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            I made a bet with my newlywed submissive wife. I told her that if she could behave herself impeccably for a week, she could wear the trousers for a day. That included being able to dominate me. The bet was almost guaranteed to be impossible to achieve, and yet somehow she did it. It looks like I'm in for a fun night, doesn't it?

If that wasn't bad enough, Kyle has been spotted near our home. It scares me. I can feel the net closing in, and I'm still no closer to unravelling the pieces. We need to figure out what Redcliff wants, and fast.

In order to do this, I'm going to have to talk to my mother-in-law, who still isn't speaking to me. I have no idea what her problem is. She tried to kill me, not the other way around...
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Chapter 1 - Kyle
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"Kidnap her, lure Mark in, then threaten to kill the girl in front of him. That'll get him to sign anything we want him to, just in case he has a prenup." Michael wheezed for a bit after that, and the old boy didn't sound good. I didn't think the bastard had too many years left in him, but I'd said that about five years ago and he was still here.

"Why would I do that?" There was no way I needed an enemy like Matthews breathing down my neck wherever I went, so if I was killing Jennifer, I was killing her husband straight after. I'd play with them first, though. If they were going to die anyway, I could have a little fun with them.

"You're not actually going to kill her, you idiot. If we kill Jen our lives will end rather abruptly." Michael's sarcastic tone was not lost on me. "Actually scrap that; if either Jen's mother or father find us, they'll end our lives very slowly and extremely unpleasantly. We need to kill Mark. He's the key that will get us out of this mess."

"You think you'll be able to control Jen as soon as she inherits all the money?" I was sceptical. Although I didn't doubt dad would make some obscene threats if she didn't toe the line, she had more leverage now - lots and lots of money. With that came very powerful and influential friends.

"We've done it before, so I see no reason why we can't do it again. All it will take is a couple of perfectly placed warnings and she'll give us whatever we want. She doesn't have to know what the money's for. We can share the spoils between us." Dad then began coughing and spluttering, trying to clear his chest, and it wasn't until someone had given him a glass of water that he managed to calm down.

"What is the money for?" Dad already had bags full of the stuff so I couldn't understand what all the fuss was about.

"None of your fucking business. Just do as you're told," he snapped at me, and the tone he used pissed me off. All I did these days was run errands for him, and the rewards of being an obedient son weren't great. It was about time I got something worthwhile out of our arrangement. So if daddy dearest thought I was giving him any of my money, after I'd done all the dirty work, he was much mistaken. Once I had Jen the rest would be easy - just as long as I could get away with it, and that remained to be seen.

"How are you going to make sure no one finds out?" There it was, the most important question I'd asked all morning.

"I have connections. We'll make sure you are out of the country with an ironclad alibi." Nodding to myself, I decided that was a reasonable plan providing it could be pulled off. I'd want details of his "alibi" and my supposed whereabouts, but we'd talk about that later.

"Anything particularly nasty you want me to do with the pair before I get rid of Mark?" Dad always enjoyed a spot of torture. He loved to drag out the moment.

"I thought you'd never ask," came his slow, but brutally cold reply.
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Chapter 2 - Mark
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"I adore being married to you, Mrs Matthews."

A very unladylike snort greeted my remark.

"Well of course you do. You get to tie me up, spank me, and generally drive me absolutely crazy and there's not a thing I can do about it."

She had a point. I currently had her pinned to the wall, and she looked very fetching in the cast iron shackles I'd had made for her.

"Thank goodness you came into my life when you did. I might never have discovered this marriage thing otherwise." I gave her a feral grin as I plucked a vicious rubber flogger off the wall.

"Exactly," she purred, blithely unconcerned by my wicked instrument, or maybe I should say the two wicked instruments that were currently walking towards her. At the moment we were both naked and very comfortable with the fact. "Marriage has been a wonderful walk in the park for you, Mr Matthews. You get your meals cooked, your shirts ironed, and your every instruction obeyed to the letter." She looked deadly serious for a moment, but I caught the light twinkling in her eyes, and it just made me want to whip my wife all the more. Oh, happy days. Naturally I had to have the last word, though.

"You burn food, you set fire to clothes, and you purposely disobey me in nearly anything that matters in order to get your ass tanned. This is probably why I avoided marriage for so long. You have no idea how hard it is to keep you in check." I kept my face straight, but it was a hard-won battle.

"You like your food well done, shirts are extremely overrated, and at least I'm thoughtful enough to give you plenty of reasons to punish me. It would be even harder work if you had to come up with your own, darling." She batted her sultry little eyelashes at me, and the merest hint of a smile appeared at the corner of her lips. I swear she did it on purpose. My wife knew how to press all my buttons without even fucking trying. It was infuriating sometimes.

"You know I want to throw you on the bed right now and fuck you until you're a sobbing, screaming, hot mess?" I thought about for that a moment. "Actually, that's a lie. I want to fuck you every which way there is, every single second of every single damn day until there is no breath left in my body or yours." I ran the flogger gently up her stomach, and the annoying woman grinned down at me.

"You're quite the romantic, Mr Matthews. Too much more of that kind of talk and you'll start freaking me out. Now put your money where your mouth is and whip me until I've forgotten which day of the week it is." She eyed the flogger, as if to encouraging me to do my worst. My wife really was incorrigible.

"Am I freaking you out?" I grinned wolfishly at her but knew better.

"No." Her voice was clipped, and her eyes were still lustfully glued to my whip.

"Could I freak you out?" Yes, I was using delaying tactics to annoy her, and yes it was working.

"I doubt it. Unless you want to re-enrol me back at the ponygirl farm, we're probably good." She then wriggled her hips towards me as far as the restraints would allow and stared lustfully at my cock which was straining for attention. Down boy, down. We have work to do.

"I bet I could freak you out without even having to mention the words sex, kink or BDSM."

Jen wrinkled her nose at me. "This isn't where you confess to me that you're a World of Warcraft geek and that you secretly go by the name of 'Night Elf' is it?"

My eyes narrowed. "You really want to be whipped that badly, huh?" I raised my eyebrow at her, but my mouth twitched in amusement.

"For God's sake whip me already. You've left me on my own for a week while you were swanning around at some conference in Edinburgh, and now you're home you want to talk? We've been talking all week on the telephone," she wailed, "just let loose with that flogger and fuck me before I go crazy."

"Crazy, mad, bad?" That was our code for the intense, dark stuff. I just wanted to make sure that we were on the same page.

"Crazy, mad, bad. Mark, I've been waiting all damn week for this. Don't leave me hanging." Her voice was all breathy and ragged, just how I liked it. Christ, this woman could turn me on with the sound of her voice. Some dominant I was.

"Sorry, darling. I've just got to go grab something. Be back in ten mins." I swirled the flogger up her inner thigh and watched as her leg trembled.

"Mark Matthews, you dare pull that stunt on me and I'll..."

I didn't hear the rest of her sentence because I'd already left the room and swung the door shut. I did catch the resulting scream, however. A smug grin settled on my features at the thought of letting her stew for a while. When would Jennifer learn that she did not wear the trousers in this relationship? It shouldn't be necessary for me to have to demonstrate the obvious nearly every damn day. Honestly, the woman was going to drive me nuts.

––––––––
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I left her hanging for twenty minutes. I knew she'd go berserk, and that was exactly how I wanted her. If there was one thing I particularly enjoyed, it was tormenting my wife, and there were numerous ways to go about it. This time I was going to be particularly evil, but not in the way you're expecting. Oh no, I had another agenda this evening, and though I'd put off talking about it for the past year or so, it was time to bring it up again.

Rifling through Jen's handbag downstairs it took me a while to locate what I was searching for. This was mainly because Jen carried her whole life around with her in that bag, and if she could have fitted the kitchen sink in there, I'm sure she would have. Scrap that, Jen would have gone for a dishwasher.

Inside I found makeup, perfume, a diary, a cell phone, car keys, mints, earrings, a travel coffee cup, a pair of sunglasses, a purse, a book, an iPad, a cereal bar, and I'd barely touched the surface. Everything was placed haphazardly, and there was no rhyme, reason, or order to anything that was in it. How did the woman live like this? Sighing, I emptied the bag on the floor, and by a long process of elimination finally found what I was looking for. I smiled grimly to myself. I was about to create World War III but this was important to me, so I needed to get it off my chest.

––––––––
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When I re-entered the bedroom Jen was ready for me.

"Mark, you're a complete bastard. We've been apart for a week and I'm desperate. You know this because we've been having phone sex for the last five days, and you've refused to let me climax every single time. If I don't have sex soon I'm going to explode, and you made this monster. I just want you inside me. Don't make me wait." She was almost wailing in need, and the sight was nearly my undoing. It would have been so easy to have taken my pants off and slammed into her up against the wall, but I meant to make my point tonight, and if I ended up going to bed with blue balls, that was a risk I was prepared to take.

"How much do you want to bet I can't freak you out?" My voice was dangerously low.

"Are we back to that again? Couldn't you have just said that earlier?" Jen sounded exasperated, as well she might. "I'll bet whatever you want. Now get over here and finish what you started, darling, else I'll start screeching, screaming, and crying - all of which you seem to be allergic to these days."

She was right. Tears don't usually bother me, but for some reason Jen's do. I can still spank her to the point of tears and not suffer too much, but if I know I've upset her until she gets to the point she's sobbing her heart out, I'm a mess. It's annoying, but I guess that's what this being-in-love-thing is all about. Ugh. I'd been bitten by the bug. Concentrate. Let's get back to the situation in hand.

"If I successfully freak you out, you will accompany me to Escape." Jen's face immediately turned frosty, as I knew it would. She had nearly died after our last visit there when someone had tried to poison her. We knew her father was behind the episode, but we still didn't know why. Although I'd made it my life's mission to find out, at the moment I was still none the wiser despite my best efforts on the project.

"I will not." She bit the words out one by one, and her eyes shot daggers at me. I sighed.

"I need to go, as they're honouring me with an award of some sort, and the instructions stipulate that I need to bring a partner. Would you rather I go with someone else?"

"You wouldn't dare," she growled. She was right, I wouldn't. There would be tears and everything.

"Just this one time, sweetheart, and then I'll pull out as one of the partners and pass it along to someone else."

"Can't you just say 'no'?" It was a reasonable question. I could just say no, but it wasn't as simple as that.

"There are a lot of powerful people in my sphere of influence there, and some close friends. I can't insult them by not appearing. Anyway, I haven't freaked you out yet so there's still a chance you might not have to go."

"And do I get a bet in return?" Jen's eyes darkened as she used them to glare at me full force. I almost took a step back under their vicious pull but managed to get a hold of myself.

"Absolutely." It couldn't be this easy, could it? I held my breath and waited for what would come next. The glare suddenly disappeared from my wife's face, and a cunning little smile replaced it. Uh-oh.

"I get to dominate you for an evening. Just one evening, darling. Shouldn't be anything to worry about. You're a big boy, right?"

My jaw suddenly locked itself in place, and it was my turn to scowl. "You're not playing very fair, darling." I picked up the flogger again and began caressing its rubber tails.

"Neither are you." That was a fair comment. Now how did I wriggle myself out of this one, while still getting what I wanted? Decisions, decisions.

"OK, but I have a condition for your bet. You have to behave yourself impeccably for a week as my submissive, without putting a foot wrong, and then you can have your night. If that's acceptable, we have a deal." There was no way Jennifer would be able to behave herself for a whole week, so I would never have to worry about upholding my side of the bargain, thank God.

"Why does there have to be a condition?" Jen was obviously going for the hard sell here, but I was having none of it.

"You get a condition on mine, too. If you don't freak out at what I'm about to do next you don't have to go." I held my empty palms up on either side of my body, to indicate our deal was a good one.

"Will you be using pain to freak me out?" Jen's eyes narrowed as well they might. I was fond of dishing out pain, but as it happened I wouldn't need to touch her for what I was about to do next.

"Nope. I'll be doing that later though, and you're going to love it." I grinned wickedly and tickled her left breast with the end of my flogger, watching as she danced and wriggled underneath its teasing trails.

"Fine. We have a deal. You do your worst." She then looked at me expectantly and waited.

Slowly I pulled out the thing I had stolen from her handbag. Jen immediately rolled her eyes, but to her credit she didn't go berserk on me, which was what she'd done last year when I'd brought up the subject.

"Are we really going to go through this again?" She gave me a look that should have been accompanied by a great big sigh and her hands on her hips. She then sighed, as if to prove me right, but her hands weren't going anywhere at the moment. I smiled smugly.

"No, we aren't going through this again. This year I am going to be crazy, mad, bad and flush all of these beasties down the toilet. As today is Friday you'll either have to go without sex for at least three days or risk giving me what I want. Either way, it will be hugely entertaining." My smile was big and wide, and yes, I know I'm a complete bastard. I'm also not above resorting to dirty tricks to get what I want.

"You wouldn't." Her horrified look spoke volumes.

"I absolutely would." I waggled the packet of birth control pills at her one more time, to let her know I was serious, and then began popping them out, one by one, into my hand.

"Mark Matthews, I am far too young to have babies. We've only been together for just over a year, and we've only known each other for about eighteen months. It's too soon."

"I'm getting old. It's not too soon. Besides which, one hundred years ago women were probably on their third or fourth baby by your age." I nodded my head encouragingly. She hadn't freaked out yet. "It's far better to have them while you're young. The medical profession also agrees with me." I winked at her.

"Mark Matthews, we were born in the twentieth century, where life expectancy is much greater than it was one hundred years ago, and the medical profession might be right, but I'm not ready to have babies just yet. Can't we wait a year?" There was a wailing note behind Jen's voice, so I was heading in the right direction. My visit to Escape was in the bag.

"That's what you said last year."

"But I want to travel the world." Jen was rattling her fists quite animatedly against her cuffs now, as she made her point clear, but I was ready for her.

"You can still travel the world - with our children in tow." I slid my hand under her sex and let her feel the warm heat of my hand, as our argument got firmly underway. I was all for distracting her if that meant I would get what I wanted.

"We need some alone time together," she moaned.

"We'll still get alone time because I'll hire a nanny." My stance remained firm.

"It won't matter because neither of us will have any sleep. Babies keep you awake all night." Jen had obviously done some reading on the subject. No matter.

"Only for the first few months, and if you're awake all night, and I'm awake all night, just think how much fun that will be." I slipped my index finger inside her pussy and watched her squirm. I was so hard right now I could have punched holes in steel.

"That's not how it will work, dear husband, and you're not the one who has to give birth." Jen looked at me meaningfully. "Things might never be the same again after a baby has come through there." Her eyes were staring down at my hand, the one that was now pulsing back and forth.

"That's what surgeons are for. They'll make sure it's all in good order when you're finished, sweetheart. I'll give them an excellent bonus to guarantee the fact, don't you worry." I nodded encouragingly.

"Ugh. You cannot be serious!" She then clicked her fingers as she came up with yet another argument. "There will be competition for my boobs. Have you thought about that?" Jen really was going to pull out all the stops in this conversation. I sighed.

"We can share. I'll have one, and they can have one. That way everyone stays happy." I began rubbing her clit and smiled wickedly when she whimpered.

"What happens if I have twins?" She only just managed to get her sentence out without stuttering, so I was definitely on the right track.

"They'll just have to take turns, darling." We have a thing about queuing for stuff in England, so I didn't see why it should be a problem. Best to get used to the general order of things sooner rather than later.

"They'll cry, they'll be sick, and they'll poop all over the place."

"I don't see how that's an argument. That's your domain. I'll do bedtime stories and walks in the park."

"Oh no you won't. It's an equal opportunities thing if we're having babies. You get to change diapers, too."

"Done. Now can we stop arguing and get to the fun part?" Jen was whimpering now, and if I wasn't much mistaken she was already close to climaxing. How good was I?

"There is no way..."

I immediately stopped what I was doing, knowing she was close and waved the packet of birth pills in my right hand as I walked from the room.

"You get back here right this instant!" she screamed.

"Now going to flush these monsters down the toilet. I'll be back in two minutes."

"You dare!" she screeched. It was official, my wife was freaking out.

"I dare." There were all sorts of screaming and hysterics as I left the room, but I didn't let it concern me. She'd calm down eventually. An orgasm or ten might help mellow her out a bit. That's why I'd made sure she was tied up before I began the discussion. She'd see things my way before long. I was sure of it.

It took mere seconds to flush all the pills down the toilet, but I gave Jen five minutes to calm down, just to be safe. Thankfully she wouldn't be able to throw anything at me unless she got out of those cuffs, and I'd made damn sure she wouldn't when I fastened them.

––––––––
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When I re-entered the room. I held up the empty packet in victory and said, "You're coming with me to Escape. You freaked."

Her look was mutinous. "You cheated, and when you get me down from here I am going to sever both of your testicles in..." I thought it best to interrupt.

"Then I am never going to let you down. I'll leave you tied up forever and make love to you ten times a day, every day until you relent." I kept a straight face and wondered what she'd say to that. A few seconds went by while she continued to glare at me, and then I added, "Twenty times a day then. Starting from today. I am giving you twenty orgasms before I will allow you any sleep tonight. Does that sound like fun or not?" There was the slightest twitch to her mouth, and I knew I had her.

"Mr Matthews, if you think you're getting off the hook that easily you're much mistaken."

"I can tell you you're not getting off yours until I unbolt at least four padlocks," I said with a sly look. She shook her head and rolled her eyes, but she was grinning.

"You are not out of the woods yet. What am I going to do if I can't have sex with you for the next three days? Do we have condoms? Please tell me we have condoms."

"You're going to think about having babies - so many babies that we don't have enough rooms for them all." I was really pushing my luck here, but in for a penny and all that.

"You have at least ten bedrooms in this house!" she squawked, while her eyes tried to disengage themselves from their sockets.

"So?"

"You can't rush me on this, Mark. When I'm ready I'll let you know."

"In that case I'll let you know when I have some condoms handy."

She screamed, and then I got the whip out, and she screamed a lot more.

By the time I'd finished with her that evening she'd said an awful lot of naughty words, but the majority of them were while she was busy climaxing under my fingers. I was pretty confident she'd forgiven me, but I was going to uncuff her one hand at a time, just to make sure.
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Chapter 3 - Jennifer
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When I woke up on Saturday morning Mark was still snoring softly beside me. Slowly stretching my limbs out under the covers, careful not to wake him, I smiled to myself. Today I had a challenge. Obey my husband to the letter for the next seven days, and I'd get a chance to be on top for a change. I wasn't going to remind him about that until this afternoon, though. This morning I was going to have a little fun with him.

Now don't think for a minute that I don't adore being underneath my very talented husband. I am a submissive at heart, and ninety-nine percent of the time I'm very happy for him to wear the trousers. The trouble is, every now and again I have an itch that needs to be scratched. After being helpless underneath my father for so long, I wouldn't mind being in control every now and again. Not to the extent of those vicious ladies who whipped him silly, though. The thought of tearing someone's back to ribbons horrifies me, and if I ever lay eyes on that woman, Sophia, I'm going to give her a piece of my mind. Mark might have asked for it, but she should have known better. My husband was crippled with guilt. If he was already on his knees I see no reason why she had to grind him into the dust.

Frowning at the thought I slipped out of bed quietly. At least she hadn't killed him. I had my own mother to thank for that near miss. It had taken a good six months for me to forgive her for that, and even now we were still on shaky ground. We'd danced around each other carefully the few times we'd met up, and she gave Mark unpleasant glares whenever she thought he was ordering me around. This made him very nervous, so it was almost worth patching things up with her. But there was no chance of that just yet. I didn't understand her world, and I didn't want to. Until I had a reason to do so I would remain polite but distant. Hopefully we would have no more near-death experiences that way.

Approaching the Velvet Room, which had now become my walk-in-wardrobe, I wondered what I should wear to please my husband this morning. Mark had showered me with more clothes than Kim Kardashian, although most of them couldn't be worn in public. Seriously, I had more lingerie than the local Victoria Secrets store, and I'm not joking. Every time Mark went away he would always come back bearing gifts, and unfortunately the man went away lots. Often it was only for a day or two, so I can't really complain, but in the first year of your relationship all you really want to do is to spend time with each other. This week had been particularly hard, but thankfully he was working from home for the next few days, and I had him all to myself - hurrah!

Searching through my closet I flicked through coat hangers filled with Versace, Guerlain, Dolce and Gabbana, Alexander McQueen, Anna Sui and more. This morning nothing took my fancy. Hmm. How about just stockings and a basque? I was pretty sure it would grab his attention. Picking up a black La Perla basque that revealed more than it covered with all its mesh cut-outs, I then trailed lace-topped stockings up my legs before encasing my feet in four-inch stilettos. I'd had a year to get used to walking in these ridiculous shoes, and I was now getting rather good at it. All it took was a bit of practice. Attaching the matching suspender belt carefully, I surveyed myself in the mirror and nodded. Two could play at the birth control game. If he wanted to leave me unable to have sex all weekend long I didn't see why he shouldn't suffer at the same time.

Then I sat at my desk and carefully applied some makeup; nothing too bright, just a little peach colour for my cheeks and a pink tint for my lips. I was going for the barely-there look. After that all I had to do was pin my hair on top of my head, and I was ready to cook. If I could cook - which I can't.

Anyway, I went downstairs to the ginormous kitchen at Fountaine Bleu and wondered what sort of fare I could serve up for breakfast that wouldn't involve me setting off any smoke alarms. This was a dilemma, but it wasn't an insurmountable problem. I could do this. I could be a Stepford Wife and shock the hell out of my husband at the same time. Opening the fridge door I stared at the contents inside it for a good minute or two, before admitting defeat. What the hell did I do with any of these ingredients? Closing the door and leaning my back against it I took a deep breath and tried to figure out another way to solve the problem. A bowl of cereal, perhaps? I could pour milk into a bowl, and I'm sure there were some cornflakes around here somewhere. Looking around the kitchen, which featured at least fifty cupboards, I nearly panicked, but then gave myself a stern talking to. When all else failed it was time to turn to Google.

Half an hour later I had made my very first omelette. Although I had no clue how to work an oven there was a whole section on microwave meals, and I knew how to operate one of those. Whenever my coffee goes cold I usually give it a thirty-second burst in there, so we were old friends. Turns out you can crack a few eggs into a bowl, add some cheese, mushrooms and bacon, whip it all together and pop it in the microwave for two minutes. Voila. You have yourself an omelette. Pop a little salt and pepper over that beauty, and you're good to go.

I'd just managed to grab a knife and fork and pop it on a plate when Mark's head appeared around the door. He'd just wrapped a robe around himself, and he looked edible. This was what I wanted for breakfast. Food was wholly overrated.

"Morning, darling." He rubbed his eyes sleepily, and then when he'd fully taken stock of the situation, said, "Holy fuck." The man then advanced towards me as if I was breakfast, and I wasn't having any of that. No way. If he wanted to fight dirty I was slinging the first round of mud.

"No, no, no, darling. Sit." I indicated the chair before him and pointed down towards my creation. Hopefully it was edible. I hadn't tested the theory.

He looked back at me, crestfallen, and then spotted the plate in front of him. "Holy fuck." He sat down heavily on the leather chair and blinked some more, but this time at the plate.

"You just said that." I nudged the knife and fork towards him, as if in encouragement.

"I know, and I'm not quite sure what has impressed me more." I gave him a dry look and then turned around and wiggled my naked ass in his direction.

"Why don't you think about it for a bit?" I suggested sweetly.

"I already have. I think we should just go straight back upstairs to bed." Mark's hand reached out to touch my ass, but I slapped it away.

"Eat your omelette. It's my first, and I made it especially for you."

"It actually looks edible." Mark looked at me with worried eyes but reached for his knife and fork. He gingerly lifted the underside of my creation and after inspecting it back and forth, turned towards me. "It isn't burnt." The complete shock and awe in his expression should have been insulting, but I knew first hand how bad my cooking skills were.

"No. It isn't. Eat up," I encouraged him.

"You aren't trying to poison me, are you?" My affronted look told him all he needed to know on that score. No one was poisoning anyone around these parts ever again. "Okay, okay, I'm sorry." He cut off a tiny sliver and popped it in his mouth. He then smiled. "This is actually not bad."

Charming. The man knew how to impress a woman. I tapped my foot against the floor as if reminding him I was still in the room.

"Sorry, darling. Thank you for going to all this trouble. I'm really impressed. It's a very lovely, albeit somewhat crunchy omelette." When I gave him a dark look he backtracked. "Very edible, though. Yum, yum, yum." To emphasise his point he began digging into his meal with gusto.

"Excellent. I knew you'd see it my way," I said, before proceeding to drop to my knees and shuffle towards him. There was plenty of room for me to dive under the dining room table, and as he was still in his robe I made short work of unfastening the tie.

"May I have my breakfast, Sir?" I purred, as his cock rose eagerly to greet me.

Mark coughed. "It isn't my birthday, is it? I'm pretty sure it isn't, but I just need to check."

I ran my tongue up the length of his cock, greedily, and a utensil clattered heavily against his plate.

"No, darling. It's not your birthday."

"In that case, have I been secretly transported to a parallel dimension or kidnapped by aliens?"

"Very funny. Do you want to chat or have me suck your cock?" Honestly, there was no pleasing some people.

"I suddenly don't have anything to talk about," he said, and then went very quiet.

Rolling my eyes from my hiding place under the table, I put the tip of his cock in my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. He tasted divine.

"I know you're rolling your eyes under there, which is another fifty spanks, Jennifer." My mouth opened in wry amusement as he shifted his legs wider apart to let me get closer to him.

"Do you want me to stop?" I said impishly, pulling away from him.

"Fuck no. I take that back. In fact, I'll remove five hundred spanks from your tally if you do a tolerable job."

Tolerable? Hmph. "Don't push your luck, darling. I accept the offer though." My mouth went back to what it was doing. Five hundred spanks off my tally of over twenty thousand wasn't really going to reduce it by anything meaningful, but I'd take what I could get.

Spending the next twenty minutes tormenting my husband was extremely enjoyable. At the start the poor man tried to continue eating his breakfast, but I was having none of that. After a minute or two of deep throating he promptly choked on his last mouthful, and I heard him lay down his cutlery in defeat. If I had been able to I would have crowed in delight. While life at Albrecht might have been monstrous, there were certain skills I'd learnt there that were invaluable. Wrapping my husband around my little finger with a few carefully placed strokes of my mouth was one of them. When he began making little noises of pleasure I knew I was nearly there. Now, it was my turn to be evil.

Stopping just before he reached the point of no return I let him go with a loud, sucking pop, and crawled out from under the other side of the table. Using a finger to tidy up the stray lines of saliva from around my mouth, I gave him a wink.

"Darling, I'd love to finish what I've started, but as you've tipped all of my birth control pills down the toilet I think we'd better play it safe for the next two days. A baby isn't just for Christmas darling. It's for life, and you need to do some research on the subject. When I'm happy that you're adequately aware of what you're going to take on, then we'll talk again. Until then, I've highlighted some prenatal classes you might want to attend and popped you an email with some reading resources. Enjoy the rest of your breakfast, darling."

Mark was already standing up as I flew from the room. There was a wickedly evil glint in his eye, which told me that if he caught me I was going to pay heavily for my sins. I figured I had a fifty/fifty chance of outrunning him and making it to a lockable bathroom, but now he was back to full fitness it would be a lot harder than it had been previously. Someone needed to stab him again - and no, I was not serious. I didn't want to go through anything like that ever again. It was a very dark time in our lives, and I'm quite frankly amazed that we both managed to come out the other side mostly unscathed.

Running up the stairs two at a time, as if my feet had rocket boosters attached to them, I managed to get to the top before Mark. He was only three-quarters of the way up, and I stood a fighting chance of making it to the bathroom. It was near the end of the corridor, so concentrating on pelting my way along the bleached wood floorboards I set my sights on the door handle. I had no idea what I would do when I'd locked myself inside there, and I'd have to come out eventually, but I'd think about that later. For now, I just wanted a little taste of victory.

Just as the handle came into view and I thought I'd nailed it there was an almighty roar behind me, and my world tilted sideways for a moment before I landed on top of my husband with a rather hard thud. It took my breath away for a minute, but when I'd recovered I did my best to pull away and continue my journey, only to discover that the man had hold of my wrist in a deadlock. Before he got a chance to say anything I said, "You started this." Rolling over to face him I scowled. "If you hadn't thrown my pills down the drain we could be happily bouncing up and down on each other right now."

Mark sighed. "I thought you were supposed to be behaving yourself in order to win your bet?"

"That hasn't started yet. I'm allowed a little revenge time after last night." I pouted.

"Says who?" He raised his infamous eyebrow, but a year under Mark's roof had taught me how to argue if nothing else.

"Says me. My bet doesn't start until this evening, else I'm not going to Escape with you. If you can cheat, I can cheat."

"Hmmm. So you want to play dirty, Mrs Matthews?"

There was a familiar twinkle in my husband's eye, and I knew I was going to regret this, but I said it anyway.

"Yes. I want to play dirty."

"Fine. You get a thirty-second head start to reach safety, but if I catch you, Mrs Matthews, you are going to be tied up and gagged for the rest of the day."

"Make it a minute, and we have a deal." I smiled with unconcealed glee. That would give me enough time to get a book and a glass before I imprisoned myself in the bathroom. Result.

"I think thirty seconds is more than enough time." Mark gave me one of his condescending looks, but I was having none of it.

"Take it or leave it, darling. I really don't want to go to Escape, so it's not a problem."

"You drive a hard bargain, Mrs Matthews." He eyed me up and down, as if loathe to let me go, but he finally released my wrists. "Fine. You get a minute and not one more second. Time starts now."

"Ooh, you..." I didn't bother finishing the rest of my sentence because I was already fighting to get on my feet and run as fast as I could to get away from the bastard. He was not catching me this side of seven pm. The bet was on.
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Chapter 4 - Mark
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My bloody wife was a pain in the ass. Now I know that thousands of men have probably said the same words before me, and it's a bit clichéd, but believe me, my wife was more trouble than most. The woman always wanted her own way, she never did as she was told, and she went out of her way to infuriate me on a regular basis. I was going to need a flipping manual to keep this one in check, and considering I'd been spanking women for years and years, you'd have thought I'd have nailed this discipline thing down by now. The trouble was, I couldn't upset her. I swear I felt as bad as she did if I reduced her to tears with anything other than pain. It probably just needed an adjustment period while I coped with this living together under one roof thing. I was positive I'd figure it out - eventually.

Giving Jen far more than the sixty seconds she deserved, I listened as she sprinted towards our bedroom, probably to grab her smutty book by the bedside table and a glass of water. Then, as I suspected, she made a dash for the bathroom. This was a sensible bet, as there was a lock on the door. It wasn't going to save her from me, however, which was why I was in no rush to follow. It wouldn't do her any harm to have a bit of "me" time, anyway. I was shortly going to be pushing her body to the limit, so Jen might as well get comfortable for the time being.

Heading into our bedroom, I grabbed a change of clothes and then got into the shower. After that I went downstairs, marvelling that nearly all the stiffness in my leg had finally disappeared. It had taken a while to recover from last year's stabbing, but my darling wife and several microwaved meals had just about seen me through the dark days. But it annoyed me that Khalil was no closer to finding Redcliff's whereabouts. Wherever that man was hiding it was very far away, and I hoped to hell he stayed there. If I ever set eyes on him again, I wouldn't be responsible for my actions. There was no punishment in the world severe enough to deal with that vile bastard. Well, none that I could think of, anyway.

Heading outside, my thoughts returned to the matter at hand. Now, what would I need to get Jennifer out of that damn bathroom? Strangely, I had Leyland to thank for the answer to my little problem. He'd recounted his story of how he'd "interrogated" Marianna, over a couple of glasses of whisky, and the man had kept me royally entertained for just over an hour. Leyland also said he should have charged me for the episode, which sent me into a fit of hysterics, and I nearly laughed so hard I cried. Of course, I told him I'd given him his Christmas present for this year and that he shouldn't expect another anytime soon. Leyland took it well, considering. I nearly went ballistic when he told me he let Marianna go with barely a scratch to her name, but that was before I'd heard the whole sorry tale. Now I knew why she'd done my father's bidding I felt absurdly guilty. Was I that much of a monster she hadn't dared approach me? The answer to that question was indeed that I was, and I deserved to feel guilty. I told Leyland I'd take care of Marianna and her little girl, but he informed me that he'd already paid all of their medical bills and that my assistance wouldn't be required. It was my turn to laugh again. Surely the pharmaceutical giant and general oddball, Leyland Forbes, hadn't gone and fallen for someone? By the furious look he gave me it was rather obvious he had. Considering my own sticky situation as of late, I decided I wouldn't rub it in. Much.

Anyway, to cut a long story short, he'd told me about how he'd got Marianna out of the bathroom with minimal effort on his part, and I'd stored that little detail away for future use. I hadn't expected to be using it quite so soon, but this would certainly put my wife in her place. It's time she knew there was no place on earth she could hide where I wouldn't find her eventually. Yes, I absolutely adore her - in case you were wondering - and haven't turned into a rogue stalker. At least, I don't think I have.

Grabbing a screwdriver, and a magnetic wristband so I could keep the screws safe until I wanted to put the lock back on later, I returned to the house, ready to wage war on my abominably behaved submissive wife. It was high time to show her who called the shots around here. Now I just had to plot some deplorable kind of torment, to make sure she behaved herself impeccably around me in future. It had never worked before, but there was always a first time, right?

"I know you're out there."

She might, but she didn't know what I was doing because I was being exceptionally careful to be as quiet as I could. Sitting still for a second, until she decided her ears were playing tricks on her, the screwdriver was back in action, tackling the third of four screws. My objective had nearly been accomplished, and I was feeling rather pleased with myself. If only everything in life was so easy.

When the final screw came out I wriggled the lock casing about with as much force as I could muster and tore it out of the doorframe. It was probably overkill, but it did the trick and my wife's shocked expression, as she sat in the bath reading her book, was priceless. Her face crumpled like a deflated balloon.

"How did you...?"

"No time for questions. Get your ass out of that bath and into the naughty room before I really lose my temper." My stern expression was in place, so she'd know I meant business.

She bit her lip, gave a little worried sigh, and grabbed a bath towel.

"No time for that," I said as I yanked the towel away, pushed her forward and spanked her ass. "Get moving."

She didn't need to be told twice.

––––––––
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Less than half an hour later Jennifer Matthews knew she was in trouble. She was in the bare concrete hole that I now referred to as the "naughty room", and I'd tied her ankles and wrists to the whipping post. Then I found a ball gag harness, featuring three straps that came across the face in a triangle shape, and I buckled it tightly behind her head. There was a point to be made today, and I intended to make it in style.

"Darling, I have a feeling I've been far too lax with you lately, and if you're accompanying me to Escape we need a refresher on what type of behaviour is acceptable."

The look she gave me was pure venom, as to be expected, but that turned me on, and she knew it. Wriggling about in her restraints also made my cock jump to attention, and I'd have to unfasten my jeans soon if she didn't stop bouncing around.

Gripping her chin tightly, to focus her attention, I stared straight through her with my darkest expression; one that would generally put the fear of God into any submissive. Any submissive bar Jennifer, that was.

"Your punishment, for the deplorable behaviour I witnessed earlier, is to be my pet for the next two days. That will mean lots of crawling, no talking, and you get to sleep on the floor." Letting that sink in, I wondered how she would take the news. Hopefully she wouldn't cry. If she cried I'd back down. Don't cry, don't cry. This would probably remind her of Albrecht, and I should have considered that before I made my threat. The trouble was she made me so mad I couldn't think straight sometimes. Honestly, what kind of Dom could deal with the trials and tribulations of marriage? Taking a deep breath I then said, "Do you understand?" I also crossed my fingers behind my back.

There was a distinct pause before her eyes closed and I braced myself for the worst. The fall out from this was probably going to haunt me for a week or two, so I prepared myself. Then the strangest thing happened. She dipped her eyes towards the floor and nodded. What the fuck!? Was she agreeing to this?

"Look at me." I needed to see the expression in her eyes. If she was upset I'd get her out of the restraints, take her into the bedroom and smother her with love and affection until I made her see sense. Hopefully she wouldn't be able to dismember any vital body parts before I got a chance to apologise.

When her head began moving slowly upwards, I searched around desperately for any indication that she was upset. So far there were no tears, no hiccups, and no snorts or sniffs, so I figured she would probably be angry with me. As her eyes finally connected with mine, though, they told me something different entirely. Her irises glowed with fire, and not the I'm-going-to-thump-you-kind. Jen was aroused at the thought of being my pet, and quite considerably so. I could smell the scent of her sex from where I was standing, so I knew she was wet, and when she drew a ragged breath slowly into her mouth, I realised that my earlier assumption had been incorrect. Women were truly odd creatures.

"Do you understand and accept your punishment?" As I still hadn't managed to get a response I asked the question again. She nodded demurely, with her eyes trained on the floor once more. She'd gone from panther to pussycat in less than sixty seconds, and the transformation was quite incredible. I wondered how long this could last. "Good. Just so we're clear if you want to dominate me as per our discussion last night, your time starts now. You will be a model submissive obeying my every command for the next seven days, or you will lose your bet. Do you accept those terms?" She wasn't getting other terms so she had two choices.

Unbelievably, she nodded again. Well, well, well. The challenge was on. I had seven days in which to make my errant wife misbehave. This was going to be the easiest bet I'd ever won. Nearly rubbing my hands together in glee at the thought of what I could do with her, my mind exploded with naughty possibilities. There was no question that Jen would wave the white flag at some point during the next few days, but I thought it might be nice to have a little fun with her for the time being. The thought of a meek-mannered pussycat crawling around the room servicing my every whim made me almost uncomfortably hot, and the peace and quiet of having her gagged was an added bonus. If I kept her tied up most of the time I'd barely even have to keep tabs on her. Oh, happy days.

"Okay then, my little kittykat, you have yourself a deal." One she was obviously going to lose because there was no way in hell I was letting my wife dominate me. That wasn't my problem though.

"So, before I find you a cute little outfit and get you kitted out, I definitely think some stripes are in order for your earlier display of disobedience. Strolling to the wall where I now hung all of my impact play toys, I let my fingertips linger on each one for a few seconds as I carefully considered what to do with my captive.

"Hmm, shall we start with the paddle?" I mused out loud. "No, that would be far too tame. I think we'll need something you'll remember for the next few days." My fingers moved to the next toy. "Perhaps the crop, as its sting is a little sharper." Although it sounded like a question, it wasn't. All I was doing was working my little submissive up to the point where she'd be creaming her panties off - if she were wearing any. At the moment Jen's eyes were glued to the wall, and I could see the rise and fall of her delectable breasts as she tried to control her mounting excitement. It was no secret that my wife liked a little pain. Although I'd taken it easy on her since the poisoning incident, I figured we'd waited long enough. It was about time to take it to the next level and see if she'd sink or swim.

"Actually, no, I think the crop is a little too tame for my liking this afternoon. How about we try something a little more challenging?" My voice was soft, but she heard me as my fingers continued to move along the line until I reached a leather, single-tailed whip. "Ah yes, a whip. There is nothing quite like the sting of being whipped properly, don't you agree, kittykat?"

Jen was almost hyperventilating with excitement now, and her eyes were glued on the whip that I was now freeing from the wall. I'd wondered for weeks if she'd be ready for this type of pain, but it was obvious she was. It appeared I'd been tiptoeing around my wife for far too long. I should have done this months ago.

When I got the whip down from the wall I walked behind her, trailing my fingertips across the top of her right shoulder blade. Her head followed me, watching, waiting, and listening for the first stroke. Frowning, I walked out of the room. She was not going to be keeping her beady eyes on my every movement. I wanted her unaware of where the next stroke was coming from, or what I was about to do next. Jen was going to anticipate each stroke, and she would need to rely on her other senses to make up for her lack of eyesight.

Grabbing a two-inch leather collar from my toy box, featuring a large stainless steel D-ring, I smiled wickedly to myself. Now all I would need was some black rope. Perfect.

When I walked back into the room Jen's head swivelled around to glare at me. My wife was an impatient little thing, but she'd just have to learn that I had my own timescale for our scenes. There was no rushing me.

Smiling at her and waving the new additions I'd brought in the air, her eyes zeroed in on them, looking this way and that as she tried to figure out what I was about to do. Putting her out of misery I came to stand in front of her, holding the collar up at eye-level.

"This is so you don't keep waving your head about everywhere, darling." Squeezing her cheek affectionately and ignoring the frosty look that was directed my way, I fastened it quickly behind her neck. I then held up the rope. "And this is so you can't look behind you."

Her look turned to one of confusion, but she'd understand soon enough. Attaching one end of the rope to the D-ring, and the other to an eye bolt in the floor in front of her, with just enough tension to keep her in place, I was satisfied that she was going nowhere fast. Her eyes were now trained upon the floor, and that was where they would stay unless I chose otherwise.

"Ready for my whip, darling?" A finger underneath her chin forced her to look at me, and though there was some of the fire I was expecting, there was a whole lot of heat too. Giving me a single nod of her head and a bucket load of sparks with her eyes, she assured me the challenge was on, and I could do my worst.

Nearly rubbing my hands together in glee, I happily obliged.
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Chapter 5 - Jennifer
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Watching my whip-wielding husband as he began to lay down the law nearly made me climax then and there. I probably shouldn't admit this, but being gagged and torn down a strip turns me on in the worst way, and when he began to lay out the details of my punishment - well, let's just say my adrenaline levels went through the roof.

Since the poisoning incident Mark had been very careful around me, and while he'd delivered the odd spanking and flogging here and there, he'd also wrapped me in cotton wool. I've wanted to bring up the subject that I'm not breakable several times in the last few months, but I'm also aware he's still recovering from his stab wound, and I didn't want to rush him. It was a serious injury, and it took its toll for a while. In the last few weeks he seemed as if he was almost back to his old self, and I was hoping I'd get to see some heat soon. But it's kind of difficult to broach the fact that you want your husband to be evil every now and again. How did you bring that up in conversation? Thankfully it looked like I wouldn't have to. The expression on his face right now told me that I had a long afternoon ahead of me, and at the end of it my ass was destined to be bright red. I can't begin to describe the kind of exhilaration currently bubbling its way through my body, but it was incredibly intense. Even better was the knowledge that my husband felt certain I would lose our bet. While I loved the man to bits he was a smug, arrogant, and conceited bastard at times. If I had to go with him to Escape I was getting my end of the bargain. He would be mine for at least an evening, and boy, was I going to have some fun with him. The next seven days were probably going to test me to the limit, but I was ready for it. Bring it on, sweetheart.
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