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“I thought it was over,” she told her lover, relief etched into her features as she slumped back onto the plump cushions of the sofa and sipped at the Kraken and Coke her lover had fetched her after the last of her husband’s family had left.

“Not for us,” the powerful and statuesque black woman said, English perfect and betraying no hint of her East African roots. “But I suspect the relationship you have with your husband’s brothers and sisters going ahead would have been consigned to the past.”

She blew out relieved air as if to say: “You’ve got that right!”

“Thank goodness I arrived when I did,” the powerful African woman reminded her. “It seemed to me that he was about to say something that could not have been taken back. And, knowing how much the friendship of his family and their warm feelings mean to you, it would have pained me for you to have to face their reaction. But it is over now and they are none the wiser. Though we will have to ensure such a lapse on his part does not occur again.”

The wife was not entirely convinced of this and said as much:

“Well, I’m pretty sure they were taken aback by your appearance and his behaviour when he saw you, so I’m not sure we’re completely out of the wood.”

“They seemed to believe I was a client and a friend of yours, so I see no need for concern – especially after you told them your husband had drank too much and led him back to the house.”

This won a nod as the worried wife took another sip of her Kraken, before she said, almost to herself:

“As you say, their friendship means a lot to me. I’ve come to see them as family and would hate to think they would ever find...”

“Then we must make sure they never do,” her lover spoke over her, confident voice reassuring her as it always did.

“But how?” she asked with a shake of the head, reassuring voice or not. “You can’t always be here when they visit.”  

“And neither does your husband.”

“I... I don’t follow.”

“Think about it, my love. His relatives do not live around the corner, as you English say.”

“So?”

“So, you will always have advanced knowledge of their visits and can act accordingly. After all, his quarters are secure and they would be none the wiser if you were to tell them he was away. Researching his writing for instance. It is, after all, only two or three times a year they visit. And if I can be here for one or two of those visits then I think we both know he will behave himself.”

“And what about our visits to them?”

“Ah! With that I cannot help and, after what so nearly happened today, I do not think it is a risk you should take unless, of course, you visit them alone.”

“I’ll have to give it some thought,” came the reply. “It’s just that I love what we have and would hate to see it... change.”

With this her lover could only agree.

Then, after a thoughtful sip of her own Chardonnay:

“In the cause of total transparency, it must be said that any change would impair the pleasure we share with each other... If you take my meaning?”

The wife, still youthful and pretty despite the age gap between them, understood her younger lover’s meaning instantly; knowing as she did that her husband’s continued presence in her – their – life was a massive component in that shared pleasure for which both of them valued him so highly.

Though she was sure the man she still loved after her own fashion would have questions of his own when it came to their... regard ...of him. 

“How could he not?” she asked herself as her thoughts drifted back to her lover’s previous visit...

...Each thrust of that superlative black cock drove the breath from her body as it hammered at the gate that was her cervix with enough power to command but not so much it pained her. 

Pleasure of such a kind, after all, could never be remotely referred to in such a way.

She saw the eyes above glittering with excitement for the exercise of such control as they drilled into her own and she knew the pleasure they took from ownership of the kind was reflected back by the pure satisfaction she took from being owned. 

And by such a person. 

The white wife wanted to scream out, to vocalise her pleasure, as each thrust both robbed her of breath and took her to a new level of loving submission but found the oxygen in her lungs sufficient only to allow her to function at the most basic of levels.

If such sensations as those coursing through mind and body could ever be described by such a low-key description.

As the sleek yet incredibly powerful young body, with the smooth and unblemished coal-black skin that so reminded her of a Panther, continued its relentless and rhythmic pounding, her thoughts suddenly went to the husband who should have been the one doing the taking and her pleasure went off the chart.

In fact, as her impending crisis neared, and just before her senses found them temporarily scattered to the four corners of the universe, her last conscious thought until earth was reached again was to command her eyes to leave those of her lover’s and seek out the form, along with the beaten head above, of the husband both she and her lover had emasculated.

Even as that husband struggled to remain in the position he had been ordered to adopt.

Ordered by her lover, that is. 

If a straw can break the back of a camel then the sight of her husband, kneeling in obedience as she was taken by her lover in ways of which he wasn’t capable and would never again be given the opportunity to emulate, was all that was required to take the delicious pleasure she was experiencing from anticipation to...

Lack of oxygen or not, the scream triggered by that one simple image as it escaped her body and the sudden and spastic threshing travelling its length was enough to penetrate the iron control of the lover who had drawn it from her.

A split second later, and for a number of seconds afterwards, two of the three people in that room were temporary inhabitants of another planet.

While a kneeling and emasculated third tried to will himself to a different and entirely less painful galaxy...  

“Are you happy?” the question had penetrated her muzzy thoughts as she returned to terra firma after the glorious and thorough pounding she had just received. 

Smiling, she stared up into the eyes of the commanding lover who, unlike her husband, had always treated her as an equal. 

Despite the ability of the cock below those eyes to thoroughly subjugate her.

A thoughtful nod joined the smile.

She was more than happy, in fact, and her feelings bordered on the delirious.

“Heaven” would have been a more apt description of the location in which she found herself.

And it was not her husband of sixteen years who had taken her there.

Though she did acknowledge he had played a part, albeit reluctantly.

He, she thought to herself with a smile, eyes suddenly fixating on a corner of the bedroom, was in another location entirely.

Even if he was within... touching... distance.

Any guilt she had felt for the cemetery she and her lover had made of her husband’s much treasured masculinity had long since departed, to be replaced by the unholy joy she received from tormenting the poor wretch courtesy of her new position in the heavens above him – though she still found it hard to believe just who it was she had allowed to take her to paradise.

And yet, there was no doubt in her head that she loved her husband still – more so even; despite the fact telling him as much did not seem to carry much weight.

How could it?

The new version she had created with the help of her lover was so much more attractive to her now that her legal partner had been emasculated and forced to accept he no longer had either power or a say in their marriage. 

Yes, she certainly felt massive contempt for him and the way he had so easily allowed himself to be subjugated; but she still adored his looks and the pleasure she took from... ruling... him simply transmuted her love from a higher emotion into something far, far, lower.

And far more pleasurable and exciting!

A transmutation, however, that she still saw as love on her part.

Even if she knew beyond a doubt her beaten, docile, and thoroughly shamed husband would see it quite, quite, differently.

Her lover sensed the direction of her thoughts:

“Is it not everything I promised you it would be?” asked the African voice with its accented English – a voice which never failed to send shivers the length of her spine whenever she heard it; be she post orgasmic or otherwise.

She had placed a hand between smooth and muscled thighs that still managed to be sleek despite their obvious power before cupping the hairless balls at their centre; balls that, no matter how often she used the glorious black penis above them, always seemed to be full.

“You know the answer to that, lover,” she assured him as the wondrous cock attached to the jewels overflowing her palm again came to life. 

“I turn forty this year and my life has never been so full as it’s been since you came into it.”

The sound of a sniffle, perhaps a sob, sent both their eyes to the corner of the room before they both shared a knowing smile, feeding from the misery that was as unmistakable as it was powerless coming from the handsome naked man in his mid-forties who knelt with his nose to the cool plaster of the wall.

“Be quiet!” her lover barked towards the corner and the snivelling stopped. “And keep your nose to the corner like the bad boy you are.”

Seeing and hearing the man who had once been the driving force of her marriage – a man some five years her senior who had over twenty on her lover - treated in such a way again had the effect of re-igniting her core and, as she watched her husband’s shoulders heave as he contrived to keep his sobs silent, she accepted once again that there could be no return to what they had once had.

That boat, along with his manhood, had sailed into the Bermuda triangle and, whether it managed to function normally there or not, she would never relate to him in the same way again.

Again: how could she?

Her attention returned to the lover whose commanding attitude had transformed her whole life as words of self-effacement for her earlier compliment made their way over full lips:

“You praise me too highly,” came the protest. “Your husband may well be a tragic excuse for a man but he at least knows his place in our regard and is, unless I am mistaken, attempting to please you - even when I am unable to be here to correct him if he misbehaves. Surely that is also a large factor in your new contentment?”

A nod confirmed his suspicion.

She knew where her lover was going with this and was of a mind to go along with him. 

It was, after all, true. 

Her newly terrified and obedient husband was a great source of her pleasure – whether that lover was present or otherwise; though she knew his obedience to her when Adi was absent was compelled by a terror of the one owning that big black cock that had so shamed and tamed him while doing pretty much the same in a different way to her. 

It was also true that even the most humble and servile of animals required motivating from time to deceitful time.

“Yes,” she began. “You’re right. I prefer my husband so much more since he was shown his true status. In fact, I can honestly say I love him more now than I did when we married. And I have you to thank for it. You have saved my marriage.”

The kiss that followed was more about lust than gratitude and, as her tongue probed at the tonsils of the commanding lover who had both intimidated and subdued her husband in the first place, her thoughts went back to that time early in their affair.

Back to when the possibility of her husband becoming something quite... different... in her life had first been made and she had laughed, thinking it a joke that her overbearing and masculine partner could be forced to adopt such a role.

She had not laughed for long...  
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​​​Now... Tim
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As the white man formerly known to himself as Tim Betsen, and now beginning to wonder now if he hadn’t imagined the incarnation, tried to make himself as close to comfortable as it was possible to get in his new home, he took in the changes to the open plan basement that had once been his den and realised he was hard-pressed to remember it from when it had been one of his favourite places on the planet. 

A place that was his and his alone and from which others were excluded – including his wife Joanna. 

A sanctuary, where he relaxed amongst his books, DVD’s and CD’s. 

This when he wasn’t engaged in the writing of the Jack Reacher type thriller the death of his wife’s last remaining aunt and relative and the bequest of a house and a business had made possible.

Had he been selfish, he wondered? Quitting his own job in the City to move to the Cliffside home bequeathed to them above the English Channel and follow his dream? This while his wife had gone from legal secretary to running the company formerly helmed by her childless aunt after her own husband had passed on; assured by that late-aunt in the letter she had left her that she had it in her to take over the reins of the Sussex real-estate chain with its head office in Eastbourne just as she had.

Certainly, he had seen it as a timely opportunity to leave the frantic rat-race of City trading for which he was so ill-suited and finally write that book he had felt sure would elevate him to the status of the Childs and Grishams he held in such reverence.

The decision not to have children had been mutual, as had the agreement he would leave his job in the City to become a writer while she took up the reins as the CEO with her late-aunt’s company - and, besides, if Joanna had been unhappy about the decision she had never let on.

But then, that was her all over, allowing him to make all the decisions that counted without input on her part and only piping up to whine if and when those decisions were proved unsound. 

Or at least it had been her until the advent of...

As he felt the bars of his cage push through the pitifully thin mattress he had, eventually, been granted and press into his naked and unprotected buttocks, the simple thought of his wife’s monstrous lover made him cold with an anger made all the more puissant for having no outlet he could direct it towards save in the cage and the four walls beyond housing his demoralised thoughts.

And certainly not towards the monstrous lover.

He had tried that, after all, and even now could barely bring himself to look back on the ego-destroying humiliation and pain the attempt to assert his status had won him.  

That he, a prideful and respected man in his mid-forties, could find himself over the knee of such a creature was not something his thoughts could dwell on for long without wreaking serious havoc upon his digestive system.

And the memory of the pain delivered his virgin buttocks by both black hand and wifely hairbrush served to make any attempt by his memory to revisit the experience fleeting at best.  

A tear dropped from an eye and, absently, he followed its progress as it fell between his legs to the thin mattress; the depilated and be-ringed balls and the cock encased in a shiny metal tube only serving to add self-pity to the white heat of his impotent anger and the disgust he felt for a weakness he would never have suspected himself capable.

But then, how could he have? 

Nothing in his life could have prepared him for the weakness his wife’s lover revealed in him or the depths of that same wife’s cruelty. 

This was twenty-first-century England, for crying out loud! 

How could the hell in which he was being forced to live exist in such a place and at such a time?

And, more pertinently, why was he allowing it to continue?

One of the reasons for his continued submission sent his thoughts to his sisters and their families. The family members who looked up to him as the de facto head-of-house after the death of his father, some two years after his mother. Someone they came to unhesitatingly with their problems, valuing the sage advice of their City trader brother, brother-in-law, or uncle. The alpha-male of the family – despite brothers-in-law who could hardly be described as wimps.

His unmanly tears were not lessened by the prospect of just what would they think and say to see him in such a condition? 

How could he ever make them understand?

How could he himself come to terms with the fact that the woman he loved had betrayed him?

And in such a way?

Despite insisting she still loved him more than ever as she continued to make his life a living death!

The shame of such an eventuality, and his even more shameful fear of his wife’s lover who had helped place him in his current position, ensured he stayed to endure the unendurable.

Alone in his former study, and despite the pain such recollection caused him, his thoughts went back to that fateful Saturday morning when his wife had entered his den without knocking, and he had been about to upbraid her for breaking his “imaginative flow”, when he realised she wasn’t alone...

...“This is Adi,” she had told him.
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​​​Then... Joanna and Adi
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The black cock in front of her fairly throbbed with a vigour that was beyond her husband on a first effort – and this was the third time it had risen for her in just over an hour.

But then, at twenty-three, and with a knowingness and maturity far beyond those relatively few years, there were lots of things her marvellous lover could do of which her husband had never been capable.

Yet the attraction had not been instant and, given her own sexual proclivities to that point, was hardly likely to have been. 

In fact, it had taken three further meetings with the representative of the mysterious and, she was told, powerful African businessman with political corrections both here and at home who was looking to acquire property on the south coast of Sussex before Joanna Betsen had first acknowledged her... strange... new attraction.

Licking the mushroom head of the same cock that had tamed and domesticated her husband - this before passing on the baton of supreme commander to her - she compared it to her own husband’s and knew the man with whom she had stood at the altar and shared sacred vows would never be able to satisfy her with it again.

Though it might be fun to let him try and fail, she laughed to herself. 

The thought becoming more amusing and tempting as she thought about it.

To allow him to try and be a man to her again. Knowing he would barely be able to feel his cock inside her. That he would be forced to accept that he could never bring her pleasure in such a way as he once had.

Such as it had been, she thought with unavoidable derision.

Derision or not, a pained expression flitted across her features just the same and, not for the first time, she felt guilty for cheating on a man who – though a little overbearing and chauvinistic – she had no doubt loved her.

Once, anyway.

A husband, moreover, and as mentioned, she knew she loved still, despite the strange cock she was in the process of worshiping with her tongue – even if that “love” was no longer based on the respect demanded by his alpha male status.

His current and lowered standing in her eyes unable to compete with the prowess of her commanding lover’s cock to reduce her to instant and complete dependence in ways the husband she had once considered so manly no longer could.

A husband, she had known at the time her affair started, who despite his protestations, was ever so slightly racist and would find the pain of discovering her faithlessness doubled if he were to discover the ethnicity of her lover.

Trebled, even, when that lover’s true identity was eventually revealed.

And yet, despite that semi-closeted racism, she was near certain he had used others of a darker skin tone to take care of his needs in the past when business had required his presence abroad.

Though, as said, only “near” certain.

She, at least, possessing not a racist bone in her body – or mouth, at that precise moment – could not be described as a hypocrite. Though the considerable residue of the former and now mutated love she had felt for her husband was enough to stir misgivings in her once again when she thought of how his sisters and their families had accepted her and the good times they had shared. Even if she was at pains to include them in their lives still and allow him to act as if he remained the big man and nothing had changed whenever they visited. 

Nothing much anyway, his new willingness to please her, given what he could expect when they were alone if the opposite were the case, could hardly be missed and had certainly been commented upon by the sisters envious of their big brother’s respectful behaviour towards her and the lack of the same in their own marriages. 

Their visits were something she enjoyed as much as her semi-neutered husband – even if he remained forever terrified of their new relationship being discovered - and would continue on. 

Just so long as his behaviour merited such indulgence, that is.

She would, she acknowledged to herself with complete truth, be devastated to lose the presence of such good warm people in her life.

Despite the distraction of warm tongue upon even warmer cock, her lover picked up on her guilt:

“You are feeling the pain of conscience again,” the accented and dark chocolate voice of East African origin observed.

She shrugged, removing tongue from mushroom and raising her head to look into the eyes regarding her, “Tim and I have been together a long time. As exciting as my time with you is I still feel... feel...”

“Disloyal?” the accented voice offered.

She nodded.

“And yet,” the dark-chocolate tones maintained, here we are, in the bed you once allowed your husband to share with you and allow no longer. This while he sleeps in a cage in the basement like the dog we have made of him. We. Not I.”

He was right, she knew that. 

Their affair had been going on without threat of discovery or any likelihood of such for long enough that there was no need to involve her husband.

Until, that is, Adi had begun to outline the joys of having Tim at home and subjugated to her – to both of them – with the full knowledge another cock was where he and he alone should be.

A prospect – as unbelievable as it had sounded to begin with – that had her verging on orgasm simply from considering such a possibility.

Just the same, and as persuasive as her lover had been on the subject, she had been the one with the final word when it came to making such an outlandish scenario real.

Or at least attempting it.

“But perhaps you are trying to tell me you regret my visits and the role your husband is now forced to play in your life?”

“No, no,” she assured her lover quickly, the still elfin features, framed by black, page-boy cut, hair coming closer as she forgot that wondrous erection for the moment and slithered further up the bed to stare earnestly into eyes that were as warm as they were dark.

For her, anyway.

“Warm”, that is.

“I don’t regret a moment since we met and I only wish your work for Mr Yifte allowed you to visit more frequently.”

“But?”

“Look, Adi, my husband and I had been married for over fifteen years before we met and you... you...”

“Showed you what true pleasure was and how he was incapable of supplying it to you?” Adi prompted, dark chocolate fingers reaching out to stroke the underside of a breast that was still remarkably shapely and firm for a woman who had recently entered her middle-years.

Joanna gasped, the novelty of their being together still powerful enough after all these months to rob her of breath and prevent her from replying as her young and knowing lover held her gaze while continuing to speak to her in those honeyed yet powerful African tones; English excellent if highly accented:

“And did I not show you also that the man you married was not the man he led you to believe he was?”

Strong yet gentle fingers were tweaking her nipple now and the English wife could only nod, amazed herself at just how easily, and in so short a space of time, her handsome and once powerfully masculine husband had been turned into something... less... by the lover who, even as she considered the turnabout, was stroking a breast that had once been reserved for the attentions of that “masculine husband” alone.

Chocolate tones continued: 

“That he was not the alpha-male he portrayed himself as being?” her lover went on relentlessly. “That you should have taken control of both your marriage and him long before, instead of allowing a pitiful creature of such a kind to hold sway over you?”

Something, a flash of conscience for what she had allowed her lover to make of the man she had once loved to distraction and now simply loved – and then, increasingly and uncharacteristically sadistically, only in ways one might love a growingly obedient and useful household pet – made her defend the husband her lover had superseded in her life.

“Please don’t speak about Tim like that, Adi. I know you’re right about him – how could I think otherwise – but he was not a bad husband apart from being a bit overbearing at times. And I do love him still, despite what... what you’ve made of him.”

“You love him still?” Adi snorted. “Despite knowing his true nature?”

Joanna shrugged, unable to find words to explain the way she allowed her husband to be treated – and now treated him herself – and yet could still have... feelings... for him.

“Tell me, Joanna. Where is this husband you love now? At this very moment, as you lay with me and feel my warm semen leaking down onto your thighs. Where is this man you profess such a sentiment for as his wife’s lover takes her in the bed they once shared and he is no longer allowed to use”

“Yes. Yes,” she said with irritation. “We both know where he is. I take your point.”

“I need to hear you say it, Joanna.”

She sighed, only the excitement she felt in her commanding lover’s presence preventing her from voicing a growing exasperation.

“You know very well where he is, Adi. You mentioned it yourself not a few seconds ago. He is in his study in the basement where you left him.”

“No!”

“No?”

“No, Joanna. He is not in the basement in his ‘study’.”

“But...”

“He is in the basement in what are now his quarters. In your home. And, right at this moment, he is lying on his side in the cage in which we locked him. Remember? After you clipped a lead to the collar marking him as yours and walked him on all-fours down to what was once his study and is no longer.”

The imagery of what she had done only thirty minutes before, and no matter she had done the same thing on many a prior occasion, even when her fuck-buddy had not been present, enflamed her senses yet again and not for the first time she wondered how her remarkable and precocious young lover could have had such an effect upon both her and her husband.

As different and poles apart as those effects were.

“Not only that,” her commanding and impressive lover went on, “but you took him there after he had spent an hour in this very bedroom, on his knees with his nose to the corner as the cock of another gave you the pleasure you deserve and he is no longer able to bring you in such a way – assuming that he ever was.”

The recent memory of that cock as it hammered rhythmically at her cervix added itself to the imagery of her walking her once-proud husband down to his “quarters” as if he were no more than a family pet. 

This before securing him in the cage she knew he hated so violently. 

His head had been lowered in defeat and, as per his ongoing training, he had neither spoken nor raised his eyes to hers as she simply patted him on the head as a reward for his obedience before padlocking the cage and then locking the door to what had once been his own private space and leaving him to his misery.

None of which imagery answered the question she had continually asked herself after Adi had spent the first of two formative weeks with him. The first alone with her husband. The second in her shocked, amazed, and guiltily orgasmic presence.

“Why and how could she take such unholy pleasure in seeing a man for whom she had genuine and strong feelings treated so inhumanely?”

Her lover sensed her self-interrogation:

“Joanna, perhaps my tender years make me less introspective and more selfish of my pleasures, but it seems to me that as indifferent as nature is to our needs, good or bad, we must be as dismissive of the realities it throws upon us and simply make the most of them.”

Not sure she followed exactly, Joanna waited for the precocious one to supply an explanation.

“Nature and fate between them have dictated that we meet and the consequences for your husband are as natural as day following night.”

She could not help but snort at this last and her black lover was quick to add reassurance.

“Had it been a simple matter of you wishing him gone from your life then a divorce would surely have followed. But that is not what you wanted.”

Her lover was thoughtful for a moment.

Then:

“Or I for that matter... A least not until I had met him.”

Well aware of her lover’s perverse attraction for her husband, Joanna waited. At first she had been a little jealous that the lover she had brought into their home could enjoy being with her husband so much. But only until she saw how Tim was used when they were together and found the sight of her once manly husband forced to lick a pair of huge and hairless black balls before taking the cock above them into his mouth to suck upon it...

Euphoric!

“What we did instead, Joanna, was simply to run with our natures and, in doing so, ensure your husband ran with them also by showing him his own true nature and the place he must take in our lives.”

“Hardly Tim’s true nature, Adi,” she responded. “As I recall there was, and still is, some physical and mental coercion involved.”

Her lover chuckled, totally unperturbed by the reminder.

“And do you, Joanna, truly believe I could have made him the way he is if the raw materials had not already been present. Do you think he worships my cock and balls and trembles at my approach simply because we apply ‘coercion’?” 

“You’re younger and stronger than Tim,” she reminded him. “And, as I recall, the video footage you took and threatened to show his family and friends anonymously helped quite a bit.”

As she thought about it she saw her lover’s face cloud over with something that was as close to anger with her as she could recall.

“And why have you gone back to calling him ‘Tim’?” Adi asked. 

Her look was puzzled:

“Sorry?”

“Did we not agree that ‘Timmy’ was far more suitable for someone in his position?”

“Well... Yes... But...?”

“You agreed with me when I told you the key to consolidating and growing his obedience to us was in keeping him in a position of inferiority at all times.”

“I know, but...”

“And that includes talking down to him at all times and never allowing him to engage you in any conversation that might be considered adult in nature.”

“Yes, but, Adi...”

“And did we not also agree that addressing him as ‘Timmy’ was a nice childlike way to ensure he knew his place in our new pecking order? Even if his family or friends were present.”

To her amazement, Joanna found herself flushing under the gaze of her young inquisitor – though she was unsure if she was blushing from guilt for treating her husband in such a way or simply disappointed to have let her exciting young lover down.

“Am I detecting second thoughts, Joanna?” Adi asked, tone growing a little cold as the fingers tweaking her nipple were removed. “Would you prefer to return to the life you had with the pitiful bastard before I showed you what it felt like to be filled with a real cock and the type of man he really was?”

Despite feeling sure he was not really serious, Joanna felt the panic rise in her breast at the prospect.  

“Would you rather I did not visit you again that you could see if any kind of meaningful relationship were still possible with your abject husband after you have seen him for what he truly is?”

Joanna simply stared at the implacable black features regarding her, unable to understand how what had been a loving and warm interlude could degenerate in such a way.

“Is that what you want, Joanna?” Adi said, the look on her face confirming for her married lover that she was completely serious. “For me to leave and never return?”

“No, Adi!” she cried with genuine fervour, the words wrung from her without her being aware of consciously willing them, marveling as they burst forth at just how easily and completely an intelligent woman of her years could be manipulated by a twenty-something with so much less experience of the world – at least in years. “How can you say that after what we’ve done together? I’ve allowed you to emasculate my husband and make him a virtual prisoner and servant in his own home... Worse! Do you think I would have allowed that if I wasn’t totally besotted with you?”

The somehow attractive yet also... simian... features above and to her side became thoughtful: 

“No. I do not believe that. And yet, you say you love him still and I have to ask myself you can love a man who is so weak he accepts her lover as his ‘Master’ and addresses the woman he married as ‘Ms Joanna’?”

“But it’s not the same love I have for you, Adi,” she protested. “Tim... Timmy... and I have a history together. Yes, he had... has... his faults, but he always loved me, even if he doesn’t any longer.”

“Why on earth would you say such a ridiculous thing? Of course he still loves you.”

“Pardon?”

“It will not be the same love the pitiful wretch once had, you may be assured,” Joanna’s lover addressed the surprise she felt for the venturing of such a prospect. 

Adi’s following snort was derisive:

“That is hardly possible now that you have him in his current position.”

“I... I don’t understand?” she said, a little embarrassed to feel like a pupil in the presence of a lover who, though precocious in so many mental and physical ways, was some years her junior; though she did confess to feeling relief his earlier disapproval seemed to be vanishing.

“Upon reflection, my lovely Joanna, I now understand how you can say you still love your husband despite everything. There are many forms of love and, even if the variety of it he once had for you has gone and can never return, there is always one form waiting to replace another – even if hatred and resentment plays a huge part in its make-up.”

“What are you saying, Adi?”

“I am saying, my precious Joanna, that the former love you shared with your husband is dead and will never return. Between the two of us we have effectively destroyed it forever. The moment I snapped our collar about his neck in your presence and he saw the pleasure you took from allowing me to do so before I had him kiss your feet and handed his lead to you, his former feelings died and were replaced by those of hatred and resentment – even if he is too terrified of you these days to voice such sentiments.”

“Then, how...?”

“Just because he now hates, fears, and resents you, my lover, it does not mean he does not love you still.”

Joanna rose from the bed, exasperated at being unable to work out how her lover could say such a thing; wondering if Adi, despite his excellent if heavily accented command of the English language, knew just how incompatible the former phrase of his sentence was with the latter – even if she wanted to believe it was true.

“That makes no sense,” she told him, plopping herself down on the cushion of a comfy rattan chair and crossing the legs Tim had always assured her were eye catching; despite the fact they were not the kind of pipe cleaners usually found on the catwalk and were more redolent of those found on a no-nonsense teacher as she stood before a blackboard in a classroom than before paparazzi at a photo-opportunity. “You do not love someone you hate, fear, and resent.”

“Then how do you explain the dog that licks his owner’s hand with such servility and loyalty? Especially after that same hand has recently chastised it.”

Joanna Betsen sighed at this example of what she took to be her young lover’s naivete:

“I shouldn’t have to remind you, Adi, but we are not talking about an animal here but my husband. You... we... may have emasculated him but he remains an intelligent person and, not to be rude, more so than either of us.”  

Adi’s snort was derisive in the extreme, as were the words that followed:

“I acknowledge that what you say is correct, but do forgive me if I find it difficult to envy him this... ‘Intelligence’... of which you speak.”

Simian eyes flickered towards the corner where the creature they spoke of had knelt not so long before and those full chocolate lips twisted into a satisfied and spiteful smile as they considered the misery of that creature’s current existence and the pleasure both lover and wife took from it.

“Especially when such abilities result in....”

He had no need to finish his train of thought as Joanna’s eyes turned in the same direction and she realised she was leaking onto the lilac cushion of the rattan chair seating her. 

The sheer and unanswerable pleasure she took from having her husband in a position of such total dependence all but bringing her to completion from nothing more than a simple perusal of a reality that was as wrong as it was perverted and should have swayed her feelings in an entirely opposite direction.

In truth, and as she recalled her husband’s heaving shoulders as he sobbed while trying to remain silent and not invoke the wrath of her black lover, she had been not just surprised but utterly astounded by the ease with which her husband had been subdued. 

Physically and mentally.

Despite that “Intelligence” she herself had lauded to her lover.

Her own reaction not without the power to shock her either; especially the sheer eroticism of such... control... and her reaction to it.

Her lover again read her thoughts:

“The joy of controlling another human being in ways mainstream society would find repugnant and, perhaps, even criminal, is like no other.”

Her breath caught in her throat at what she knew to be nothing more than simple truth.

Is that not so, my wonderful Joanna?”

The rush of blood rising to her cheeks was an answer in itself and also gave evidence of the fact that both wife and businesswoman were not totally comfortable with the new status quo.

Not yet, anyway.

“Could you ever have believed that your husband could be trained in such a way, my love? That he would remain at home awaiting your return, dressed only in the shorts and tee-shirt you allow him now that his clothes have been placed in storage and beyond his reach. Barefoot and obedient to the wife whose compliance he once took as no more than his due. His days spent ensuring his owner’s home is kept as immaculate as that owner herself, his whole day until her return busy with his attempts to win her approval for his efforts when she returns from the running of her company to her house. No more posing before a computer imagining himself as the next hot literary star of the thriller writing world. Nothing more now than his wife’s domestic servant and, when the urge of that wife and her lover takes them, her sexual servant also.”

Joanna’s cheeks flushed a deeper red as her lover’s words and the imagery they invoked brought her well-used pussy back to vibrant life.

“Are you not thrilled to sit in your office at work knowing that, while you are out in the real world making the money he is now dependent upon, he is at home, naked and awaiting your return that he may massage the strain of the day from your hosed and perspiring feet? Careful to keep any sign of distaste from his face and anxious as he does so that you will not find fault with the chores you had set him that morning and send him to his cage for the night as punishment. This rather than allow him to sleep in relative comfort at the foot of your bed like the useful animal he now is.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





