
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​HOUSES OF SERVITUDE


[image: ]




​

Books of Female-Led Authority



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


BOOK-SEVEN


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


CONTAINS

“Husband in Name Only”

Rebecca Sharp

“Caged & Tamed”

Bronwen Franks

“An Evil Awakening”

Estelle Marchant



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved



[image: ]




No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without prior written permission from the publisher

© 2025

The right of Bronwen Franks – Estelle Marchant - Rebecca Sharp to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with section 77 of the copyright, designs and patents act 1988. This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


“Caged & Tamed”


[image: ]




By

Bronwen Franks

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue - The Present


[image: ]




Of all the positions in which she liked to fuck, and with any man, this was the most enjoyable.

In her bedroom, in her bed, in her home, with her husband.

Though it was a shame that needs required it be only a once yearly thing.

A naked husband with his hands flat to the mattress and his buttocks atop them as she straddled him, naked except for her 80-Denier opaque stockings in the most stygian black; the sound of her hose rasping against his bare legs as she rode him adding a soundtrack to her excitement that complemented perfectly the whimpers signifying his own excitement she could hear coming from the man who had shared her life these past seventeen-years.

A man who was well aware that she did not enjoy hearing too much noise from him when she was in the process of allowing his cock its once a year entry into the pussy that had once been his to take at will.

Call it a birthday treat.

And a man who, earlier that evening, had not only prepared three friends and fellow teachers a delicious Italian meal, but had actually served it and danced attendance upon them the whole evening while taking in the teasing of the three women good-naturedly while remaining ultra-deferential to his demanding wife.

But then, why wouldn’t he?

He was her househusband, after all.

And a whole lot less when it was just the two of them and they were away from public scrutiny.

Her lip curled with the pure and malicious pleasure that came from having wrested total control from a man who had, nonetheless, and while not a monster or too controlling, taken a patronising and superior attitude towards her from day one of their courtship and subsequent marriage.

An attitude that was now history and would never be allowed to resurface again.

The pure delight she took from his service to her ensuring that fact. 

By the dim light of a bedroom-lamp, she could see him staring up at her and marvelled at the change she had wrought in those eyes. Where once there had been a kind of settled and by-the-numbers love beamed back at her; a love that gave no surprises and expected none in return; now there was something quite different.

And more than just one something.

What she saw in those eyes now was everything her late-aunt had told her could be hers - if she would only realise what kind of man she had married and got past those handsome looks to make best use of his real... potential.

The “if only”, of course, not being the walk-in-the-park her aunt’s no-nonsense tone had made it out to be and, weakness or not on her husband’s part, it had taken an act of courage on her part; along with her growing dissatisfaction with their bland and childless home-life and, more crucially, her aunt’s legacy, that had finally forced her to act.

That she now had him beaten and broken to her will – and the journey to which she had committed them in order to get him to such a stage - was enough to send her over the edge on its own, but the fact he looked up at her with such adoring and needy eyes as she took the plunge, despite her treatment of him, only served to take her arousal into nebulas and galaxies unimagined by the vanilla housewife she herself had once been.

Was she cruel?

Yes, and no. The man who had once been her equal, maybe even considered himself her superior, would now be lost without her loving control. Surely, to let him go would make her cruel, and that, she knew would never happen!

Was she a pervert?

Definitely – even if it hadn’t always been the case before the intervention of a loving aunt who was, at the least, as deviant as her niece.

Was she evil?

Perhaps – though she was, understandably given the pleasure her current position of authority provided, more than willing to leave that assessment to a higher authority.

As her position astride the man who had once asserted equal rights as a partner allowed her to reach down and stimulate her clit with greedy fingers, this as she increased the pace with which she rose and fell upon her husband’s crow-bar hard cock, she again gave thanks to the aunt who had set things in motion and brought her existence to real life.

As she went over the edge for the first of what would be a number of orgasms from her rise and fall upon her husband’s well-trained penis, her aunt was at least on a par with her euphoria in thoughts that were as grateful as they were deviant for the series of eye-opening talks, and the bequest that had followed, that had allowed her to become the woman she now was.

The same woman now so confident in her ownership of him she felt entirely safe in the surprise gift she intended to offer him after she had done him the honour of allowing his cock from its cage in order that she might ride it...  
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“I want to take complete control of your life for... well... a short period at least,” she told him one night after dinner in the home they had only moved into barely two months before, left to her by the aunt who had been her sole remaining relative.

Tara Bendix recalled her last conversation with an aunt she had grown close to in the last years since her own parents passed. She had married well and was left comfortable when her stockbroker husband had passed. Now it was her niece who was the recipient of her late-husband’s sound financial sense.

Plus, an ageing aunt’s advice in regard of her marriage that probably explained why her father always regarded his only sister-in-law as... well... odd.

A preoccupied, and slightly irritated to find himself interrupted, David Bendix took his gaze from the Champion’s League football match he had been so absorbed in and gave her a look that wavered between befuddlement, annoyance, and the sense of not having got the punchline of a joke. He was a middle-manager with Her Majesty’s Revenue and Tax service, having joined them from college, and had taken to the financial freedom provided by her aunt’s legacy like a duck to water. So much so, in fact, that the very first thing he did when the money and the house was in their hands was to terminate his own employment of the past twenty years and leave. Though not before tearing the superior he detested to verbal shreds before he did so and, in the process, sabotaging any prospect he might ever have of returning should the need arise.

An out-of-character piece of rashness that was about to bite him on the arse; the civil-service not being known for welcoming back abusive employees.

He had, metaphorically for sure, fucked himself.

Big time.

Both at 39, they still made an attractive couple; Tara with a womanly and hourglass figure with the sands perfectly dispersed, silky black hair, creamy skin, and a face bordering on the plain that was rescued by a pair of full and succulent lips that seemed forever in a sexy pout. Like her handsome if unadventurous husband, she could have been taken for late-twenties rather than thirties and did not suffer for lack of male attention. Though, to this point, that attention had been only of the look-see variety.

Something, if she were to truly take her aunt’s advice, that would be changing very soon – and to her advantage...

“I’ll be gone soon, Tara, and you are going to be a financially independent woman,” her aunt had told her during the last days – a strong vibrant woman reduced to a shell of herself by the emphysema intent on killing her. “And when I say YOU, I mean only YOU. My will is set-up as a trust you alone will have access to and is protected should you and David ever decide to part.”

Adding quickly, with a vehemence her niece misconstrued:

“Not that I’m advocating for one second that you divorce him.

“You don’t like him much, do you?” Tara had asked, about to be surprised by her aunt’s response.

“On the contrary, my love. I think he is absolutely perfect.”

Thinking it was just another example of her aunt’s humour, Tara’s lip curled long-sufferingly.

“Not in his current form, of course,” her aunt went on, preparing to deliver the speech that would change her niece’s life forever and take her into a dark world of sex and dominance that, once experienced, she would be unable to leave. “But, if you were to take my advice, I think he is just the kind of raw material you can train to make your married life more... pleasing... He has many admirable traits and, though he has yet to be made aware of it, I detect in him a certain submissive trait that will certainly help you if you take my advice and... 

She had paused; then:

“Put him under.”

...“Go on,” he said, handsome face eager to return to the football. “What’s the punchline?”

“No punchline,” Tara told him, amazed at how calm she felt now the moment was upon her and all the weeks of considering her aunt’s advice had led her to this point.

Not to mention the changes she had made below stairs while he served out the remaining month of his employment.

“I’ve decided I want our marriage to become female-led.”

She could see from his expression that he hadn’t heard the term before, but he was a little dull, not stupid, and it was not hard for him to work out the significance of the words.

Anger was not slow in following.

For a career Civil Servant who was, as said, a little dull he had quite the short fuse.

“Meaning?” he sought greater clarification, cheeks reddening as he realised this was no joke.

“Meaning,” she paraphrased, untroubled by the eyes that blazed into her own, “that we now live in my house and on my money and I think it’s only right that I should be the head-of-the-household.”

Predictable as he was, it wasn’t difficult for her to see the cogs in his mind turning the situation over.

The house they had lived in prior to her aunt’s bequest, had been in negative equity since the meltdown of 2009 and, though it had clawed its way back to more than parity in the years since, the massive mortgage Mr Dull had convinced her to take to finance it  had actually meant they only broke even and basically had to use what remained of the meagre savings they had clawed together after the crash, from their work as teacher and tax inspector respectively, simply to pay the estate-agents their fee for selling it for them.

“You chose to give up your job, not me,” she reminded him. In case it’s escaped your notice, I still have mine and will be promoted to head-of-department soon.”

She shook her head at him as if sad as he sipped at the vodka and tonic she had mixed him earlier:

“But then, aunty was right. You never were ambitious.”

“Your aunt...? Your aunt said that?” he asked, obviously having mistaken her aunt’s natural courtesy towards him for approval.

“She also said that, though you would make an admirable husband under the right circumstances, you were a naturally weak man and it was only a stubborn pride preventing you from realising that our married life would be so much more... pleasing... if you were to accept that I should be the one running it.”

“I was aware of your aunt’s breathing difficulties,” he rallied, after another sip of his V&T, “but I had no idea she was suffering from dementia also.”

His wife was unfazed.

“My aunt was the most clear-sighted and wise person I’ve known. And remained that way until her last breath.”

“Yeah, right!” his expression mocked as he took yet another sip of the vodka & tonic she had mixed him.

“She also believed that life was intended to be lived and all its possibilities explored. And that is why we are having this discussion. 

“She told me, in fact, that if my uncle had not been the nuclear opposite of you she would have moved heaven and earth to have the kind of marriage she intended for me.”

A sudden flash of worry widened his eyes as the unthinkable occurred to him for the first time.

Was she thinking of divorcing him?

Given that he was a man – or at least considered himself to be – in the mode of her late-uncle and would never consent to such an abomination as this “Female-Led” arrangement she had alluded to; no matter how “weak” her aunt had deluded herself he was; how else could she find what she was looking for in a partner.

If, he thought, part of him still thinking this was some joke on her part, she was serious.  

“You need not worry on that score at least,” she laughed, reading him again with ease on both scores. “I have no intention of ever divorcing you.”

Though he tried hard not to show it, he could not quite hide his relief.

And especially since they had sold the home that had been in their names and he had burnt all his bridges with his career of almost twenty years – though the full implications of his rashness had yet to be brought home to him.  

He was not so relieved, however, when she added:

“But I am deadly serious about becoming the senior partner in our marriage.”

He stared at her as if she had turned green and antennae now grew where once there had been ears – the alien life-form in front of him was certainly not his wife.

“A very senior partner,” she finished, eyes not flinching from his own.

He took another sip of the drink she had mixed him, as if, somehow, it was capable of waking him from the illusion he seemed to be enduring.

“I love you in my own way still,” she went on, “and you’re the only man who will ever be my husband.”

She smiled at him, noticing that his eyes had difficulty remaining on hers.

“But, after tonight, our marriage will be taking a direction entirely of my choosing and you will never have the slightest say in anything I do again.”

A mixture of emotions flitted across the smooth and unlined skin of his handsome features as he tried to make sense of what he was hearing and feeling, eyelids drooping as his wife took the glass from his hand and stroked his luxuriant hair for what she intended would be the final time.

“Some people say,” she said, as much to herself as him as his consciousness faded, to always be careful about what you wish for. One could, they say, find one’s wishes not so pleasing in the cold light of day.”

As his eyes remained firmly shut and he slumped into his chair, she placed an affectionate kiss upon his forehead and told unhearing ears:

“But that, my love, is certainly not going to be the case with me...
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If a utility room had ever been combined with a dungeon, the cellar in which David Bendix awoke would be that combination. His vision was made elliptical by the bars that dissected it and, beyond them, he could see a wash-basin and work-counter, alongside which were a washing-machine and a tumble-dryer. In one corner stood an un-curtained shower pedestal and a towel rack, upon which hung some fluffy pink and new looking towels. 

Apart from one very narrow and barred window of frosted glass, set high in the cellar wall, what light there was came from a naked bulb overhead and he guessed it was evening.

It was, he thought, as something approaching equilibrium returned to his senses, as depressing as it was surprising.

But not so surprising as it was to discover he was on what appeared to be the carpeted floor of a cell in the middle of the concrete floored cellar.

A cage that had been anchor-bolted into the concrete.

And in that cage he was totally naked, save for something at his throat and something... 

Else.

“A fucking collar?” he questioned aloud, as disbelieving fingers explored the offending decoration and discovered a steel-ring at the back of his neck embedded in the thick leather.

“Not just a collar,” answered a voice from behind and outside the cage.

Startled, he swiveled around, still sat on his arse, in the direction of the voice he knew belonged to his wife, feeling as he did so, something metallic at his netheregions he was too preoccupied to explore at that point.

Though his wife was under no such restraint.

“I took the liberty of putting your little penis in a nice cock-cage I had specially made in Russia,” she told him calmly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

His eyes shot to his own genitals and, sure enough, it was not just his body behind what looked to be impregnable steel bars but his prick too. A ring of tubular steel surrounded his scrotum to which the cage was attached and he could see two tiny and secure padlocks which appeared have to combination locks completing his confinement.

“Have...? Have you gone entirely off your fucking head?” he asked, too shocked to raise his voice – though that would come.

She was seated in a comfortable high-backed chair that had been placed on a plush rug, looking as if she had just returned from school; black hosed legs, feet shod in sensible low-heeled shoes, black to the knee skirt, white shirt and a jacket of grey twill.

Had there been one to attend, she could just as easily be dressed for a funeral, but she did look, much as his thoughts hated to confess it... authoritative.  

“I’m assured by the manufacturers,” she began, “that, without the combination sequence, securing release from it would, while not impossible, certainly result in the cremation of the genitals, given the heat required to burn through the steel imprisoning your cock and balls.”

David Bendix stared at the device enclosing his genitals with disbelief bordering on catatonic shock as she added, holding up what looked to be a tiny remote-control:

“It also has an electrical capacity that is delivered by circuitry inside the ring securing your scrotum and powered by re-chargeable batteries inside the two tiny padlocks.”

Her smile as she delivered the run-through was nothing short of diabolical.

And anticipatory.

Screwing his eyes shut, David Bendix questioned what he was seeing and hearing. The last thing he remembered before waking was having a somewhat odd conversation with his wife. And then...

This!

“Am I dreaming still?”

“The makers,” she began, as if he actually gave a fuck, “are based in a place called Yakusk. It’s in Siberia and it’s supposed to be the one of the coldest cities in the world.”

She gave a little mock shiver.

“Thank god I didn’t have to go there! The joys of the Internet, eh? All they needed was your measurements and voila! Being the logical man you are, you should be proud of the way arranged matters so expertly. I ordered and assembled the cage you’re currently resting in and purchased the sleeping agent necessary to keep you under while I got you settled in your new... quarters.”

Then, as if to herself, amused:

“Amazing what you can get on the Internet these days.”

Again she laughed:

“And to think, it was all paid for with the last of the credit remaining on your Visa-card.”

Lost for a response, he simply stared at her as if she had just been beamed down from a Romulan flight-deck.

“I even purchased the Stair-Climber necessary to get your snoring body down here with it. But don’t worry, I’ll pay off the card and close it for my little boy when the bill arrives at the end of the month.”

She tutted disapprovingly:

“Even with the Climber it was no picnic getting you down here. You appear to have put on some pounds in the past few years and were quite difficult to move. But we will soon address that now I’m in charge of things. 

Wondering to which part of the universe the Federation had deemed fit to beam him, his hand went to the back of his own head as if to slap himself awake.

Only to find a further horror as, instead of making contact with hair, his fingers found only scalp.

“You...? You...?”

“Shaved your head? Yes. I prefer it that way. Makes you look so much more... servile... without hair.” 

Grabbing the bars of his cells and shaking them as he finally lost control – of his own emotions, anyway, the enraged husband realised the power of his anger, though it might be enough to murder his wife if his hands could gain purchase about her neck, was not sufficient even to rattle the bars confining him.

But it was what he could see behind his wife, in the rest of the cellar itself, that brought his futile efforts to a halt.

He saw items and devices he had only previously seen in the magazine belonging to his roommate at college who’d had a warped predilection for such things.

Things that had never played the slightest part in any desires of his own.

On the wall hung numerous whips, chains, hoods, gags and other instruments of the pervert’s trade. 

And, facing the corner of the cellar, so that whoever was placed in it would be deprived any view except that of the white-washed wall facing him, was a pair of old-fashioned wooden-stocks one might expect to see standing on a village green in a film based on something by Defoe or Richardson.

“Aunty and uncle used to use this as their ‘Play Room’,” she told him, noting the direction of his gaze. “Of course, uncle was far too commanding a presence to ever consent to my aunt’s domination of him ever being anything other than a bit of marital fun.”

Her eyes glittered with the excitement of both the situation and what she was saying and her husband knew with certainty that, deranged or not, she was serious in her perverted intent.

“That’s why I had some changes made while you were working out your notice with HMRC. Poor aunty would never have been able to use uncle Martin the way I intend to use you, no matter how badly she wanted to, and that’s why I had the cellar fitted out with what you’ll be needing to perform all your domestic chores.”

“You truly have gone fucking insane,” he spat, rising to his full five-feet-eleven; only to be stopped by the bars standing in for the roof of his new home and finding he was forced to either kneel or crouch – with kneeling being by far the more comfortable of his options.

And to kneel or crouch naked and collared, genitals imprisoned also, before the wife on the other side of the bars who sat at her ease as if ensconced upon a throne and gazed admiringly upon his helplessness.

“A-fucking-amazing!”

“The moment I get out of here,” he told her, meaning every word he spoke, “I’m having you fucking committed. You’re not fit to be free in polite society; let alone be teaching childr-”

He was vaguely aware of her hand pressing the tiny remote-control in her hand when all hell let loose in his nervous system as his cock and balls felt as if they were being fried. Too stunned to speak, the pain robbing him of the facility to even breathe, he fell to his side on the floor of his cage and prayed for the agony to stop.

“That,” she told him after what seemed an eternity later and he was at least able to breathe and think more clearly, “was the lowest setting.”

She allowed him some time for her words to sink in, then:

“There are three more and I promise you will not like any of them.”

Her expression was an amused one as she thought it over:

“In fact, I can pretty much promise that you will beg me to return to the first setting if you force me to use any of the others.”

He considered this horror for a few seconds, then:

“For the love of god, Tara,” he began, croaking voice filled with fear and already a pale imitation of what it had been not seconds before. “What’s got into you? What do you think the Police are going to do when they find out what you’re doing to me?”

“Now don’t you worry about silly little things like the Police,” she said soothingly, as if he were a little boy in need of reassurance. “Ms Tara has given that a lot of thought and everything is in hand.”

“Ms Tara?” her description of herself echoed in his head; further proof, were he in need of any, that she had completely lost it.

“In fact, Ms Tara has given everything a lot of thought so that you don’t have to. All you need to do once I have you nice and trained, is concentrate on being the best husband-cum-servant you can be for me.

Having always been convinced of her kind-hearted nature and knowing her love for him had been as strong as his for her, David Bendix could get no further than insanity – hopefully temporary – as a cause of her behaviour towards him. Even if the steps she had taken so far in her madness had all been well-calculated. Going with his former impressions of his loving wife, however, he decided to appeal to her compassionate side.

“Have I been so bad a husband to you, Tara?” he asked, deliberately – and with no great difficulty – filling his voice with enough hurt and recrimination to at least give his fear company.

Her answer was instant and gave proof that what was happening here was something she had been deliberating on for no small amount of time now.

“Not bad, no,” she told him, voice matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing a meal out. “But certainly dull.”

The description piled on the hurt, it not being a new one exactly and, though it was the first time he had heard it from his wife’s lips, it was a criticism a number of girlfriends had aimed at him in the past.

“‘Handsome but boring’, as my aunt described you,” she finished. 

“Don’t forget ‘weak’,” he snapped out, cut to the core as much by her words as her actions.

“I haven’t,” she assured him. “And nor will I. My aunt said your overbearing and patronising manner with me came from a sense of your own weakness. In other words, by trying to take the lead with me, you were simply sublimating to camouflage the shame you felt for your own deficiencies.”

He tried hard not to berate her again in the face of such stupidity.

Not too difficult a forbearance with the remote-control in full view.

He contented himself with a rueful and disgusted shaking of the head.

“Him?”

“Weak?”

“If it wasn’t for the fact I cared so much for you, the blinkers would have fallen from my eyes all the sooner. In fact, I still care for you. That’s why I won’t desert you now you have no home and no job.”

It occurred to him for the first time that what she said to him – apart from the madness aspect of her words and actions - was no more than the simple truth. Even with negative equity, their home had at least been half-his and he would have been able to remain in it. Had he been able to pay the mortgage and before, that is, they had sold at a loss.

“Tara, you need help,” he said softly, the words he intended to follow them dying in his throat as she aimed the remote-control in his direction and he prepared for the excruciating pain to erupt in his genitals again.

“From now on,” she began, rising from her chair and taking a few steps forward to loom over his cage, “you might want to think hard before speaking without my permission.”

His mouth dropped open and she almost giggled at his stupefaction.

The wife he had once led was now leading him.

And not in a consensual way.

“Not speak without her permission?”

“From now on I speak and you listen,” she confirmed. “Is that clear?” 

He remained silent.

Incredulous.

Without a split-second’s hesitation, she pressed the remote.

He could have no idea of the actual settings she used, but he was sure of one thing: it was not the first.

The searing pain that immobilised his whole body was far beyond that first experience and he would have vomited had his mind been able to send the command to do so to his throat and stomach. 

Unfortunately, his brain was busy with other sensations.

None of them pleasant.

It lasted probably no more than a few seconds, but the impact it left upon him was profound; knowing as he did that too much more of such treatment and his manhood would be a memory. Knowing also that, insane or not, he had no immediate way of preventing his wife from treating him in such a way.

“That was the second setting,” he heard as if from a distance as his body shook and trembled. “Refuse to answer me – and answer politely – when I ask you something and I promise your cock and balls, not to mention the rest of you, will not like what the other two settings are capable of doing.”

Even in his discomfort after the stunning of him, his thoughts were capable of pondering just what the other settings could do to him if she chose to use them.

It would be safe to say that his growing sense of terror for this deranged woman who had once been his loving wife was not lessened any.

“I’ll repeat myself,” came her voice from above him, her hose-clad feet all he could see of her from his prone position on the floor of his cage, drool over which he appeared to have no control spilling from his lips onto the carpet between his naked body and the concrete floor of the cellar. “From now on, when I speak you listen. And, if I ask you a question, I expect your answer to be rounded off with a ‘Yes, Ms Tara’.”

There it was again:

“Ms Tara!”

She truly had gone off her fucking head!

“In fact,” she went on, “it would be a good idea if you asked my permission when you wish to speak, and did so respectfully and deferentially. Clear?”

He stared up and beyond the columns of her hosed legs to where her hands rested upon her hips expectantly and, despite what had happened so far, still refused to believe he was awake and this was actually happening to him.

His benumbed lack of response taken as a refusal and the remote again aimed at him.

The words were out of his mouth before he had realised he was about to say them as, likewise, was the scrambling to his knees he had no recall of having ordered:

“No! Please! Don’t!”

“You disobeyed, Ms Tara,” she told him, finger still on the button as, like most mentally unhinged people, she referred to herself in the third-person. “If she doesn’t punish you, how can she expect you to learn?”

Suddenly realising at just what a disadvantage she had him and the fact neither an appeal to the love she said she still had for him, nor reason itself, would prevent her from pressing that button again if he didn’t give her what she wanted – at least for now – David Bendix bent his neck and allowed his manly pride to take a back seat.

Though not without promising himself that, when he got free, as he must at some time, he would take great pleasure in watching the police as they took her to her new home. 

Be that new home a run of the mill prison or a facility for the criminally insane.

But that was for later.

For now, his immediate imperative was to avoid what she could do to him with her remote-control and the contraption she had locked around his cock and balls.

“I... I’m sorry, hmmm. Ms, hmmm, Tara.”

“I’m sure you are,” she snapped out in her best school-marm voice. “And if you aren’t you soon will be.”

He tensed as she moved but no pain was forthcoming as he gazed up at her from his position, caged and naked at her feet.

“Just the same, you have been disobedient and you know my views on how to deal with behaviour of such a kind.”

More and more, he realised, she was speaking to him as if he were a wilful pupil in need of correction, rather than a man approaching forty with whom she had shared a bed these past seventeen years.

And, if the heaving of her still full and shapely breasts beneath the white cotton shirt were any guide, dealing with him in such a way was having quite the effect upon her sexuality.

As if echoing his thoughts; she told him:

“Of course, the punishments I use for my pupils when they misbehave are not of a kind suitable for a supposedly grown man like yourself. But that does not alter the fact that some punishment has to be supplied if they are to learn from their mistakes.”

David Bendix stared up into his wife’s face as she said this and realised she was utterly serious; wondering at the same time how he hadn’t spotted the signs of her growing mental instability – presuming it hadn’t simply sprung into a full and vindictive life over one night.

“You deliberately ignored what I said I expected from you in future,” she went on, “and so, if you are going to learn to do as I say, I need to be totally consistent with you from now on.”

She paused for a moment as their eyes met and he knew, with a thrill of pure horror, that he was right and his wife truly was experiencing a sexual rush from lording it over him so sadistically.

“So,” she began again, chest heaving with a desire he had no doubt was translating itself into liquid form further down, “and that being the case. I propose to give you a choice.”

He stared up, repelled but part fascinated by the transformation that had overtaken her. A transformation that had either taken root suddenly, or had been gaining ground for some time and gone unnoticed by him. At least from the time of her aunt’s passing on.

“You can either be punished with another burst from the first setting of my trusty remote-control here and the circuitry encircling your tackle so ingeniously...”

He waited, the prospect of the ring and cage imprisoning his cock and balls being brought to life with an electrical current making him literally dizzy with fear.

“...Or...” she went on, turning from him to step to the wall, from which she selected a whippy bamboo cane around three-feet in length before returning to loom above him.

“Or, you can place your left-arm outside your cage and present your hand for six-of-the-best from Ms Tara’s persuader here... But remember, if I hear one unauthorised word from you, begging or otherwise, we’ll see how you like the third-setting.”

The look he gave her, as relieved as it undoubtedly was that he would not have to undergo the electrical agony of his genital prison, was no less appalled at hearing she expected him to submit to a punishment that had been banned from schools before even he was a lad.

Just for a second – a brief second before reality kicked in – he half-expected her to laugh and tell him it was all a joke; before allowing him out of the cage to shower before supper.

As said: a VERY “brief second”.

If, as she insisted, he was “weak”, he snarled to himself, then she was certainly humourless.

“Well, what’s it to be?” she cut into his thoughts, bamboo-cane in one hand, remote-control in the other. “I’ll give you three seconds to decide. If I haven’t received an answer to my generous offer by then...”

Instead of finishing her sentence, she held up the remote by way of a suffix.

Then, as he pondered his choice between feeling an electrical current surging through his scrotum and his penis, or being caned as if he were a recalcitrant schoolboy from the 1950’s:

“One...”

He looked up at her beseechingly, still unable to quite grasp the sheer, jaw-dropping, frankly preposterous, nature of what was happening to him.

“Two...”

There was not one shred of compassion for him he could see in the expression she beamed down towards him, her face intent and even the full, plump, and unusually for this day-and-age, collagen-free lips he had found so sexy when they first met gave off nothing now but the impression of a perverse desire to... control.

Though he did get the impression she had a preference for the kind of punishment he was about to choose. 

And had a suspicion he knew just which one it was.

It was only when the count reached three. and he slid an arm between the bars before unclenching his fist and offering out the palm of his hand, that her radiant and positively evil smile told him his suspicion was correct.  
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Interlude
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He stood before her as she sat calm and collected in what she now referred to as her “Throne”. The relief he felt to be out of the cage – both cages in fact – was tempered by the fact he was naked still and posed in front of her as she held onto a lead she had attached to his collar.

It was a lead of the kind used for dogs to give them plenty of leeway before their owner pressed a button and it reeled them back in. A facility she had taken advantage of to allow him – insist – he walk back and forth the length of the cellar to exercise his cramped muscles while she held the lead – almost as if she were lunging a horse. A walk he made with some difficulty, given the shuffling steps predicated by the hobbles she had attached to his ankles; hobbles that linked each leg with a chain while another chain between his legs was attached to another chain at his waist which, in turn, ran upwards behind his back to clip onto a similar arrangement confining his hands and arms.

The humiliation he had felt to be paraded in such a way before a woman who was, legally, still his wife was immense, but even that faded a little when her hands went to his imprisoned genitals to dial in the combination unlocking the two tiny padlocks and remove the cage from his penis – though the ring surrounding his scrotum remained in place.

Surprisingly, or perhaps not so much, given the way she hosed him down with, thankfully, warm water each evening as he sat stoically in his cell and allowed the inevitable, he was aware of no offensive smell emanating from his privates; which is not to say he would have cared if it had, overpowering was the sense of freedom and release when his manhood – or at least a part of it – was freed.
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