
You locked his pathetic little cock in a cage. And you're his keyholder. He can’t get off without your permission. And you know it’s going to be a long, long time, if ever, you will grant him satisfaction. You ensure he fires the whore working as his secretary, and you feel delighted he is surprised you do a far better job than she did. You allow him to make more money. Not for himself, but for you. You always offer a rematch of your fight whenever he protests. The sissy doesn’t protest too much, fortunately.
You are the one who looks through all of his mail first. Both e-mail and letters. And you come across an invitation for the grand reopening of Kinky Club Kinta. At a different location, not in Germany, but in Holland. Donald J. is, of course, the recipient of the invitation. Perhaps he should attend. You go shopping for a nice lingerie set, size XXXL. You think he will look adorable in it. Your former husband won’t like it once he sets his eyes on Donald J. 
He probably had in mind that he could sell Donald J.'s wife back to him. Maybe he even missed you. Now that you'd ruined his chances of ever doing business with Donald J. again, he'd undoubtedly be furious.
And maybe he'd even want to take that anger out on you.

