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         I often tell Christine that I love duck breast – letting a hand mock-accidentally stroke across one of her large, wonderful breasts – because really, there's only one thing that's better than duck breast. Christine gives me a stern look when I do that, to indicate that that sort of amusement is bordering on vulgarity. But she's got no objections to me caressing her breasts, of course. And in slightly more intimate situations, when she rides me naked, as I lay on my back and my hands work on these dancing, enticing breasts, she even confides in me that "nobody's as good at playing with my breasts as you are!" I love hearing that, and I don't think too much about what else that sentence implies. I mean, who else gets to play with them, but doesn't do it as well as I do? A beautiful, sensual woman has to be allowed some secrets, right?


I'm good with duck breast too, if I may say so myself. It's my speciality, in fact. Duck breast with orange sauce. A Belgian chef taught me how once upon a time. It's the sauce that's the secret, of course. Christine likes that I cook, and every once in a while, duck breast with orange sauce is on the menu. Usually just for the two of us. But on this particular evening, Christine had invited two friends over for dinner. I'd been told to make sure to see to everything they'd need for a successful girls' night. Duck breast with orange sauce, of course, but also anything else they might want or need. That meant serving the food, tidying, and cleaning, and all of that sort of thing, I got that. What it might entail other than that, she didn't specify. But Christine had taught me, over time, to be at her beck and call. She expected obedience and respect for her womanly authority, and as a follower of old-fashioned child-rearing techniques, she never hesitated to exert strict – though always loving – discipline, when she found that necessary.


So, I knew well that it was in my own best interest to perform the duties of the night in a satisfactory manner. Christine took great pride in being able to show her friends a man who was obedient and well-taught – whether the friends were in on our game or not. Guri, her closest friend and one of the evening’s two guests, was one of the few who were in on it. We had no secrets from her. It had been ages since the first time she’d witness one of my disciplinary moments across Christine’s lap. Since then, I had to get used to her not only being present at these events, but that she – with Christine’s blessing – herself had treated my naked bottom with her firm hand, or with Christine’s solid wood hairbrush.


The other friend we were expecting for the evening, however, I did not know at all. Marianne was one of Christine's colleagues, and I only knew what little Christine had told me about her. She was divorced, like Guri. She was a few years older than us, but I'd come to understand that they'd gotten to know each other well and that both Christine and Guri appreciated her company, for girls' nights out on the town, for instance. And now I was to meet her for the first time. After being told to be at service for dinner, I was excited and a little nervous as to what Christine might have planned, with this woman present.


The table was impeccably set – for three. It was a girls' night, and so my place was not at the table. I'd put out glasses for an aperitif, and the orange sauce was already made in the kitchen, the sides prepared, and the duck breasts ready to be cooked. Dessert was portioned out in bowls, waiting in the fridge. The red was uncorked and airing. I was en route and caught my breath while Christine changed and got ready. When she came back into the kitchen, she was wearing a tight jumper which accentuated her wonderful breasts, a short, tight black skirt, black stockings, and high heels.


"Everything under control?" she asked and looked me up and down.

“Yes, dearest,” I assured her.

“It’s time for you to go change, then,” she said.

“It is? What would you like me to wear?”


She walked past me, opened a cupboard and got out my “tuxedo apron” – A black apron with a white shirt front and a small bow tie at the neck.

“I thought you’d wear this tonight – I want to keep it stylish.”

Yes, why not, I thought, grabbed the apron and was about to put my head through. She stopped me.

“I told you to wear the apron – full stop. So you’ll have to take off everything else first, right?”

I stared at her in disbelief. “You mean I...?”

"You heard me, didn't you? You'll wear the apron and nothing else. Get to it, the guests will be here soon!"


I could scarcely believe my own ears, and I tried to protest. “I can’t... You don’t mean it, do you? I don’t even know Marianne, I can’t...”


But there were no doubts in her firm look. She really did mean just that. "If you're struggling to understand and obey, I can help," she said softly. I realised that I had no choice and took the apron with me to the bedroom.


As I slowly undressed, I realised this night was going to be something different. The thought of what was to come had its unavoidable physiological effect. Before I was ready to put the apron on, my sex was hard, jutting out and pointing into the room. Even though the apron covered it, it wasn’t difficult to see what was up as I hesitatingly went back to the kitchen and Christine. She sent a sharp look at what now resembled a scout’s tent, more than anything.


“Didn’t I know it – horny already! What do you think my friends will say when they see you like this?”


What could I say to that?


But she didn't wait for an answer. She got a solid grip of my ear lobe, as if I was a naughty schoolboy, and pulled me back into the bedroom. "Bend over!" she commanded briefly. I stood bent over and supporting myself with my hands on my bed, and I saw her opening her wardrobe and getting the cane out.


“I’m not sure if this will help, but a few tell-tale stripes across your backside will show them I’ve got a modicum of control, at least.” And then she let the cane swish down on its vulnerable target.


“Owww!”


I got up half-way and touched my bum. It was harder than usual, actually. But she commanded me back into position.


“Like I said, I want it to show, so I’ll have to put some force into it, lovely!” Her tone was loving, almost apologetic, but the 3–4 strikes that followed were at least as ruthless as the first. She regarded the results with satisfaction. “There we go, that looks very nice!” 


I stood up and looked at my butt in the mirror. There was no mistaking that. Four or five fire-red stripes across my naked ass would tell Guri and Marianne exactly how Christine treated a disobedient man. 


The doorbell rang. I looked at Christine, not sure what to do, but she simply gave a nod in the direction of the entrance. “You’re ready to greet the guests, aren’t you?”


There was no way back, and I slowly walked down the hallway to open the door. As Christine predicted, the way she's treated me didn't have much of a dampening effect on my erection. And the thought that not only Guri but also a woman I didn't even know were waiting outside the door and soon would see me like this didn't make matters any better. I felt both aroused and embarrassed as I opened the door slowly. But, I knew I had to be polite and tried to pretend as if nothing as amiss.


 “Welcome!” 

"Hi, Thomas!" Guri said and looked me up and down. "I'll have to say," she said appreciatively. "This'll be an exciting night! Say hello to Marianne!"

I reached out my hand to the woman who came up from behind her and presented myself. She returned the handshake and smiled. 

“Hello Thomas, nice to meet you! I’ve heard so much about you!”
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