those boys were putty in my—”

Jack turned his head at the sound of Danny and Nick approaching from the kitchen. He swallowed the lump at his throat. He removed all trace of his eavesdropping from his features as he stepped into the living room all smiles. “Snacks are up,” he said, placing the bowls on the coffee by the open bottle of wine and pile of board games.

“So very obedient,” said Cariad, shooting Rachel a sly grin.

“Hey, Jack. Your beer,” said Nick, giving him a nudge, turning him from the two women and those looks. He took the bottle wondering just what else they’d been discussing.

“So what we playing?” asked Danny, dropping into one of the three chairs opposite the coffee table and girlfriend Sam. Nick took the middle one, Jack the last in front of Rachel.

“Guess Who?” said Sam, opening a small box and removing a sand timer and pad of Post-it notes, along with the selection of name cards they’d be picking from.

“Girls against boys,” said Rachel, with a glinting eyed smile Jack’s way.

“Battle of the sexes, I like it,” said Danny, swigging his beer.

“You won’t when we’re beating your ass,” said Sam.

“Please, as if,” scoffed Nick, backing up his male teammate not even countenancing losing.

“You boys are so cocky, then how about we spice things up?” said Cariad. “Have a rerun of Rachel’s wager.”

“I’m game if you are,” said Rachel, giving Jack another of those teasing smiles.

“You told them about that?” Why wasn’t he surprised?

“Err, yeah, they’re my best friends, Jack. What do you think we do, sit around talking about the weather?”

Jack shook his head, more than a little peeved that the ins and outs of their relationship – not just the wager – were being shared so openly.

“I don’t know what you’re getting so upset about,” said Cariad, not helping. “You lost. We heard about it. Put your big boy panties on and move on.”

Jack stared at her wicked little smile – exactly the kind he’d pictured out in the hallway – then came the low burn like a cigarette had been stubbed out in his chest. He was pretty sure she hadn’t chosen that word – panties – by chance.

“Whoa, back up,” said Danny in the ensuing silence. “What wager?”

“Rachel and Jack had a bet over the football,” explained Sam. “The loser had to do whatever the winner said over a weekend.”

“And Jack was the loser,” nodded Nick, understanding why he was looking so miffed.

“What’d she have you do, anything kinky?” grinned Danny.

“I’ll let you use your imagination,” said Jack, swigging some of his beer, more than keen to move on as Cariad had put it so directly. “Still, it’s nothing as kinky as I’m going to do to her when we reverse that wager.”

And there was that competitive streak resurfacing as Jack looked Rachel right in the eyes.

“So you’re in?” she asked.

“One hundred percent,” he answered.

“What about you two boys?” asked Cariad. “Ready to worship and serve your goddesses?”

Nick grinned. “The only people getting worshipped are us kings.”

“Yeah, right, in your dreams,” said Sam, being childish and knowing it.

“Guess we’ll see,” said Danny.

“Guess we will,” said Rachel.

All three couples eyed one another – each as competitive as the other, each as eager to see their side, their gender win. To say there was a frisson would be putting it lightly.

Cariad shared her wicked little smile with Rachel and Sam, then turned to the boys, “Then let the games begin,” she said.

The game was as simple as it sounded; two players peeked at a card and keeping it hidden from the third, wrote the name on that card down on a Post-it, that Post-it was then stuck to the third players forehead, with them having to guess the famous name by questioning their teammates. It was quick fire, so when one name was guessed, it was straight on to the next.

The girls were first up – Rachel guessing. And before the sand in the timer had fallen halfway, she’d already reeled off a host of names correctly; Marilyn Monroe, Nicolas Tesla, Charlie Chaplin… so on and so on. The wavelength was freaky. And the boys couldn’t but share a wary glance. They were right to be worried. It was supposed to be best of five, but it didn’t get anywhere near going the distance.

“Times up!” called out Sam less than ten minutes later.

Danny slammed down the card he’d only just picked up, slumping back into his chair dejected knowing they’d been slaughtered. “This game sucks.”

“No, you suck,” smiled Sam.

“Ten-four,” said Cariad, happily totting up the last rounds score. “I guess one thing you boys’ll be able to guess is who’ll be doing the cooking and cleaning and housework this weekend.”

“Yes,” laughed Sam, big white smile beaming as she held up a hand and the two hi-fived.

Rachel remained silent, though the upward curl of a lip as she stared Jack’s way said everything.

What came out of his mouth, came completely instinctive and unplanned. “One month,” he said. “A different game and we up the stakes to a month.”

“Whoa, hold your horses, buddy,” said Danny.

“What’s the matter, Danny, you pussy?” Sam asked of her boyfriend.

Danny visibly tensed. He stared a moment at Sam, then asked determinedly, “What’s the game?”

“Trivial pursuit. Ten questions,” said Rachel. “Winners get their partners at their beck and call for an entire month.”

The three couples eyed one another in silence, hearts beating heavy at the tantalising prospect of winning, the jeopardy of losing. Then Cariad upped the stakes further, adding: “And the losers have to put on a little show, right here, tonight.”

It didn’t take much imagining to envisage what sort of ‘show’ she had in mind.

“I hope you’ve got your nipple tassels ready girls,” said Nick. “Because I want burlesque.”

He and Danny bumped fists, while sipping from their wine Cariad and Sam soaked up their male bravado, ready to put it back in its box.

“Game on,” said Jack.

“Game on,” said Rachel.

If the girls had previously had an intuitive advantage having known each other since their school days, there was no advantage here. This was straight up general knowledge and Jack was confident he and Nick and Danny had the edge. When the girls tripped up on their third question, that confidence spilled into outright arrogance.

“Better get your pinnies ready, girls,” taunted Jack. “You’ve got a busy month ahead.”

There were sour looks his way, sarcastic smiles. Another question card was picked up. The game went on.

The boys got their sixth question wrong – Cary Grant’s real name was Archibald Alexander Leach, who knew? And the girls drew level. A couple of questions later, took the lead.

“Not so cocky, now, are we?” grinned Sam.

The pressure was on, the boys needed the next one to stay in it. Rachel picked up the card and read whatever was printed, smiling to herself. Which could only mean one thing: it was a toughie. Her eyes rose, she took in the tense male faces before her and read, “Which river forms Africa’s largest network of navigable waterways?”

Jack felt a familiar plummeting within. He looked to Nick and Danny hopefully. They looked to him just the same. The women were all but holding one another back as they sensed victory.

“Any ideas?” asked Jack.

Nick shook his head. Danny simply said, “Fuck.”

“Is that a pass, boys?” asked Rachel.

“I don’t know…the Nile,” blurted Jack, taking a shot in the dark.

It was wrong, of course it was wrong, Rachel slowly turned the card, showing it so, “Congo,” she said with great delight. “Which means we win.”

And suddenly the sofa was erupting into squealing celebration. There were more hi-fives and gleeful grins. And comments such as: I think we’ve each got a new personal servant boy – that one from Cariad. In short, they rubbed it in good and proper. Then came the chant, insistent, unstoppable, “Take it off, take it off, take if off…”

Rachel clicked on some music: The Full Monty – what else?

“Let’s see it, boys,” said Cariad.

Danny took his head out of his hands. Nick stood. Jack did so reluctantly.

“Think magic mike,” said Sam, unhelpfully.

“Yes please,” grinned Rachel.

The guys didn’t disappoint, moving in time to the music, stripping out of their clothes, revealing smooth gym honed bodies as the female laughter filled the house.
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It was three days after the humiliation of games night that Jack was returning from a run and being called into the kitchen. Rachel sat at the dining table with pen and paper (which he was beginning to learn was never a good sign).

“Some new house rules,” she said, turning the paper to him.

Jack skimmed the two lists. On the left, under his own name: Strips naked when commanded. Does everything, EVERYTHING, Rachel tells him to. On the right, under Rachel, simply: Makes the rules. Answers to no one.

“Rachel’s rules, has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

Jack looked up to see her observing him with a faint smile.

“If you say so,” he said, knowing full well he’d made his bed and had to lie in it.

Rachel snorted in amusement. “Don’t worry, Jack. You’ll soon get used to my rules.” There was a proper teasing smile as she picked up the paper and attached it to the fridge by magnets, in pride of place for all to see.

“Go shower,” she said. “There’s something else I want to show you.”

That certain something had Jack’s inside’s billowing hot. He’d had a heads up overhearing the girls’ conversation the other day. And yet still couldn’t believe Rachel had actually purchased one for him.

“A male chastity device, are you crazy?” he said, holding, staring at the moulded silicone cage Rachel had passed him.

“I’ve been reading up on them, Jack. I think it’d be good for you. For us.”

Jack was resistant. Rachel was insistent. And she had a way of making things sound so damn reasonable. Five minutes, five minutes was all she wanted to see how it looked and fitted. Against every one of his instincts, Jack put it on. And was there a feeling like it as that little lock clicked shut and his most intimate body part was in control of another. It was scary. It was humbling. It was emasculating.

Rachel true to her word, removed it after the five minutes were up. But a few days later she had him put it on again – this time for forty minutes. The next week, a couple of hours. After that he spent an evening in it, then a night. Slowly she built up his tolerance till he went a whole three days in it. Then she’d unlock him – wash him – watch him spring a boner, then use him all horny and hard like her own personal sex slave. Jack, who’d been so horrified by the device, actually began to enjoy the build-up, the teasing, the thought of what might or might not be coming depending on Rachel’s mood.

It wasn’t just physical. It was psychological; seeing that small key dangling from an ankle bracelet or necklace knowing what it symbolised – who well and truly had the power in the relationship – it rung something in Jack like nothing ever had. Slowly and steadily he was finding joy in his surrender, ecstasy in his submission.

Rachel punished him whenever she was feeling kinky (which was often). She punished him whenever he messed up (increasingly less often). There were more spankings. There was one day he’d left the toilet seat up and she marched him through to the living room, had him strip and kneel naked at her feet as she sat herself on the sofa. She was in a black bra, dark denim mini, silky tights and studded ankle boots. And used those boots to bust that which dangled so vulnerably, to teach him never to be so careless. It was certainly the last time he ever left the toilet seat up.

All in all, what had started as a bit of fun was fast escalating into an integral part of their relationship. Then Jack returned from work one day, and things went up another level.

The first Post-it – a luminous lime green – was stuck to the bannister at the foot of the stairs unmissable. Go upstairs, it read with one smiley face. Half smiling at Rachel’s playful creativity, up Jack went, the first drop of adrenaline coursing through his system. At the top bannister was the second Post-it – this one bright purple. One word: Strip. Two smiley faces. An excitement now spiralling, Jack loosened and removed his tie, and stripped out of his suit as instructed.

Leaving his clothes in a neat pile, he walked the hallway runner entirely naked; his muscular buttocks alternately tensing and relaxing with each stride. He slowed at sight of the small key dangling from a necklace on the bathroom door. A yellow Post-it – as bright as the others – was stuck to the door. Remove your chastity. Take a shower for me. Go to the bedroom, it read, accompanied by three smiley faces. Feeling a thickening below, Jack briefly glanced to the open door of the main bedroom at the very end of the hall, wondering where all this was going, then looped the key off the handle, undid the lock of the chastity and slid it free from his growing cock.

Another Post-it (sky blue) was stuck to the tiled wall of the shower. No masturbating! it stated. This one had four happy faces. Jack chuckled outright on reading it. He could only imagine Rachel’s big grin as she written that one out. It had him swelling further, it had him pointing upwards as he showered, then towelled himself dry. Skin gleaming fresh, he closed the bathroom door behind him and finally made his way to the main bedroom.

A fifth and final Post-it – bright pink – was stuck to a black eye mask (the kind Rachel often used to sleep) resting at the foot of the neatly made bed. Put this on, it read. Kneel. Wait. A single big smiley face. Jack peeled off the Post-it, placed the eye mask over his head, and with it resting at his forehead, kneeled up onto the bed. There was a sideways glance at his reflection in the closet mirror; at his chiselled body and his stiff cock projecting from it. He thought of Rachel appearing in the doorway and seeing him like this. And with it came a spiralling heat billowing up his torso.

He felt a horny urge to stroke himself there and then. Resisting that urge, he lowered the eye mask. He had no idea how long Rachel might be. She was a busy woman with an important job. Hell, maybe she’d stay out a bit longer, perhaps go out for drinks, purposely leave him like this, knowing how desperate he was. The thought had his horny cock twitching. The first slither of precum spilling from its tip.

He clasped a wrist behind his back to stop himself doing something about that twitch. Outside the slamming of a car door turned his head to the window, had him listening intently, pulse suddenly still. False alarm – a neighbour. Jack let out a sigh, adjusting his knees, feeling faintly ridiculous. There was nothing physically stopping him taking off the blindfold and lounging comfortably. But then that would ruin the game – that wasn’t what Rachel had envisioned. And so he stayed right where he was. That billowing heat settling into a low simmer.

His hearing heightened by the blindfold, he was aware of the flutter of wood pigeons, the distant sound of laughing kids playing out, the faint motor of a car every now and then. He had no idea how long it had been when the slamming of a car door (this time most definitely not a neighbour) snapped him out of the almost meditate state he’d fallen in to. The front door opened and closed shut. There was the jangle of keys deposited in the bowl on the entranceway stand. Then the soft tread of heels ascending the stairs, walking the hallway runner. And with each step Jack’s pulse ticked faster, his blood ran hotter, his semi stiff cock returned to full mast.

The heels stopped. She was there in the doorway. And Jack could picture her grin. There was a breezy chuckle. Then: “Someone’s been waiting obediently.”

“Hey,” was all Jack could murmur.

He heard Rachel’s approach. He sensed her there right in front of him.

“Such a very, very, horny boy,” she said. Another drop of precum oozed from his bulbous glands, dangling in a transparent thread till Rachel scooped it up with a finger. That finger eased into his mouth and for the first time ever Jack tasted his own precum. Rachel had him suck her finger clean, then she was going down again, dabbing up some more, having him do it again. Finally there was another breathy chuckle and she pecked him on the cheek.

“Good boy,” she purred at an ear, once more billowing Jack’s insides like a main sail caught in a strong gust. He heard her round the bed, pull the slats of the shutter fully closed and switch on a lamp. “Don’t move a muscle. I’ll just be one moment,” she said, trailing her fingertips across his chest in passing.

Hornier and harder than ever, Jack heard the lowering of a zipper, the opening of the closet, the rustle of a bag, the snap of elastic. Just what is she up to? he wondered. Resisting the strong temptation to rip off the eye mask and see for himself, he remained kneeling and unsighted. Finally after what felt like forever, though it was most likely only a few minutes at most, she was back right there in front of him.

“Are you ready for your reward for following my instructions?” she asked, running her finger up his slick shaft, feeding him some more of his juices.

“Oh yeah,” said Jack, beyond eager. He pictured her in some sexy lingerie. He pictured them fucking each other senseless as they so often did. He should have known that wasn’t how it was to be. Rachel peeled off the blindfold and Jack’s eyes widened. He’d been right about the lingerie. Rachel wore a sexy skin-tight bodysuit (red and lacy and cut like a swimsuit) and Louboutin heels with pointy silver heels. An outfit that would have had most men’s jaws hitting the floor. Jack was certainly left open mouthed, however it wasn’t so much the outfit that did it, but rather the shiny black strap-on at Rachel’s crotch.

“Don’t look so worried, Jack. I promise to be gentle.”

He glanced up at that pretty face, seeing she knew full well the fires she was stoking. She’d mentioned pegging a couple of times, but he’d always thought she’d been teasing, joking, having some fun at his expense. Now he realised he’d thought wrong.

“Go on, give it a little suck,” she half-smiled.

Jack held her gaze, seeing the naughty glint in her expression, feeling his pulse thump like a drum.

“Give…my…cock…a suck,” Rachel commanded, emphasising each of the words, moving her hips from side to side and giving the small fat dildo a wiggle.

Because he was horny as hell. Because it was Rachel. Because there was a part of Jack (the part she’d been nourishing and growing these last months) helpless to resist her – that’s exactly what Jack did. Bending forward, wrapping his lips around the smooth strap-on, he took it in his mouth. Rachel put her hands on the back of his head and guided him forward and back with the thrusting motion of her hips.

“Mmm,” she purred. “Such a hungry cocksucker.”

Jack’s eyes darted up to hers. There was triumphalism in her look. There was the sort of irrepressible glee at her power and dominance, and his submission and humiliation, that had his cock drooling more of its precum. Rachel popped the dildo from his mouth. She grabbed his chin. She said, “Turn around. And back that ass up.”

Jack gulped, knowing he was going to let her have him, take him like a woman, hell, rail his asshole if that’s what she so wished. Positioned just the way she wanted him, he heard the squirt, felt the trickle of lube over his completely smooth ass crack (he’d got the full works; back, sac and crack only a few days ago at Rachel’s insistence) and now understood why.

“Tell me how much you want my cock,” she said, reaching under him and giving his own cock an up and down stroke.

Jack felt a flare go off within him. He dug the words up and out. “Please…please give it to me.”

“You sure?” Another slow stroke – rolling his eyes back.

“Yes!” he exclaimed.

Rachel gave a titter, his right ass cheek a slap. “As you wish,” she said, easing the dildo into him.

The air briefly left his lungs, the sensation of his ass being filled was entirely alien. Then the dildo was retreating, returning, and his breaths were synchronising with its movement.

“Who’s in charge here?” asked Rachel.

“You are.”

“Who wears the trousers?”

“You do.”

“Who’s the alpha?”

A gasp at a harder thrust, then, “You are.”

Not a titter, but a full-blown chuckle. Rachel was true to her promise; she was gentle (much like the chastity she’d build up his tolerance till he could take more). Yet that didn’t stop it feeling like the most intense moment of his life – he of all people – being fucked up the ass by a woman (he scarcely believed it was happening even as it was).

Rachel stroked his cock, slapped his ass, tugged on his balls like that’s all they were there for. While she was gentle with the dildo, that didn’t mean she wasn’t rougher elsewhere. It spun Jack’s head. It had that fire blazing like an inferno.

“Who’s my beta boy?” asked Rachel, leaning over his back, plugging his anus deeply, delicately stroking his cock sensing he was close.

“I am!” Jack exclaimed, gasping now, both simultaneously wanting an end to the bursting pleasure and yet it to go on, and on, and on.

“Yes, you are,” purred Rachel, right at an ear, and with one last upward stroke blowing his mind and his world.

The orgasm that followed was the most explosive of Jack’s life; stream after stream of his milky cum hitting the bed sheet. He was still seeing stars when Rachel pecked him on the cheek, eased the strap-on out from behind with a pop.

Jack was silent a moment, head on his forearm as he caught his breath, then he looked to Rachel grinning behind.

“And don’t ever forget it,” she smiled.

Could things ever be the same again?

After she’d taken his anal virginity, Jack was never quite sure how they’d fuck; whether Rachel would ride his cock or drill his ass. Some nights she did both. Some nights she had him beg for her strap-on. Others he was kept locked in chastity, aching and unfulfilled while she straddled his face, used his tongue – hell nose, chin – to bring herself to another earthshattering high.

It was all about dominance; Rachel owning it, Jack learning subordination was his realm. The dynamic energised and excited and gave an edge to the everyday. And then Rachel’s turn to host games night rolled around again – and Jack was finding out they weren’t alone in experiencing it.
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Use your boy as human furniture, spank his ass, clamp those nipples…The Femdom board game offered up a host of tantalising humiliations as the three women firmly in charge, were merrily finding out.

“If I’d known you were so comfy, I’d have had you down there a lot sooner,” teased Cariad, shuffling her petite little bottom, giving Nick’s hair a tousle as she perched on his bare back. He was naked. All the guys were naked; Danny standing in what the girls had dubbed the naughty corner, backside glowing red. Jack kneeling on the wooden floorboards at Rachel’s side, clamped nipples tingling, cock stubbornly stiff. Just as Nick’s was. And Danny’s was (hidden though it was). All three of them having been released from chastity right before game time.

“Is there anything more fun than putting three cocky boys in their place. Teaching them who’s boss?” asked Cariad, sitting there upon her boyfriend, sipping her wine.

“I don’t think so,” said Rachel, pinching off one of Jack’s clamps and rolling a nipple between her fingers, making him moan.

“Don’t look so smart now though, do they?” said Sam. “Just look at that bottom,” she chuckled at sight of Danny’s rosy rump.

It had Rachel and Cariad chuckling with her. It had Jack feeling the same feeling he was pretty sure both Danny and Nick were experiencing right this minute: a hot combustible mix of horny irritation spinning at their core.

“Don’t pretend you’re not enjoying this, boys,” said Cariad, reaching beneath Nick and giving his stiffy a tickle. “We all know different.”

“Yes we do,” said Rachel, watching Jack’s erection flex right in front of her eyes as she gave that nipple a twist.

“Three very hot boys. Helpless to our whims,” smirked Sam, leaning forward and spinning the board games fluorescent pink arrowhead. “Now what do we have…here.” The arrow stopped at eleven and she read from the corresponding list printed right there on the board big and bold. “Oh Danny,” she spluttered into a snicker, “it just isn’t your day.”

“Someone’s going to have a very sore bottom,” said Cariad as Sam picked up the black paddle (one of numerous toys that came with the game) and strolled over towards him.

“Five hits,” said Sam. “Though any squirming and I’ll be doubling it, understand?”

Jack could only drop his head at sight of Danny’s disconcerted nod.

“What do you think you’re doing?” said Rachel, raising it again with two fingers at his chin. “Watch.”

A lusty twinge as she eyed him and Jack’s cock was practically nodding in accord. Then the first clap of the paddle against Danny’s poor buttocks was sounding and Rachel was watching on smiley and bright eyed, Jack with horny dismay – a charged sensation humming through his entire body. There were four more meaty smacks, before Danny – palms flat on the wall – was rolling his shoulders, letting out a throaty groan as his backside no doubt thrummed hot. Sam eyed it a moment entirely at ease and comfortable in her black heels, leather trousers (showcasing her juicy bubble butt) and cream satin cami top, before holding out the paddle to the other girls. “Wanna go?” she asked.

“How could we possibly refuse such an offer,” said Rachel, sharing a smirk with Cariad as they rose. They left Nick resting on his hands and knees (somehow looking even more ridiculous without Cariad sitting atop him) and Jack feeling the sore pinch at his nipples. The two women in sexy minidresses (Rachel’s had a pearly gloss and a pattern of lipstick kisses) took the paddle in turn and delivered ten more stonking smacks to Danny’s blazing butt cheeks.

Entirely satisfied the three women settled back around the board game, sipping their wine, holding back chuckles knowing just how naughty they were being.

“My turn,” said Cariad, spinning that arrowhead. Beneath her Nick couldn’t see where it landed, but Jack could, and that charged hum went up a few notches.

Cariad’s face brightened. She got off her boy, clicked her fingers and pointed for Nick to kneel like she was ordering a pet dog to sit. They all knew what was coming (besides Nick, and of course Danny over in the naughty corner) but that didn’t stop the word sounding so deliciously mischievous. “Edge,” said Cariad, with that wicked little smile that turned Jack’s stomach inside out.

Nick momentarily looked to Rachel and Sam on the sofa. He looked to the board game – seeing it for himself: 12. Edge, then with no little consternation back to Cariad smiling down at him.

She repeated that word with the same mischievous delight. “I said edge.”

Nick’s hand went to his cock, there was the briefest hesitation, then slowly his fingers ran up and down its shaft.

“Good boy,” said Cariad, patting his cheek, before taking a seat on the sofa between a grinning Rachel and Sam. All three women were silent a moment as they admired the sight of attractive Nick kneeling before them slowly stroking his cock.

“Don’t you think there’s something so animalistic about males when they masturbate,” commented Sam like she was watching an Attenborough documentary.

“Primitive, primal, reduced to their essential masculinity,” agreed Rachel, once more rolling one of Jack’s nipples between her fingers as she watched Nick play with himself.

“Any accidents and I won’t be impressed,” warned Cariad to her increasingly flushed boyfriend. And just like that, Nick was slowing his strokes. Biting her lip, half-smiling, the petite redhead shot her two friends either side a minxy look. “When they get all worked up like this, they’ll do virtually anything you ask.”

“Oh, we know all about that, don’t we Jack?” smiled Rachel. “What do we call it?”

“The stupid state,” he answered, repeating a phrase Rachel had coined for whenever he was entirely at the behest of his horny male urges. Such as now.

“That’s priceless,” tittered Sam.

“The stupid state, sums it up perfectly,” said Cariad, looking Nick right in the eyes.

Reattaching the second clamp to Jack’s right nipple, Rachel put down her drink, and leaving Nick to his edging, spun the wheel. Jack watched apprehensively as the pink arrowhead circled its wheel of numbered humiliations, wondering if he’d shortly be joining Danny in the corner or Nick slowly edging. If it was the latter, he didn’t think he’d hold out long. As the wheel spun, Rachel played with that clamp at his nipple till the arrowhead came to a stop and she was leaning forward a little, then settling back, flicking out her cream toned heel.

“Shoe worship,” she smiled. “Get to it.”

As mortifying as all this was, Jack was way past resisting. Body fizzing with horny energy, he came forward, lowered himself to Rachel’s high heel; he kissed the front, he licked, he swiped the tongue around its side, he took the long heel in his mouth at Rachel’s instruction.

“Good boy,” she encouraged as Sam and Cariad watched with big grins. When she was satisfied he’d devoted enough attention to the right heel, she had him start on the left. When he was done with that, she had him worship both Cariad’s and Sam’s shoes too. He stayed hard throughout, clamped nipples pulsing. All the while the women’s teasing didn’t let up.

“This so needs to be a male profession,” said Sam.

“At the very least it would give them something to do with their mouths other than talk crap,” snickered Cariad.

“Where do I sign him up?” smiled Rachel.

Sam took in her gleaming heels. “He’s certainly got a knack for it.”

“Can’t get enough of it either, if that big boners anything to go by,” said Cariad.

Jack felt another of those hot swirls as he shuffled back to Rachel’s side on his knees. She pinched off the clamps leaving his nipples momentarily screaming before the sensation dulled to a sore ache. “Good job,” said Rachel, giving them each a little flick. “Now go get us another bottle of wine, nipple slut.”

Leaving the girls laughing behind him, Jack did just that, cock pointing the way, nipples not only aching, stinging a tad too. In the kitchen as he picked a bottle from the rack, he couldn’t but stop and stare at that list of Rachel’s stuck to the fridge. She’d had them typed up to look professional. She’d had the sheet of paper laminated. Did Cariad and Sam have lists just like it on their fridges? Had the three women been in cahoots, sharing tips and advice, spurring each other on? Seeing them tonight, recalling that conversation he’d overheard about chastity’s, Jack could only presume they had. Another hot flare went off within him.

He uncorked the bottle, erection bobbing before him returned to the living room to find Danny doing star jumps, the women laughing their heads off at sight of his stiff cock slapping and swinging every which way. Rachel held out her glass, seeing him with the bottle. Jack topped it up. Then was forced to do the same for Cariad and Sam – like a naked butler – while they enjoyed the show.

When Danny’s star jumps were done, he was spared the naughty corner, and knelt at Sam’s side, just as Jack knelt at Rachel’s. With both sporting big hard-ons and Nick still putting on his edging show, the slavish devotion of their sex, the outright win for girls, couldn’t have been more pronounced. And Cariad for one wasn’t going to let the moment pass. She snapped a picture of the three guys submitting and loving it (of sorts). A picture that would soon be shared and saved as a favourite on all three women’s phones.

“Just look at that those faces,” said Sam.

“Just look at those cocks,” said Rachel.

“This is how all boys should be,” said Cariad. “Humble, obedient, servile to women’s wishes.”

“Willing to do anything and everything we say,” added Rachel.

“Can you imagine how much better the world would be,” said Sam.

The three women looked at one another smirking. The looks, the conversation, the teasing way Cariad circled her heel, proved too much for Nick. His grunt had the women looking to him as he lost control and blew his load – despite so obviously trying not to – in one, two, three spurting ejaculations.

“What did I say about accidents?” said Cariad, adopting a strict headmistressy voice as Rachel and Sam sat beaming amusement either side. “Just look at the mess you’ve made. Well don’t just sit there, clean it up.”

Cock still dribbling, Nick made to get up, maybe fetch some kitchen roll, till Cariad’s words stopped him still.

“With your tongue, stupid.”

Nick stared at her a moment, cheeks flushing redder than ever, then down he went, licking up the pearly splodges. And Jack had thought tasting his precum was bad enough.

“Rachel, I can only apologise for my boyfriend’s total lack of control,” said Cariad, laying the humiliation on thick.

“I think somebody’s got a lot more edging ahead of them,” Rachel grinned, not in the least bit bothered by the mess.

“Oh that’ll be the least of it when we get home,” said Cariad.

Nick’s unpermitted release (though Jack was pretty sure all three women had been counting on it) brought an explosive end to an evening like no other. Games nights would certainly never be the same again.

Having shown the couples out, Rachel returned to the living room where Jack was still kneeling stubbornly stiff. She eyed him with a naughty glint that had his heart hammering and his body flushing with arousal, and lazily spun the board games wheel. There was still a multitude of possible humiliations: Walk the doggy, ride that pony, kiss that butt, tug of balls…but those were for another game’s night. As if magnetised, the wheel stopped exactly where Rachel wanted it to.

“Number fifteen. What does it say?”

Jack cleared his throat seeing exactly what it said, then spoke aloud, “Pussy licking time.”

Rachel stepped back against a wall, lifted the sole of a heel to it and slowly lifted the hem of her short dress. “Well,” she said, beckoning him to her.
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The more the months passed, the more established, more normalised Rachel’s dominance became. She delegated tasks. She turned Jack into her obedient houseboy; cleaning, tidying, cooking and shopping. It came with a certain logic; she being the one who worked the longer hours, brought home the big bucks. Did Jack feel emasculated? Did he feel a shrivelling of his male ego? He’d have been a liar if he’d said no. There was definitely that old self – wanting to be in charge, wanting to be on top – lurking somewhere deep beneath the surface. But Rachel kept it boxed and chained. Slowly that side of himself dissipated more and more. Before long – without even realising it – he wasn’t just doing what Rachel said, but actively craving her approval.

“All done?” she asked, one sunny Saturday afternoon.

Jack gave the spotless bedroom one last sweeping glance. “All done.”

Rachel pushed off the doorframe, came into the room and inspected his work; running fingers over surfaces, opening the closet to see clothes neatly hung, sliding open a drawer where socks were tidily arranged in overlapping layers. She was wearing a tennis dress pleated at the waist and fresh white sneakers (they were due to meet up with Danny and Sam for a knock about), an outfit that turned heads at the local club. And Jack understood exactly why as he watched the dresses short hem teasingly rise, then instantly fall as Rachel swept around the bed.

He was naked and in chastity. As he so often was during these little inspections of hers. And the dynamic, the outfit, the sight of Rachel’s long legs and sexy body, inevitably had him hardening.

“Very good,” said Rachel, patting one of the plump pillows, taking in the neatly made bed and impeccably tidy room (like all the others). She looked to him. And instantly her gaze fell to the chastity and his straining cock pressing its moulded cage. “I think someone might just deserve a reward for all their hard work.”

She was rolling the silver necklace that disappeared into her dress between her fingers. She was suggestively staring into his eyes.

“Don’t you think?”

“I think if you say I’ve earned it, I’ve earned it,” said Jack.

Rachel snorted, then slowly lifted that necklace out from under her dress. Jack’s hopes briefly rose, then fell at sight of what wasn’t there. Rachel gave a fake gasp, a look of feigned surprise. “Hmm, seems I’ve misplaced something very, very important,” she said with a grin that told Jack that reward wasn’t going to come easy.

“Treasure hunt. You’ve got five minutes to find my little key. Find it and I’ll unlock you. Don’t, and your sentence increases to two more days.”

Jack felt his insides churn apprehensively at the prospect. “You’ve gotta give me a clue, Rachel.”

“It’s in the house,” was all she said, then smiling, looking to the timer she’d set counting down on her phone. “Times ticking.”

Jack bit his lips, held her gaze for half a second, then knowing there was no way of talking his way out (there never was) was rushing around the room; checking drawers, ducking down to look under the bed, dashing from bedroom to spare room, then bathroom, only to come up empty handed.

“Three minutes,” smiled Rachel.

He hurtled past her and down the stairs – checked under the living room rug, between the sofa’s cushions, beneath vases, but no key. No goddamn key!

“Oops, there goes the two-minute mark,” tittered Rachel.

Jack ignored her and rushed into the kitchen. He opened cupboards. He checked more drawers. He checked the top of the fridge. Hell, he even checked in the fridge. All to no avail. Think Jack. What would she do? Where would she put it? He stopped. He breathed. He tried to think.

“Better get moving. One minute.” Rachel delightedly informed.

It’d be somewhere sly. Somewhere so obvious she wouldn’t think I’d…

His eyes locked on Rachel.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked.

But Jack’s hands were quickly on her, ignoring her playful remonstrations as she tried to brush him off. He padded her down. He reached under her pleats, grasping, groping, trying to feel for the shape of that key in her panties.

“I don’t have it!” Rachel giggled. “I don’t have it!”

But she would say that, wouldn’t she?

Jack continued his desperate search, certain she had it hidden on her, right up until the point he realised it was hopeless. The alarm of the phone went off. Rachel held it to him, showing zero.

“Times up,” she grinned.

Jack dropped his hands from her hips. Ironically he was hotter and hornier and aching more than ever to fuck her here and now. Which Rachel saw all too clearly.

“Two more days. Then you get out,” she said, eyebrows raised, savouring her power, half looking like she wanted him to challenge her. Beg even.

Instead Jack let out a sigh. “Where is it?” he asked.

Rachel flashed him a smile, then swivelled on the spot and strolled out into the hallway. “It’s where I keep all my keys,” she said, reaching into the glass bowl on the stand by the door and picking the small chastity key from it.

Jack watched half disbelieving he’d been so stupid not to look there. He’d been right about her putting it somewhere obvious. Somewhere that would only deepen his humiliation. Not that it had helped him much. He watched with a sinking feeling as Rachel attached the key to her necklace, dropped that necklace into her dress, hidden.

“Nice and secure,” she said, taking in Jack gawping her way. “As much as I’d enjoy you playing like that, I don’t think the club will allow it. Go put something on.”

Half an hour later Jack was on court playing doubles. He and Rachel against Danny and Sam. Rachel bending over near the net as he served, slapping or squeezing his ass every time they won a point – flashing him that look that said she knew. And she’d have been right. Jack was as hard as can be, bursting to be free. Not that anyone would have known it but her.

When Jack thought there was nowhere else to go, Rachel showed him there was. Pushing buttons, quite literally as it would turn out.
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“I’ll have the halibut, please. He’ll have the oysters.”

“And any more drinks?”

“No, we’re good for now.”

The pretty young waitress gave the attractive couple a smile as she took their menus from them. A knowing smile that said, I can see who wears the trousers in this relationship and I like it. That’s what Jack saw anyway. And he’d be seeing it again at the end of the meal when Rachel made a point of paying the bill. It was a whole year since their relationship had got serious and Jack had moved in. And they were out celebrating the anniversary.

“What, you don’t like me ordering for you?” asked Rachel.

“I’d have gone for the steak, that’s all.”

“I’m sure you would have, but oysters are an aphrodisiac and you’re going to be needing all your stamina tonight.”

There was a twinkle in Rachel’s eyes as she had this. And boy-oh-boy did she look sensational; lustrous locks pinned up, long thin silver earrings dangling from her lobes, flawless skin tinged golden from the summer sun. Then there was the thin strapped red dress with its low neckline. There was no necklace, no key dangling tonight. Jack suavely dressed in one of his expensive suits was a free man, yes, yes, yes. And he could feel his cock thicken as his gaze was drawn magnetically down to those high firm breasts. It was all it took for Rachel to tap the phone resting on the table and send a sudden sharp shock, shooting through his nether regions.

“That’s for peeking,” she said, giving a pouty smile.

Having jerked at surprise from the shock, Jack glanced around the fancy restaurant grateful that nobody seemed to have noticed.

“So that’s what that thing does,” he said, referring to the small smooth rectangular device Rachel had attached to the shaft of his penis before they’d gone out.

“Amongst other things,” she smiled. “As I’m sure you’ll be finding out as the night goes on.”

Jack shook his head, why wasn’t he surprised. “Can you really blame me for looking,” he said, with some effort keeping his gaze above Rachel’s sublime breasts. “You look incredible.”

“Aww, that’s sweet, very, very sweet. So sweet I think you deserve a little…”

Jack tensed, bracing for another sudden shock as she reached for the phone. But with a tap came something else – a massaging pulse that felt…

“Good?” asked Rachel.

“Yeah,” admitted Jack, smoothing his napkin over his lap to hide the growing bulge at his crotch. He looked up at Rachel eyeing him with that same naughty twinkle.

“You know you’re lucky I didn’t shove a butt plug up your ass,” she said. “Really have you squirming. Still, there’s always next time.”

Jack gave a nervy chuckle. Rachel kept on staring at him, her glimmer of a smile telling him she was far from just joking. It was then that the waitress returned with their orders; Jack’s big bowl of oysters, Rachel’s tasty looking fish.

“Thank you,” she said, dropping right back into that wholesome way of hers. If only they knew, thought Jack. Within seconds of the waitress gone she was reverting right back to her devilish self.

“To this past year,” she toasted. “To finding ourselves. You obeying. Me taking charge.”

Rachel clinked his wine glass with a smirk and drank. Jack, unable not to smile at the way she both sought and so enjoyed getting one over him and showing it, drank from his own. Then they were both tucking into their meals, but not before Rachel had tapped her phone again, cranked that device of hers up to a vibrating hum. A soon to be tormenting hum. Again nobody in the restaurant was aware of the fact that she was playing with him like he was her own personal sex toy.

“You think any of them are like us?” she said, seeing him glancing to the other diners.

“How do you mean?” he asked.

“You know.” A coy look. “Men forced to wear panties. Men who get their naughty bottoms smacked by their wife or girlfriend every time they misbehave.”

Jack felt a hotness creep up from his neck to his face.

“Men who get their penises locked in chastity,” Rachel continued, making his heart beat faster. “Men who’ve come to realise that things work so much better when they completely hand over control.”

“I have no idea,” said Jack, gulping down one of the oysters feeling giddy.

“I’m betting it’s the majority of them. You see there’s a quiet revolution going on, Jack. And you’re on the losing side. Female led relationships, they’re the future. You do realise that?” A pause. A penetrating look that had that swell rising from deep within him. “Here, I want to show you something.”

Rachel reached for her phone – a couple of swipes, a glance left and right to see no one was looking and she tilted it to him. Jack saw red bottomed men over woman’s laps, he saw naked men bowing at their feet, he saw cock caged men and beaming keyholders as Rachel scrolled downwards.

“There’s millions like us. Whole communities sharing tips on how to bring their boy to heel.” Rachel laid the phone flat again, hands clasped together above her plate as she eyed his open-mouthed expression with a hint of glee. “How does that make you feel?”

“Unsettled. Unnerved. Excited,” answered Jack, long past putting on any kind of macho front.

“Hmm,” Rachel snorted. “Well get used to it.” She unclasped her hands, she picked up her knife and fork and once more Jack’s gaze instinctively dropped to you know where.

And Rachel didn’t miss it. “So predictable,” she said as if talking about the whole male race.

There was another tap of the phone. Another sharp shock leaving him shuffling back in his seat. It was at that exact moment the waitress reappeared, enquiring about the food.

“It’s delicious,” smiled Rachel.

Jack simply nodded, caught between the throb of his raging hard on and the tingling pain still thrumming through it. As soon as the waitress was gone, Rachel was chuckling.

“You have no idea what I’m going to do to you when we get home.”

“I can guess.”

A silence. That suggestive smirk. “Ride your face. Ride your cock. Make you explode. Then have you lick up your juices from my pussy.”

Jack swallowed, feeling the slimy texture of the oysters he was midway through.

“And then I’ll be going back for seconds,” Rachel grinned. “So eat up. Like I said, you’re going to be needing all your stamina.”

Jack picked up another oyster, watching Rachel watching him, tossed it down and grimaced with only one thing now in his head. Rachel couldn’t but burst into laughter. The teasing, the playful games, her cool authority and his willing submission would become mainstays of a long and happy relationship. Whatever journey they were on, the best of it still lay ahead.

That evening, food finished, they didn’t hang around for long. Desert was far too tempting.
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