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Andy Mellor had spent his morning in a haze of utter disbelief and anger – impotent anger – at his wife’s treatment of him the night before. Until, unable to be alone with thoughts that refused to go anywhere but in circles, he decided to get out of their Beckenham South-London house and take a walk to the nearby municipal park and golf-course. Hoping the change of scenery might provide him a solution.  

Not just to the dire nature of his own personal circumstances but to the ticking-bomb a once loving wife had set to countdown.

Still in tee-shirt and jogging bottoms, despite it being lunchtime, he’d slipped into some trainers and set out; before realising, some two hours later, that any suggestion likely to allow him to de-fuse that ticking-bomb remained stubbornly absent. His efforts to persuade himself his wife hadn’t meant her ultimatum of the night before meeting a similar fate. There was no doubt in his mind that she had meant every word she had said.

And, though he could have had no way of knowing it at that point, more solid confirmation would be waiting for him when he stepped back into the home he had signed over to his wife as a protective measure when the disaster of Brexit made it plain he would soon be looking at receivership and bankruptcy.

Confirmation that came from the unexpected and even more unwanted visitor waiting for him in his kitchen.

Elmira.

A close friend of his wife’s.

And a woman of Anglo/Arab descent he despised, despite the blatant non-mainstream eroticism he couldn’t deny she possessed that failed to make him any more receptive to a woman he had always found shallow, venal, and dangerous.

“How did you get in here?” he asked, expression reflecting his displeasure.

If the woman was concerned no sign of was visible on her face or in her posture as she perched on a stool by the breakfast bar, long hosed legs crossed one over the other as she dangled a heel from a swinging foot and sipped at the coffee she’d made for helped herself.

“I let myself in,” she told him, looking, if anything, amused by his irritation at finding her in his kitchen.

“What do you mean: you let yourself in? How did...?”

“Mandy must have forgotten – or not bothered - to tell you?” she commented by way of an answer, staring at him with what he would describe to himself later the kind of anticipation possessed of a curious schoolgirl during a biology less and her first inspection of a helpless rodent.

“Tell me what?” he asked, unable, despite his dislike of her, to prevent himself snatching glances at the undeniably womanly and conical shaped breasts testing the confines of a short figure hugging leather skirt that seemed more suitable for a fetish-club than a social visit.

And especially a visit of the unwanted variety.

She held up some keys on a ring and jangled them before his eyes as if taunting him:

“Mandy gave me them yesterday,” she informed him.

“Why the shit would she do that?” he asked, her provocative and mocking half-smile provoking an anger already close to expressing itself more freely with the divorced bitch in her mid-thirties who was some eight-years his junior.

A divorced bitch who, for all her more obvious bodily endowments was nowhere close to being a looker when it came to the summit beyond her neck.

Sure, her Junoesque figure, legs and chest were right up there with those of the horniest women around. But shallow appreciation – at least for him – was where it ended. And the final storey of the edifice, with its curving nose that put one in mind of a cruel Vizier from some antediluvian Sinbad-movie, possessed nothing likely to make him rethink his dislike of her.

Her slitted and crafty looking eyes along with the hooked nose giving her the look of a hungry bird-of-prey ensuring the body below had much in the way of heavy-lifting to do when it came to any relationship with the opposite sex not based upon lust. 

“You’ve never liked me, have you?” she asked by way of an answer to my question regarding Mandy’s motivation, expression telling him she was already sure of what would be his confirmation as she took another untroubled sip of her latte, before running a hand through the raven-black and shoulder-length hair to push it back from an unlined forehead still a few years from its inevitable first-contact with the dread Botox. 

“Why bother asking?” he said with a snort. “And even if I did I’d still want to know why you have a key to my house.” 

“And I just told you,” she reminded me, “Mandy gave me it.”

Her already slitty eyes seemed to narrow even more and added a look of even greater sadism to features Andy Mellor found so unappealing.

His dislike of her intensified by her next comment:

“Besides,” she said with a slight smirk, “it isn’t your ‘House’ any longer. Is it?”

What with Mandy’s behaviour of the night before, the woman’s knowledge of what he’d believed private between his wife and himself made him feel queasy.

Surely Mandy wouldn’t have confided private and intimate details of our life together with this carrion-featured specimen!

“That is right, Andy,” she confirmed his misgivings. “I know all about your failings as a husband, a businessman, and a man. Who else would your lovely wife confide in other than her closest friend?”

“But...”

She spoke over him:

“In fact,” she said, uncrossing her legs and swivelling on her stool to face him, “instead of being rude and petulant to me you should be giving thanks.”

He couldn’t help himself:

“What the fuck would I thank you for?”

“Hmm, let’s see,” the Anglo/Lebanese woman pretended to think.

Then, as if a light had been switched on:

“How about persuading Mandy to keep a roof above your head?”

“What are you talking about?” he asked, suddenly more anxious than angry.

“Do I need to spell it out for you?” she asked. “I mean, even someone as dim as you must see how unsatisfied she is.”

Caught between a caustic response and the truth of the woman’s statement, Any became reflective instead as his wife’s words from that very morning came back to him, this as she prepared herself in readiness to take the train into London and for the office-manager position that, effectively, made her their breadwinner...
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“...Andy?” she said, as he slipped into a tee-shirt and comfortable jogging-bottoms and flicked a glance her way. “Have you ever asked yourself if I masturbate?”

“If you what?” he asked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Masturbated,” she repeated. “You know? Slipping some fingers inside my dripping pussy and diddling myself to the image of a real man with a real cock until I pleased myself?”

“Why on bloody earth would you ask that?” he snapped, the ‘Real man’ jibe yet to fully register with him.

“Just wanted to assure you that I’m perfectly capable of taking care of my sexual needs. Since you’ve been falling short.”

His jaw dropped:

“F-Falling short?”

“In all ways, I’m afraid,” she nodded. “And for some time now."

Stunned into immobility and silence he simply stared at her.

“Oooh, is that a little stiffy I see trying to pretend it’s a big-boy’s cock beneath your bottoms?” she smirked, sliding on sheer navy pantyhose as she caught him ogling the shapely toned legs that had first drawn him to her back in the day.

Again he was unable to respond, mouth attempting to catch passing Bluebottles as he tried to come to terms with her teasing of him.

“Don’t get all tongue-tied now,” she chided him. “It’s not as if I don’t know what turns you on the last eleven years.”

Hurt by the level of her disrespect towards him that had become increasingly more marked since the extra costs of exporting to the European market incurred by the Brexit self-harm had sent his business under, he watched as she stood to check herself out and wondered what was going on with a woman who’d once been nothing but loving towards him.

“My bad luck, I suppose, that you haven’t a clue about what does it for me.”

This last jibe at him at least unlocking his vocal chords:

“Okay, Mandy. Enough,” he warned. “The business going under was none of my doing and you know it. And at least I had the foresight to quit-claim the house to you when I saw the writing on the wall. So give it a rest. We wouldn’t be living here now if I hadn’t done it. If you’re pissed off about me not finding a job then...”

“Whether you bring money in to the home or not means nothing to me,” she interrupted him. “I’m earning more than enough to keep you.”

The colour rose to his cheeks and she prepared herself for one of his cutting comebacks:

“Perhaps seeing as how I’ve spent our time together paying for everything it will hardly kill you to return the compliment until I manage to find somethi...”

Her laughter was not pleasant exactly pleasant.

“Yes, I forgot. How is the job hunt going? Still fending all those corporate head-hunters away are you? Or do you spend most of the day shredding rejection letters?”

Unconcerned by the fury her words inspired, she slipped into her skirt and dipped her feet into a pair of navy shoes that matched the colour of her hose until she was perched on the short but spiked heels. Any concern she might have that he wasn’t happy about her new assertiveness entirely absent. Almost as if she thought the house being in her name and him being without a job gave no alternative but to accept it.

A belief on her part he was loathe to admit was not too far from the truth.

“I haven’t time for your nonsense,” she told him dismissively as she slipped into a black bolero jacket that seemed more suitable for a night out than the office. “I’m already running late.”

She turned away from him before turning back and looking deep into his eyes:

“When I get back though,” she told him, expression deadly serious, things are going to change.” 

Then, not waiting for a reply and snatching up her bag, she was out the bedroom door and down the stairs, front door slamming behind her as he stood in the centre of the bedroom feeling benumbed from the vitriol she’d heaped upon him.

It was a few moments later, as he recalled the way she had dressed, when his thoughts suggested that she might be having an affair and he recalled her words from another recent spat on the subject of a lover prior to him he knew she remained in contact with.

Was that the reason for her attitude?

“Nick was a far more considerate lover than you,” he recalled her hissing after informing him he needed to up his game when it came to taking care of the household chores, amongst other things.

“Should have married the fucker then,” he’d snapped back, succeeding only in raising the combative tension.  

“Unlike you,” she came back on the instant, “if he finished inside me before I was satisfied he’d put his head between my legs and take me where I needed to go with his tongue... And without me even needing to ask.”

“Just what I’d expect from the sick little fucker,” he’d told her, even if he had to admit his own reluctance when it came to giving rather than receiving oral pleasure.

Ignoring his jibe at her former boyfriend, she went on as if he hadn’t spoken, her look of nostalgia as genuine as it was embellished to make her husband angry:

“And not only when we were in bed together,” she told him. “Without even thinking about it he’d kneel between my legs and lap away at me for hours if I let him.”

“What a good boy he was,” Andy had remarked sarcastically.

To no effect, so rapt was she in this trip down her own sexual memory lane.

“Didn’t matter what I was doing: reading a book or chatting on the phone with friend, he’d use his tongue to worship my pussy as if I were his queen and failing to please me would see him on the scaffold the following morning. Got to the point where I could simply point and he’d be down between my legs as if his life depended upon it.”

“Yeah, well,” he’d snorted, “as I said; if that’s the sort of wimp you wanted you should have stuck with him rather than...”

“Kicked him into touch for an even more pitiful wimp?” she came in with a derisive curl of the lip...
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“ ...That is what I mean by you having me to thank,” he heard his wife’s friend droning on as he returned from his unpleasant reverie. “When she spoke to me on the phone after your argument last night, Mandy was ready to kick you out.”

She paused to let that sink in with him before going on to finish in doom-laden tones:

“And we all know what that would mean for you, given your current... circumstances.”

He looked away from her, unwilling to let her see that he truly did know what being ejected from the home would mean to him.

“You see, Andy,” she continued, sensing his defences were, as she intended, being lowered, “just because I agree with Mandy that you are utterly lacking in what makes an acceptable husband, that does not mean I fail to see the potential you have in other ways.”

He stayed silent, feeling suddenly as if all desire to fight had left him after all he had gone through recently; wanting nothing more right then than to be left alone to lick his wounds.

“As I say, Andy,” her voice, complete with a reminder of its Middle-East provenance fetching him back to the moment, “rather than take an attitude with me, you should be giving me a heartfelt thank you.”

Her complete confidence and self-possession as she sat in his kitchen as if she, and not him, lived there was something he might have considered perversely admirable at another time and under different conditions.

But not now.

Standing before her as she again crossed her undeniable erotic legs and fixed unblinking eyes upon him, Andy Burnham experienced a spine-chilling sensation that seemed to be telling him a boom was hovering above him and was about to be lowered.

He was not wrong...
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Disgusted with himself but unable to prevent the unmanly emotions welling up in him, Andy Burnham felt himself melting into the embrace of a woman he despised and of whom he couldn’t stand the sight.

His antipathy not so great, however, he did not luxuriate in the feel of the magnificent breasts in which his tear-stained face was buried; the lust that was a constant with men not letting up despite his more negative feelings on her behalf.

“You must not fight it, Andy,” she cooed in her excellent but over-precise English, voice almost tender – almost. “From now on you must not be afraid to show your more feminine feeling with us.”

Not understanding what she meant and too distracted by the close proximity of her breasts and the hard nipples he could feel pressing against his cheeks through the fabric of her shirt, he felt a hand run itself through his hair and found himself leaning in to both her embrace and the caress of her hand as she stroked it, thrilling to what seemed a compassion that had been sorely lacking from his own wife recently.

Even as a warning inner voice assured him this woman he knew to be a heartless bitch of the first order would certainly exact a heavy price from him for her... empathy.

That inner-voice, just the same, not having power enough to prevent his head nestling even further into the comforting warmth of her spectacular chest nor feeling soothed by the hand smoothing itself over his hair with gentle and regular rhythmic, sweeps as she cooed to him.

So little in the way of power did the voice spurring him to protective action have, in fact, that he felt an even larger chunk of his mental defences give way before her female weapons of siege.

“That is Elmira’s good-boy,” she whispered into his ear, her warm breath stirring the erection already raging beneath his bottoms to even greater intensity. “There is no point fighting what you are any longer. Everything for you is going to work out as it should. You have Elmira’s solemn word.”

The same inner-voice telling him he was being patronised and being treated as if her were a child rather than man almost a decade older than the Anglo/Arab friend of his wife had no power to fight against the irresistible sensation of wanting to give way to the woman welling up in him as it continued to fuel and animate the swollen cock inside his joggers.

“Elmira understands and will make it all better for her good boy,” she cooed. “Just lay back and be who you were always meant to be for her.

Which was when, as a working-part of his brain tried to make sense of what she was telling him, he felt the palm of her hand lay itself over the outline of his throbbing erection.

“Well,” she began, still whispering into his ear, “I take it back. “Little Andy does like Elmira after all.”

Too wrapped in the sensations of a hand other than his own caressing him, Andy let the “Little Andy” pass and allowed a sigh to escape his lips as he felt her run one forefinger the length of his outlined erection and back down again before repeating the process; speaking sibilantly into his ear as she went about it:

“You see how nice things can be, Little Andy? You will still have a life with Mandy,” she assured him. “But things will have to change.”

By now, she’d placed a finger either side of his erection and was gently squeezing it she moved her fingers slowly up its length and then down again, the smile he was unable to see with his head buried in her chest beatific verging upon evil as she went about asserting control over a man she had always found attractive – despite knowing he despised her.  

“That is why Elmira is here for you,” she told him, realising only a part of what she was saying would be registering with him but intent on saying it anyway. “To help you be the best boy you can be for Ms Mandy now she is the head of the household.”

The two fingers she’d placed either side of his pylon-hard cock through the jogging pants squeezed gently again before moving downward slowly to retrace their route.

Before doing the same once again and drawing sighs of elation from the man who, for now at least, was submitting to her domination of him even as her words added a shameful element to the lustful sensations captivating him.

Domination about to become even more shaming:

“You do want to be a good boy for Ms Emira I hope?” she asked, licking his ear to motivate him.

When he made no answer her stroking of him stopped, though she kept her fingers either side of his needy prick.

“Should Ms Elmira take that as a no?” she asked, taking her lips from his ear.

“Y-Yes,” he said instantly, before realising his mistake and, desperate for the return of her fingers, and rectifying it. “I mean, hmm, no.”

“That is better,” she told him, warm breath again tickling his ear as her fingers resumed their slow and tantalising manipulation of him. “Little Andy has to listen to Ms Elmira now and do as she says. Is that not right?”

Again there was no reply and again her fingers came to a halt.

But not for long.

“Yes,” she heard in a voice that was barely audible but good enough in its submission to set the juices of her already gushing pussy molten.

“No, now, Little Andy,” she chided. “Be respectful. Yes, what?”

It took a few moments for him to work it out as his shame battle with his need in a battle that turned out desperately one-sided.

“Y-Yes, Ms Elmira,” came the surrender.

“Good boy,” she said, “But remember not to forget again.”

With that she began delivering pinches the length of a cock that, if anything, seemed to excite him even more.

“From this moment on you must always show respect and address me as ‘Ms Elmira’ when you speak to me?”

Later, his guilty thoughts would ask him what it was exactly that took him over the edge, but no matter what it was – her deft manipulation of his erection or her demeaning words – he found himself convulsing and jerking his head away from her breasts as his legs straightened and he load after load into the Calvin’s beneath his jogging pants before, finally, slumping away from her to the side upon the sofa she had led him to from the kitchen.

For what seemed an age, silence reigned until the jumble of Andy Burnham’s thoughts cleared enough to realise the Arab woman had moved her hand lower and was cupping his emptied scrotum through the joggers and using those same fingers to massage the underside of his balls.

“Was that nice, for you Little Andy?” he heard her ask.

Down from his high and, like most men, finding the return of blood to the brain allowing him to think normally, guilt and self-disgust saw him rising from the sofa to stand before her before he realised she was smiling at the semen-sodden material covering his groin and took himself off to the window to stand with his back to her while looking out at the garden.

“I think you should leave,” he told her. “This shouldn’t have happened.”

From behind him came a displeased tut-tut:

“Oh, dear. And just when I thought you were beginning to know your place. Now I will just have to show Mandy the recording I made on my iPhone of her suckling at my breasts as I pleased his little cockle with my fingers?”

He turned at this with a look of terror as the consequences of what had just happened came home to him and saw her fiddling with her phone.

“There!” she said with triumph. “All saved to the Cloud.”

Her smile was not friendly.

“Now there can be no... misunderstandings.”

The smile beaming at him became broader and malevolent at the same time, as she added:

“Of course, it will be left to Mandy as to whether she sends the footage of you cheating on her to your sister and nieces in New Zealand to explain why she is divorcing the brother and uncle they look up to so much. But if she does I am sure they will be able to forgive your... weakness.” 

Feeling sick at heart, he felt an unwanted excitement as he took in the crossing of her hosed legs and felt even sicker as his only recently exploded cock came to life and diluted the intention he had to remove her from the house and take back the key given to her by his wife.

And by force if needed.

“But then,” she continued in a voice he found smug and insufferable for the power his weakness had given her over him, “if you are sensible and compliant there will be no need for them to know just how weak their brother and uncle truly is.” 

“Look, you’ve had you fun, now just go,” he urged, again turning to the window to hide his shame from her as images of his family’s reaction were they to see him in such a condition threatened to make him heave.

Her reply was instant.

And emphatic.

“No.”

Anger rising, wanting nothing more than for her to leave that he might try and come to terms with behaviour of his that was inexplicable to him, he swung around to face her again:

“What do you mean: ‘No’?”

“Really Andy, this is my second-tongue, but even I understand the meaning of this particular monosyllable.”

She tittered.

“I’m not playing, Elmira,” he said, forcing a snarl. “I want you to leave.”

She wasn’t moved.

“You seem to forget, Andy,” she told him, confidence undimmed by his more aggressive attitude towards her, “that this house belongs to Mandy now. Not you. She has given me a key and I am a welcome visitor. Who do you think she will wish to leave if we call her at the office and ask her?”

She allowed him a moment or two to think about it before:

“And especially when she sees her husband spurting his seed into his pants under the hand of her friend.”

She let her words sink in.

“Now be reasonable and come back to the sofa so that we can sit and speak sensibly.”

It was a few seconds that seemed to him a lifetime later, and as if she sensed the fight leaving him, that she uncrossed her legs, rose from the sofa and moved across to take him by the arm and lead him, in a state of what could only be described as shock, back to the sofa. 

Then, after lowering him back into the same spot he had occupied as she manipulated him to completion:

“On second thoughts,” she told him, eyes taking in his soiled joggers, go upstairs and change your bottoms and underpants.”

Moving as if he were an automaton, and to her delight, a benumbed looking Andy Burnham did not need to be told twice.

“I am going to make us a coffee while you change,” she told him as he made his way to the stairs.

Then in a voice of command it thrilled the Anglo/Arab woman to be able to use with him:

“Come back down when you finish tidying yourself up,” she smiled at his departing back. 

Then:

“We are going to have a long and very serious talk...”
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THREE WEEKS BEFORE:

“Well?” Elmira asked the svelte and attractive blonde wife of her own age as they seated themselves at a window-table in a busy Victoria Street coffee shop, some two-hundred yards from the main-line railway station and next door to the office-complex where her friend worked.

“Well, what?” asked the woman who had become her closest friend, albeit only, friend on the planet of the ultra-private and self-contained Anglo/Lebanese woman her husband despised so much.

Elmira Salim sighed and gave her friend “the look,” knowing she was being teased as that friend sensed her excitement to hear what she thought of the short book she had downloaded from Amazon and attached to her.

“Stop teasing,” she scolded the amused wife of a husband her dissatisfaction with had prompted Elmira to send the eBook to her in the first place.

“My, we are impatient, aren’t we?” mocked an amused Mandy Burnham, having always been aware of the attraction her friend felt for her husband – despite the opposite reaction returned to her from the same source. “Methinks you are even more invested in this than me.”

“Are you going to tell me,” asked a genuinely irritated Elmira, “or are you going to continue playing silly games?”

Seeing her friend was becoming angry with and knowing her temper when it was aroused, Mandy Burnham placed a hand over hers placatingly and smiled as her thoughts went back over some of the content the book had provided her...
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“...Like any relationship, those of the female-led kind also have rules that need attention paid to them. This is a stone-cold fact and, especially for the woman who wishes to take the superior role in regard of her man in the way nature intends a strong and commanding woman should – despite the fact men have  somehow managed to pervert that truism over the course of human history.

Do not delude yourself though and pay attention to a woman who speaks from a lifetime of experience when she tells you it requires much discipline and inner fortitude in tandem with a strong will to not only put yourself in a position of power with the man of your choosing but to consolidate it in the years going forward.

This applies no matter how he may be to begin with.

To do this you must be necessarily harsh on many occasions and I accept this can difficult for the softer-hearted amongst your number.

If the above is the case I advise you to either toughen up or stop reading now.

For those of you who choose to read on, trust me when I say your authority over your man – authority I myself have come to love to the point of addiction - will last only for as long as you take the necessary measures that will ensure he sees you as the dominant partner.

Believe me, the moment you show prevarication or show weakness is the moment your control of him will begin to weaken – both mentally and physically.

To be maintained, dominance must be consolidated in the mind of the male-chattel on a regular and ongoing basis. To deviate from that path will see you lose him. Trust me, such treatment of him – and no matter how much he comes to resent you for it – will not only reveal to him his true nature but bind him to you for as long as you wish him to remain bound.

And take it from one who knows; even resentment will prove a huge source of pleasure to you.

Try to picture what I and my likeminded friends experience every day and imagine, if you can, the immense satisfaction one feels to know the man who once saw himself as your equal is falling over himself to please you to win a reward of some kind from your all-powerful hands. And doing so while being disgusted at his own weakness and hating you for making him familiar with it.

I assure you, when you have him in such a condition there will be no possibility of you returning to a more vanilla union.

In all my years helping women achieve the joy and freedom I enjoy, I have yet to hear of one who has regressed back to the former dynamic after experiencing for herself the euphoria that control over one’s partner fetches with it.

This is something I would love all my sisters the world over to experience.

That is why showing weakness and hesitation must be avoided at all costs – at least in the presence of your underling – is to be avoided. Respect, I promise you, is the key. It is crucial and should be reinforced in the underling’s mind at every turn. Never can he see you as anything other than the final word in any decision. Your mindset must be of a kind that suggests total dominance and you must keep him in the same consistent condition of respect and obedience demanded of a pet by any diligent and caring owner It is only by this approach that you will see him become more and more tamed and domesticated.

In short, the underling must be constantly schooled until his obedience is as familiar to him as the ability to place one foot in front of the other.

That, my sisters, is the point at which he admits – though he may not say it aloud – that he is your property and resigns himself, no matter that aforementioned self-disgust, to his natural position at your feet.

For hate what you have fashioned of him or not, the responses you will have conditioned into him will have ensured that, at a deep and unnavigable psychological depth, and without regard to the levels of his own self-deception,  he will know himself not just as your servant but as your slave.

The above said, however, it is incumbent on you to never forget that, no matter how beaten and servile feel you may have him, a remnant of his once overbearing male-ego will compel him from time to time to rest your resolve.

This, my sisters, is the time when you must wield a powerful and disciplinarian hand that he might be disabused of the notion he can disobey you without consequences and become even more resigned to his true function in life.

And what is that, you are most likely asking?

Simple.

Nothing less than to show his gratitude and his reverence for the strong female who has accepted responsibility for him by serving her with every scrap of devotion he can muster.

Yes. I know what you are thinking. 

There are some men out there who not only consider themselves of the alpha-male variety but actually are.

This is true and, if that is the case with your man and your need to control your relationship is a must for you, then you need to move on. Immediately. No matter how deep and sincere your feelings for him.

Believe me, to remain with him under those conditions is simply to invite him to become the dominant partner and see yourself in the very role you had in mind for him.

Having given the warning, however, the better news is that bringing the male-beast to our heel is no more complex than training an animal to perform simple tasks through insistent and unrelenting repetition. Cementing in his mind that everything he has stems from you while ensuring a fear of losing your patronage – or matronage, if you prefer – of him.

The moment your collar is locked about his neck is the moment his every effort should directed towards comfort, peace-of-mind, and pleasure.

Remember, after the necessary preliminary steps have been taken and you have won the all-important initial concession from him, you will finally be on the road – no matter how great his inner detestation of you - to becoming the focal point of all his thoughts and all his desires to please his owner.

For a female-master to keep her chattel on the straight and narrow, she must condition him into a mindset where almost all his thoughts are devoted to pleasing and obeying her.

That, my sisters – and you are reading this from the hand of a woman who experiences the delicious phenomenon at every hour of every day – is a condition from which you will NEVER wish to deviate once you have tasted its addictive and rewarding joys.

Your needs and desires are all that count and you must feel no guilt for treating your man harshly if his behaviour warrants it. 

Trust me, the more he sees you as a force to be reckoned with the easier your path to securing his complete obedience becomes. 

In my case, I decided from the start to speak down to him as if I were a strict educator and he a not particularly bright pupil; something that proved  a happy choice of approach for me and will likely prove as successful for you if you decide to adopt it.

Think about it. Given that most authority figures in a young man’s life are his mother and other females in positions of responsibility such as doctors, nurses, and the aforementioned teachers, does it not make sense to build on this early reinforcement of female authority to ensure it continues into adulthood?

Why ignore all the hard work that has already been put in place for us?

As for how he addresses you and behaves when you are out in public?

This, of course, is a decision for the female in control and is necessarily different for individual owners. My advice is to always insist upon something that will allow him to show respect without drawing ridicule from those of the public looking on; though in my case I do insist that stay at a respectful distance from my heels when we are either shopping or on those occasions when I allow him to accompany me to a social gathering. Even when we are with family and I allow him to act more... freely ...I insist he act towards me in a way that, while not abject exactly, at least leaves our respective family members in no doubt about just who wears the trousers in our relationship.

In private, of course, a most servile demeanour on his part is expected and backed up by the sincere threat of a spanking – or worse – if his respect of me falls short of my rather demanding expectations.

And NEVER forget that if you threaten something then you must follow through if he disrespects or disobeys you just the same.

Either punishing via a withdrawal of privileges, or more drastic physical correction.

And believe me, in my case following through with a physical punishment is not only a given and one my man dreads, but is also up there with the most wonderful and off-the-wall sexual experiences I have experienced.

And no: I am not a sadist.

Well, not all the time anyway.

Which brings us to sex itself.

A subject which was always dear to my heart and became even more so after bringing my man to heel.

I promise you, every small interaction between yourself is heightened by the knowledge you control each of them. Whether it’s having him place his lips upon the toes of your feet, either bare or in hose, and having him place his forehead upon the floor at those same feet as a sign or his respect for you; or having him massage and lick at them as if he were nothing more than a dog addicted to the salty tang of his master’s skin. Be that skin belong to toes, calves, anal-rim or armpits.

Whatever you decide upon, I promise you will not be disappointed.

Male-chastity ensured through a most secure cock-cage is a must, of course. You will be amazed at how the obedience levels of your chattel will improve when his release from the cage is dependent upon him pleasing you. Though I strongly urge you not allow his cock to penetrate you again from the moment he is secured in his restrainer.

Yes, I know you are thinking this is a punishment for you also but it is very far from it, I promise.

You can take it to the bank when I tell you there is nothing quite as thrilling as having your man on his knees before you with a mask over his face upon which is attached an artificial cock of a size and colour of your choosing. The sight of him biting down upon one end of it as he slides it into the pussy denied his own manhood is one I would recommend for all women. There is absolutely nothing like staring into your masked man’s eyes and letting him see your dominance while you watch him serve your pussy in the hope you might be pleased with his efforts and allow his poor penis out to play.

Which brings us to the many, and humiliating, ways there are of satisfying your chattel’s manly urges...”

––––––––
[image: ]


...The voice intruding into the preoccupied thoughts of Mandy Burnham was knowing:

“From the look on your face, I get the impression you found what I sent you just as... interesting ...as did when I first came across it?”

The wife and office-manager smiled a wistful smile.

“Hmm,” she nodded. “Just a shame it’s nothing more than a fantasy.”

Now it was Elmira Salim who placed her hand atop t her friend’s.

“And what if I told you it could be a reality?”

The eyes of Mandy Burnham narrowed and Elmira added:

“For both of us.”
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