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PART I



WIFE TO MISTRESS
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SECOND CHANCES


“You never were much of a man,” my ex-wife grumbled.

I stared at her in disbelief. I was already surprised that she had invited me back to our old house, the house that she now lived in alone, but now I was even more confused by her demeaning welcome.

“It’s nice to see you again, too, Vanessa,” I replied sarcastically as I sat down in my old spot on the couch.

Vanessa sat down across from me in an armchair and gracefully crossed her legs. Her knee length black dress started to slide up her long, slender legs and she carefully adjusted it, not allowing me to catch any extra looks beneath. As she composed herself, I took a moment to admire her. I had always thought that she was well out of my league and that hadn’t changed; she was still as beautiful as ever.

Her long brown hair was straightened and shined over the left shoulder of her deep cut dress, her face was painted elegantly, and she wore tall black high heels. When we were married, she would have never dressed up in such a way on the weekend. Seeing her this way gave me hope that she had invited me back home to get back together. It was either that or she was preparing to go out on a date. The latter thought made my stomach uneasy.

“Yeah…” she responded dismissively. “As I was saying, you were never a real man and I doubt you have become one in the last year since I left you.”

I shrugged, not knowing how else to respond to her harsh criticism, but also not denying them.

She continued, “Over this last year as I’ve explored the dating scene and learned what real men have to offer, I’ve realized that while they may be fun in bed, men don’t always make the best partners.”

My stomach churned more as I wondered how in depth she had explored the dating scene. Particularly, how many men she had been with since we got divorced. I could easily count how many women I had been with during that time — or actually I didn’t need to count as the number was zero.

“Okay…” I let out, letting her know that I was following along with the troubling conversation.

Vanessa swiftly shifted her legs, crossing them in the opposite direction. In the split second they were uncrossed, I tried to peak beneath her dress. I thought I saw a pair of tan panties beneath. It was either that or she wasn’t wearing any.

She let out a sigh and shook her head. “I guess what I’m saying is that I’m thinking about letting you come back home.”

My heart began beating rapidly. “Y-you are?” I squeaked out, trying not to sound too excited.

“Yes, but only under a very strict set of rules that you must obey. And only as a trial to begin. I will make you no promises unless you prove yourself.”

Rules to obey? That doesn’t sound too appealing, but neither does going back to my small, empty apartment for another night alone. She said its as a trial anyways. If I don’t like it then maybe I would have a chance to leave her this time.

Again I shrugged. “Alright, I guess I would be willing to give us a try again,” I said.

Vanessa scoffed at my attempt to sound cool and casual, clearly seeing right through me. “Yes, I figured you would otherwise I would have never asked you over. But good, I look forward to seeing how much I can shape you into the perfect partner.”

“Shape me? Perfect partner?” I repeated in confusion. “You want to change me?”

There was an awkward silence that began to bloom between us as it appeared that Vanessa was trying to suppress her laughter. Finally she couldn’t hold back any longer. “Did you really think I wanted you back as you are?” she laughed. “Tell me, Lawrence, what is one thing that you have accomplished in our year apart? And before you try, I do not consider obtaining platinum on a video game to be an accomplishment. Whatever that even means.”

My stomach again hurt, this time feeling like it had been double punched in the gut. She knew me too well; she knew that I had done nothing in the last year except for wallowing in self pity for losing her.

“Is that what you want to change about me?” I asked in response. “You want me to become more of a go getter? You want me to fix stuff around the house like all the neighbor men instead of having my own hobbies?”

Vanessa rolled her eyes at me. “Of course that’s what I want. That’s what every woman wants,” she answered. “Unfortunately I married you straight out of high school so I never had the chance to learn any better.” Her answer made me feel even more pathetic and worthless. She continued, “But I’ve recently learned about a new method that women have been using to shape their worthless husbands into the perfect partners. Perfect might be a reach for you, but I thought it was worth trying nonetheless.”

This is suddenly sounding terrible. Am I really desperate enough to get back with her to deal with all of this? I might be… I think I need to find out more before I decide.

“The term ‘partner’ makes me uneasy. Are we going to be husband and wife or just friends who live together?” I asked inquisitively.

Vanessa squinted her eyes and shook her head in disgust. “Are you asking me if you will still get to fuck me?” she said, her tone clearly annoyed.

I laughed at her bluntness and returned it in kind. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

She gave me a forced smile and uncrossed her legs as she moved to stand up. “The answer to that is rather complicated, but I suppose that’s a good place to start. If you’re still interested, come join me in the bedroom. If not, you know where the door is.”

With that she left me as she made her way down the hall towards the bedroom that we used to share.
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CHASTITY


Ihesitated for a minute and then laughed out loud as I made my decision and started down the hall.

As if there was even a decision to make. Of course I’m going to join her in the bedroom.

When I arrived, Vanessa was standing next to her closet looking impatient. I gave her a smile and said, “How could I resist such a proposition from you? We used to have some great fun in here.” I looked around the room and noticed that it had changed. Gone were the pictures of us and in place were modern-style paintings. Gone was the old bedding that we used to share and in place was new white blankets and pillows. I was taken aback by how different it looked.

Seeing the expression on my face, Vanessa returned my smile. “Obviously I’ve made a few changes,” she said. “After I kicked you out, I decided that this room deserved a refresh. Out with the old and in with the new so to speak.”

I tried to ignore yet another jab from her as I plopped down on the bed and got comfortable. “I like it. The bedding is nice, too,” I commented. “I think I could get used to it.”

My ex-wife glared at me for a long moment and then stepped towards the bed. “Enough with the small talk. Let me see your dick,” she spat out.

Woah, what is happening? Is this her way of sealing the deal by consummating our new relationship? Or perhaps it’s a test? She did tell me that I needed to obey her rules…

I stared at her, waiting for her to say something else, but when she didn’t, I knew that she meant what she had said. I quickly jumped out of bed and began unbuttoning my jeans and taking them off; I didn’t need to be asked twice when it came to showing her my dick.

By the time my pants were off my dick was already semi-erect. It wasn’t exactly a showpiece even when it was fully hard, but Vanessa had seen it in every shape and size before so there was no need to hide it.

This time, however, she looked at it with a curled lip and snickered. Then to my disbelief, she began to kneel down before it.

Is she going to suck it? Is this really happening?

Just the idea made my dick start growing fuller. But then it suddenly felt a sharp pain. There was a smacking sound and I realized that my ex had slapped my dick. “Don’t get any disgusting ideas,” she hissed.

My dick recoiled as my mind struggled to grasp what was happening. Then, before I could ask Vanessa what she was up to, the answer was revealed. In her hand there was a small, hollow black object. An item that she was moving closer to my penis.

I shivered and closed my eyes as I felt her soft hands on my manhood. It had been so long since anyone’s hands but mine had touched me there. But her touches were different this time, they were more medical than sexual.

Her hand grabbed my balls and I felt her push them through something. Then she did the same with my dick. Even more confused, I opened my eyes and looked down to find her beginning to enclose my penis with the black object. I watched as it covered my dick head and she pushed it back until it connected with the first object, a ring that was around the base of my penis. When they linked, she delicately moved a small silver key towards it and pressed it inside. As she turned the key and pulled it, out it finally dawned on me as to what she had just done.

“Did you just lock that over my dick?” I exclaimed in shock as I watched her hands drift away while the device remained attached to me.

Vanessa scooted back out of my reach and then stood up. As she straightened herself before me, she suddenly seemed taller and there was an air about her that I hadn’t felt before. As she smirked at me and dangled a small pair of keys in her hand, I understood what the mysterious sensation was: power.

“Rule number one is that your dick will remain locked in a chastity cage at all times,” she said. Her fingers wrapped tightly around the keys, making them disappear before my eyes. “Unless I say otherwise.”

My hands reached down in panic and fumbled with the chastity cage. They tried to tug it off, but every movement just pulled against my balls. It seemed rather secure in place.

“You’re kidding right?” I asked anxiously. “Why would this be part of us getting back together? Aren’t husband and wife supposed to be intimate? At least from time to time?”

Vanessa’s hands hid behind her back as she grinned wickedly at me. “We’re far from being intimate again, my dear,” she said casually. “If you even want a waft of my pussy then you have a lot of work to do to prove yourself worthy. And that starts with being obedient.”

I gave the chastity cage one last desperate tug to try to get it off, but it wouldn’t budge. “By why this cage? What does obedience have to do with this stupid cage?”

My ex gave me an incredulous look. “What better way to insure your obedience than by controlling the one thing you care most about? What better way to make sure you play your role than by taking away the pathetic little thing that steals all of your time and attention?” She paused to let her words soak in and then continued, “You see, Lawrence, this cage is everything. Wearing it is not up for discussion.”

She doesn’t want me to jerk off anymore? But what happens when I get horny? I’m not sure how long I can last without cumming!

Despite my apprehension, despite Vanessa’s harsh tone and attitude, I knew deep down that I still loved her and that I still wanted to try to work things out. I knew that I hadn’t been the best husband in the past and that she had a right to her anger. Perhaps this would be my one chance to fix things.

“Okay,” I breathed out. “I’ll wear it.”
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RULES


“Iknew you would,” Vanessa laughed as she turned and walked to her closet.

I heard a beeping sound from within and knew that she was opening up her lockbox. She dropped the keys inside and shut the box tight, sealing them away.

“I hope that removes any leftover thoughts about us having sex any time soon,” she added as she turned back to face me.

It had been a long time since I had had sex so I wasn’t too phased by her comment, but then it dawned on me. I jerked off nearly every day. How would I get my daily pleasure? My daily relief?

“What if I, uhh… What if I want to jerk off?” I asked awkwardly.

Vanessa snorted. “Your sexual gratification is now under my control. You will feel pleasure when and if I deem you worthy.”

There was something oddly alluring about her statement and the firm, dominant tone that she used, but at the same time I had a bad feeling that my chances of pleasure would be few and far between if she had her way. “I’m not sure that I like those odds,” I said.

A look of immense pleasure filled my ex-wife’s face. “Too bad,” she said cooly. “You agreed to put the cage on so now you are now under my lock and key. You are mine to do with as I wish.”

Again her controlling voice sung to me. I could feel my dick pressing against the walls of its chastity cage, clearly getting aroused by what I was hearing.

Sure, this sounds pretty hot, but can I really go days without jerking off? Or hell, weeks? Who knows when she will deem me worthy!

“And how long will this trial of ours run?” I asked apprehensively, wondering how long I had to opt out if she refused to unlock the cage.

Vanessa’s eyebrows furrowed in annoyance. “There is no trial for you, only for me. If I don’t think you capable of changing enough within a week then this will all end.”

It was my turn to get annoyed now. “Why don’t I get a say? What if this situation isn’t working out for me?” I retorted.

“Do I really need to remind you that you just surrendered yourself to me?” she replied with an amused look. “This is the last time I will repeat myself. Any further questions will result in a punishment. From now on you are to do as I say, when I say. Is that understood?”

Punishment?

I felt my dick swell at the naughty thought.

That sounds pretty kinky, but what good is kinky without pleasure?

Looking back down at my locked up dick, I let out a sigh and accepted that my thoughts didn’t matter. I had already agreed and I was part of Vanessa’s trial whether I ended up liking it or not. My only solace was that she would eventually have to unlock my cage and that would be my chance to get out if I wanted.

“Okay, okay,” I finally replied defensively. “I give in. I’m all yours.”

“Excellent,” Vanessa let out. “Shall we review the rules of our new… relationship then?”

“Sure, let’s hear them.” I wasn’t looking forward to hearing them, but I knew I would need to find out eventually.

“Very good. Rule one we’ve already broached. You must remain locked in your chastity cage at all times unless I permit you otherwise,” she began. “Consider your dick to be my property. You are not to touch or stimulate it without my permission.”

I nodded my understanding as I sat down on her bed to soak everything in.

“Rule two,” she continued, “Is that you must always obey me. As I’ve already said, that means you must do everything I say, when I say, and how I say. But that also means that you must not complain, whine, or argue.”

Nothing new or surprising here.

I again nodded.

“Rule three is that you must treat me as your superior. One thing I’ve come to realize over the last year is that women are the far greater sex and deserve to lead. I will be the head of this household and you will respect and praise me.”

“So we’re definitely not going to be husband and wife I take it,” I mumbled under my breath.

To my surprise, Vanessa heard me and laughed. “Even partners would be a polite way to describe us. No,” she said sternly. “We will not be equals, we will not be partners. You are to call me your mistress and treat me with the utmost respect. I, on the other hand, will treat you as I see fit.”

That sounds a little harsh, but surprisingly erotic. I know she’s being a bitch, but fuck, this new dominant Vanessa is sexy. Where has this side of her been hiding all of these years?

“Alright, Mistress,” I said emphatically. “Is that all?”

“Those are the basic rules. But now we must discuss what happens if you break them.” She left a dramatic pause before continuing. “Your punishments will start small, but the more you disobey, the greater they will become.”

I crossed my arms defiantly as I considered her threats. “So what? You’re going to spank me if I talk back? Like a child?”

Vanessa stared at me blankly before letting out a deep breath of frustration. “Do you wish to try me and find out?” she snarled.

She’s really devoted to her new mistress role. Maybe I shouldn’t push her. But still, something just isn’t adding up with this whole thing.

“No, no,” I answered. “But tell me, what’s in this for me? You have my dick locked up so I can’t touch it, you won’t let me jerk off, you want me to obey you to do who knows what, and if I don’t then I get punished. What do I get if I do obey and follow your rules?”

A smirk crept across Vanessa’s face. “I will be opening you up to a whole new life of possibilities. A life that you can be proud of for once,” she answered. “But as far as rewards for obedience… Follow my rules and obey my demands without any sliver of disobedience and perhaps you will find out.”
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PUNISHMENTS


“So what’s first on your list of demands,” I said, trying to hold by any semblance of sarcasm or annoyance in her veiled answer.

“Our new relationship will be based around our new roles and thus we must both play these parts properly and accordingly,” she replied. “So your first action item will involve preparing yourself for your new role.”

“And that means what exactly?”

“That means you must start by shaving your body,” Vanessa said sternly.

I was so taken aback; if I had been standing I might have fallen over backwards in shock. “You want me to shave my body? No way!” I blurted out incredulously without thinking.

Vanessa’s eyes bulged open while a fiery look burned inside them. “Are you arguing with me?” she raged. “Get up and bend over!”

My heart started pounding. I couldn’t believe I had already fucked up. And I couldn’t believe my ex-wife actually wanted to spank me for bad behavior. I stared into her burning eyes and felt frozen in panic, not knowing what to do.

“Did you not hear me? I said get up. Now!”

I felt like my heart might beat through my chest as my body trembled with fear. In the ten years we were married I never once felt afraid or nervous around Vanessa, but today she seemed like someone else entirely.

“O-okay. Okay!” I finally managed to reply as began to turn myself over on the bed.

“Don’t give me attitude!” she growled. “And remember who you are addressing.”

“Uhh… uhh… Yes. Yes, Mistress,” I stammered as I reached her desired position.

Vanessa chucked. “Much better,” she let out. “I’ll have to think of a proper title for you, too, but I have a feeling that will come out naturally as we better get reacquainted.”

I felt her soft hand brush my bare ass and flinched at the surprise touch. It was disarming to feel how weak I suddenly felt before my ex, but there was no denying that somehow she had taken full control of this moment. The realization made me feel meek and demure.

Suddenly I felt a harsh sting across my ass as her hand crashed into it. I let out a yelp and lurched forward from the surprising blow.

“I didn’t want to have to do this, at least not so soon,” my ex said calmly. “I thought you would be more desperate for human contact, more desperate for me, that you would simply fall in line. But now I see that you will require a little more… motivation.”

As she spoke her hand softly caressed my stinging cheek. I was surprised by how much she had been able to hurt me with just a single spank. I hoped that she was done with my punishment.

“Now tell me, do you know what you did wrong?” she added. “Do you know why you are being punished?”

“I-I argued with you,” I squeaked out.

“You argued with who?”

“With you… Mistress.”

Another harsh spank rained over my ass, stinging even more than the first. “That’s better,” she said approvingly. “How else did you fail me?”

I tried to think, but my mind kept wondering when the next surge of pain would arrive. “I… I gave you attitude,” I managed to answer.

The pain swiftly returned as her hand struck again.

Holy shit! This really hurts!

“Correct,” my mistress replied. “It’s amazing how you can clearly see your wrong doings now, but you lacked the insight or control to prevent them from coming to fruition. Perhaps this punishment will help you learn.”

Before I could answer there was another powerful spank, the fourth in the same location. My butt cheek was throbbing and I imagined it must be bright red from the impacts of her open hand.

“I’m sorry!” I cried out, hoping to prevent yet another strike.

“Yes, you are sorry,” she spat at me. Her hand left my ass and I braced for another spank, but this time it didn’t come. This time I felt her reach between my legs and grab my balls. She began squeezing them tightly. “I expect you to follow my every last word from now on. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Very good,” she laughed.

Both of her hands grabbed my ass and then pushed me forward so that I collapsed on the bed. When I knew I had been released, I reached for my aching ass and rubbed it, trying to soothe the throbbing pain that I felt. As the pain disappeared, I noticed that something else was throbbing as well. My dick.

Is it weird that I liked that? That I find her new persona to be sexy? Damnit, Larry. What have you gotten yourself into?

I tried to subtly adjust my straining dick in the cage before turning back to face my mistress. “So… you wanted me to shave my body?” I asked her with a forced smile, trying to show my obedience.

“That is what I told you, is it not?” Vanessa chided.

“Yeah, of course. Okay, so how do I start?”

She pointed down the hall and replied, “The hallway bathroom will be yours, as will the guest room beside it. Everything you need will be in the bathroom and your new outfit will be in your bedroom. Shave and get dressed then return to me here.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Curiously, as I spoke I found myself giving her a short bow which oddly felt natural. Vanessa smiled approvingly and then shooed me away. Not wanting to risk receiving another punishment so soon, I hurried out of her bedroom and down the hall.

Just as she had said, in the bathroom I found everything that I would need to shave my body: shaving cream, razors, and a hair trimmer. There was also a new toothbrush, toothpaste, deodorant and all of my normal toiletries that I would need on a regular basis.

That was nice of her to have all these supplies ready for me, but I will still need to go home to get some clothes and things so I could have just brought my own over.

I shrugged away the thought and decided to just appreciate her gesture. Picking up the razor and shaving cream, I had to hope that she would soon appreciate my gesture as well.
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OBEDIENCE


After I was done shaving I took a shower to rinse my body. The feeling of the cold water on my now hairless body was surreal.

I can’t believe I actually did this for her. I don’t even understand why she would want me to shave my body. Was this some extreme power move to show her dominance or perhaps a way to test my obedience?

Whether I understood Vanessa’s reasons or not didn’t matter. She told me to shave so I shaved. It was still amazing that I would have cowed to her so quickly, but after receiving such a harsh spanking from her and experiencing her squeeze my balls so tightly, I wasn’t up for another punishment, especially if they escalated in severity as she had warned.

When I was done rinsing and toweling myself off I made my way to the guest bedroom on the opposite side of the hallway. I tossed my dirty clothes and towel on the ground then looked around for the outfit that Vanessa had said would be waiting for me. What I found left me stunned.

What the fuck is this? Is this some kind of sick joke?

I stared at the clothes set out on the dresser in disbelief. Folded neatly were a pair of black sheer stockings, a small pair of black panties, a black lace bra, and a black garment with lots of white lace trim that reminded me of a French maid costume. Next to it all was a brunette wig displayed on a wig stand.

Does she really expect me to dress in women’s clothing? This is getting ridiculous!

Despite my anger and confusion, I couldn’t help but feel resigned to wearing it all. If you had suggested I wear such an outfit under any other circumstance I would have always vehemently rejected the offer, but here and now, with how Vanessa had been acting, I knew I would most likely have to give in. I let out a deep sigh and felt my shoulders slump.

As long as she has the keys to this chastity cage locked up, I don’t really have a choice. I already agreed to lock it on and obey her. If I fail this test then who knows what she will do next.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I mumbled to myself. “This is probably just a one time thing to humiliate me and get her point of control across.”

Resigned, I scanned the items again and selected the panties to begin with. I held them up and discovered that they were actually a thong. Thongs had always been my favorite style to see Vanessa wear so I knew that she had picked this particular item out specifically for that reason.

See! This is all to make some point or to tell me what a terrible husband I was.

I felt a little better thinking that this silly outfit was a ruse planned by Vanessa.

If she wants me to wear a dress then fine, I’ll wear a dress.

With my mind set, I put on the thong to begin. As I pulled it up, it slipped delightfully into my ass crack and when it was on, it felt surprisingly nice and airy.

Next, I picked up the bra and slipped my arms through the straps. I fumbled with the snaps in the back for a bit before managing to latch them. The bra was thick and padded, and it pushed up my chest to give me the feeling of having my own breasts. It gave me a strange feeling that I found myself beginning to enjoy.

I continued by slipping on the stockings. The silky fabric made my hairless legs tingle as I pulled them up. As I hiked them up to my waist I noticed a small bulge forming at my crotch and realized that my dick was pushing against the chastity cage, trying to grow erect.

I hate to admit it, but these all feel really nice. Especially the stockings! I wonder why men don’t wear these types of clothes…

With my interest piquing I moved for the last piece. As I unfolded it my suspicions were proven correct; it was in fact a French maid costume. The dress was all black other than the white puff sleeves and bust. It also had a small white apron and an attached white petticoat underneath.

Seeing it held out before me, I suddenly remembered a Halloween years ago when I had tried to convince Vanessa to wear a costume just like this. I had always thought that she would look so sexy wearing a French maid’s outfit and I thought it would make for a kinky night of role play, but sadly she rejected my idea.

I never thought that I would be the first one of us to wear a costume like this, but now I definitely know that she’s using this whole outfit to prove some point.

I put the dress on and pulled it into place over my lingerie. The front had some strings that I tightened to fit it snugly around my body. When I was done, I looked down to see mounds over my chest from the dress covering my bra. Further down I noticed my fluffy skirt that seemed to bounce with every movement. Below that was my sheer stockings that covered my hairless legs. From my vantage point, it actually looked like the body of a woman.

I felt myself start shaking and wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement. I did realize, however, that I needed to hurry up and return to Vanessa before she got mad.

Finally, I picked up the wig and slipped it over my head. I adjusted it the best I could and brushed the long, brown strands with my fingers to get it in place. I had no idea what I looked like, but I felt unusually sexy and aroused by my attire. I again had to adjust my chastity cage in my panties to keep it from growing uncomfortable.

With my body shaved and my outfit on, I knew what was next. It was time to show Vanessa that I had obeyed.

OceanofPDF.com


6


MISTRESS


Ireturned to Vanessa’s bedroom to find it empty. “Vanessa?” I called out, letting her know I had arrived.

A loud clashing of high heels erupted from the master bathroom and soon, my ex-wife appeared. “You do not call your mistress by her name. This is my first and final warning on this matter,” she said sternly as she stopped just inside the room.

I stared at her in awe, my eyes wide open with surprise and lust. “Y-yes, Mistress,” I stammered as I ran my gaze down her nearly naked body.

Vanessa was no longer wearing her long black dress. Now she only wore a matching black bra and panty and very sheer black thigh highs with garters. The thin garter straps of the stockings ran right down her inner thigh and drew attention to her tight fitting panties where I could perfectly see the plump outlines of her pussy lips. My dick immediately came to attention beneath my thong, longing to feel the warmth between her legs once more.

At the same time, Vanessa was taking in my look as well. “So you actually put your uniform on,” she said approvingly. “Now let’s see if you followed my first set of instructions.”

Before I knew it, Vanessa was down on her knees in front of me. The soft touch of her hands on my stockings made my body quiver with pleasure as they worked their way up my sensitive legs. It was a feeling like nothing I had ever experienced; it was a pleasure I could have never imagined before today. As her hands reached my crotch a soft moan escaped my open mouth and I had to brace myself from melting into a puddle.

“You like how these feel, do you?” Vanessa giggled.

“Mmm,” was all I could manage to moan out.

Her hands continued upwards until they hooked into the top of the high waisted stockings. They slowly pulled them down, below my hips, below my crotch, and down to my mid thigh where they stopped. My body flinched when I felt her cool touch on my bare legs.

“Very good. You did as you were told,” she let out. “It appears that there may be hope for you yet.”

Her fingers continued to run down my thigh and towards my thong. My eyes closed as I embraced the pleasure of her tender touches. Her finger slipped beneath and gently pulled my panties to the side. As my dick plopped out, I heard an amused chuckle.

“Hairless here, too,” she added as her finger circled the flesh around my chastity cage. Her hand worked its way around until it cupped my balls. My body tensed up, remembering how she had violently squeezed them earlier, but this time she did no such thing. This time she playfully fondled them. “And here.”

My dick was straining hard against its cage as she teased my testicles. These were the first sexual touches I had had since we divorced a year ago. They felt so good. But with the cage on, it was quickly becoming increasingly frustrating.

“Unlock it, please,” I groaned. “Let me feel you again, baby. I’ve missed you.”

Her fingers suddenly disappeared and a silence quickly hung between us. Then I felt a sharp pain across my dick as Vanessa slapped my chastity cage harshly. My eyes darted open and my hands covered my aching penis.

“You sad, pathetic… thing,” she spat out as she stood up. “Look at yourself. Look at what you’ve become.”

I glanced down and again saw the forms of what appeared to be breasts on my chests and the fluffy skirt of my dress. The images suddenly made me feel ridiculous in front of my ex-wife. “I… I…” I stammered, trying to explain myself and the desires I had let escape me.

“Silence!” Vanessa shouted.

My lips clenched shut as my body trembled nervously. I had no idea what she might do to me for my lapse in judgement.

“If it is not already painfully clear,” she continued, her voice calmer but still fierce. “You are no longer my husband. You are no longer my lover. I am no longer your wife or your “baby”. I am your mistress. You are my servant. My maid.”

I looked back down at my outfit, my French maid costume, and suddenly felt a pang of fear. “Your maid? You mean this outfit wasn’t just to prove some point?” I whimpered.

Vanessa laughed wickedly. “Of course it was to prove a point. It proves that you are my submissive servant. My maid!”

“Your maid…” I let out again.

“Yes, that’s already been established. You have always been a little slow on picking up concepts though,” my ex chided. “Maid and mistress, that is what our new relationship will be. You will serve and obey me and you will do so in this cute little outfit.”

“But why? Why all of this?” I asked. “Why this costume?”

Vanessa walked over to her dresser where she picked up two black leather gloves. She slowly slipped them on as she replied, “Because just as I said from the beginning, you were never much of a man.” With her gloves on, she interlaced her fingers and cracked them as she stared at me threateningly. “So I’ve decided to try tapping into your more feminine side. You’ve already failed as a man, but perhaps I can manage to find some potential in you after all.”

Her words struck me hard and I felt utterly useless and emasculated. Mostly I felt bad because I knew she was right and because wearing this outfit had me feeling oddly curious and interested to keep it on.

The chastity cage was giving me mixed signals as well. While I was frustrated that my dick couldn’t get hard, the denial of my erection from the cage felt rather nice, in an erotic sort of way. It was hard to describe, but pleasant nonetheless.

“You want to turn me into a woman?” I asked pathetically.

“You? A woman?” Vanessa scoffed. “You don’t have what it takes to be a woman!” She let out a boisterous laugh and then settled before continuing. “No, my dear pathetic ex-husband. You will become my sissy.”

As my dick squirmed more in its cage from her humiliating comments, I again felt a blossoming pleasure within. It was in that moment that I knew that I would give being her sissy a try.

It was also then that I had a strong feeling that I was going to really enjoy it.
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NEW LIFE


The chastity cage felt tighter around my dick than ever. I adjusted my struggling cock beneath my panties as it strained vigorously against its prison. My balls ached and throbbed with a pain that I worried would never leave me. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

Is it possible to die out of sheer desperation to cum? If it is, then it’s going to happen to me. Soon.

Despite my discomfort, my pain, my agony… I continued mopping the floor.

It had been a week since I had become my ex-wife Vanessa’s maid while she, on the other hand, was now my mistress. It was a relationship that I could had never expected to form between us and it was definitely not my expected outcome when she had invited me to come over for the first time since our divorce. But now that I was a week into it, I wasn’t sure it was a relationship that I was ready to quit.

Part of my attachment to my new life was the uniform that Vanessa had ordered me to wear; a French maid’s outfit. While it looked ridiculous at first glance, as I put each piece on it felt better and better. The black thong was so tight and snug and felt amazing wedged between my butt cheeks. The sheer black stockings were like magic against my hairless body and every time I put them on my body tingled with delight. The black bra wasn’t as pleasing, but it made me feel more feminine and helped me better assume my role. Finally, the black and white maid’s dress was shiny and puffy and everything right.

But my new life wasn’t all sexy lingerie and puffy dresses. Each day had been remarkably rough with Vanessa hovering over me as I attempted each of my new daily chores. She huffed and puffed and showed me her disgust for my ineptitude at basic household tasks while threatening me with the leather riding crop she carried around. On occasion when I did something particularly poorly, she would slap my ass with the crop and chide me. The thin stockings covering my butt did little to soften the blows.

But while the pain of her swats burned, it didn’t compare to the growing discomfort that my dick experienced in the chastity cage that she had locked over it. That was because, to my surprise, her dominant attitude, her control over me, and her emasculation of me were becoming immense turn ons.

That was the frustration of the chastity cage, however. I was quickly growing so aroused within it, because of it, and because of everything it symbolized, but it also prevented me from acting on my desires. I longed to have it unlocked so I could pleasure myself or have another taste of my beautiful ex-wife, but at the same time, I was becoming addicted to the feeling of being denied by it.

That wasn’t a torment I needed to dwell on, however, as Vanessa had locked the keys to my cage in her closet lockbox and there they had stayed for the last week. Not once had she taken them out to show me or reassure me that someday she would unlock my cage. I knew better than to ask because that would only lead to a swift punishment and being locked up for even longer. So I would continue dealing with my discomfort in silence as long as I needed.

Luckily, the majority of my pains wouldn’t start until the late evening when my daily tasks were complete. After I prepared and cleaned up dinner, Vanessa would dismiss me to the guest room which was now my room. I would change out of my uniform, put it neatly away, and then return to my old man clothes to unwind and rest.

These were the moments when I would grow the most frustrated. Normally when I was alone at night, this would have been the time when I would have jerked off then fallen asleep. Now, I couldn’t touch myself or give my body and mind the relief it had grown accustomed to. It was also the time when my mind would begin to wander and worry about things from my old life.

But that was another reason I was coming to enjoy my new life. When I was acting as my mistress’ maid, I never had to worry about anything. At least nothing other than my daily chores of cleaning, cooking, and tidying. Once I got my uniform on it was as if I became someone else. I was so focused and so determined to work hard to please my mistress.

Every day that I put on my uniform and started working, I felt more at home in my new role. My outfit seemed to fit better and feel better than my old clothes, my sense of purpose was climbing, and my adoration of my ex-wife was at an all time high. Every day I wanted to continue this new life more.

That desire was why I had been working even harder today. Yesterday, Vanessa had told me that this would be the last day of our trial phase and that she would give me her judgement at the end of the day. Her judgement as to whether or not I was worth keeping around.

Today was the day that I would discover my fate.
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JUDGEMENT


After dinner Vanessa told me to wait for her in my bedroom. My body was sore from working tirelessly and I was ready to collapse back into bed. At this point I was too tired to be overly nervous for what was to come.

When she arrived, she stopped in the doorway and leaned against the frame. She wore a tight fitting, long black dress with a slit that went nearly up to her crotch. The way she perched herself against the door made her ass pop out while her breasts nearly overflowed from the low cut top. Already I could feel my dick building its appetite.

“Good, you haven’t changed yet,” she started.

“Too tired,” I groaned from my place on the bed.

Vanessa gasped. “Is that a complaint? And is laying down any way to speak to your mistress?”

I instantly knew she was right. I had worked so hard all week to please her, was I really stupid enough to screw it all up at the end?

My body lunged forward from the bed as I hopped out and came to stand before her. I gave a curt bow and apologized as I straightened my dress. “I’m so sorry, Mistress. That wasn’t a complaint, I was just explaining why I hadn’t removed my uniform yet.”

Vanessa glared at me angrily. I could tell that she knew I was lying, but when her eyes relaxed it appeared as if she had chosen to let it go this time. “Fine, whatever,” she said, brushing the topic aside. “Obviously we have more important things to discuss. Please, sit down.”

I followed her order and sat down on the edge of the bed. I expected her to do the same, but instead she walked just close enough so that she towered over me. I looked up at her in her sexy and powerful dress and felt my feeling of weakness return; the feeling that had been growing around her ever since she locked the chastity cage over my dick last week.

“You have been… pleasantly surprising this week,” she started to my surprise. Her words filled me with hope even though I wasn’t sure what I should be hopeful for, or what I would actually want from her. She continued, “But then again, after being married to you for so long, I had come to have very low expectations for you.”

A rush of embarrassment surged through me, just as it always did when she criticized the man I used to be. I scratched the back of my head awkwardly as I tried to hide the feelings.

“As a man you have always been sad and pathetic. As a man you never strove for greatness. But as a sissy you are the opposite. As a sissy, you have potential. You have worth,” she added. “Now tell me, how have you felt this last week?”

I swallowed anxiously as I considered how to answer. Did I want her to know how much I was beginning to enjoy my new life? How her teasing and denying made me feel endlessly aroused? How I might actually want to continue being her maid?

“I, uhh…” I began stammering. “I guess I kind of agree with you. When I dress up like this I feel invigorated. I feel like I have purpose and a goal.”

Vanessa nodded her understanding and then sighed as she shook her head. “I can’t believe I was right about you all of these years. You really weren’t a man. You really were as useless as I thought. If only I had known about this training sooner, then I might not have wasted so many years with a worthless husband.”

My whole body slumped from her comments. Feeling emasculated was one thing, but to feel like I wasted her life because if it hit a little harder. “I-I’m sorry,” I squeaked out.

Vanessa’s body tensed as her eyes shot daggers at me. “That’s been well established,” she snarled. “Be that as it may, you owe me. You owe me for all the years I squandered hoping that you would change, that you would step up and be the man I thought I had married. You owe me and now we have found the way in which you will repay me.”

“We have?” I asked nervously.

“Yes,” my mistress replied flatly. “You have proven yourself well enough. From now on you will remain my sissy maid. From now on you will live to serve me so that you may repay me for the life you have wasted.”

I felt a pit in my stomach as her words registered.

She wants me to do this… forever?

“I will?” My voice trembled as I spoke. The idea of remaining her maid scared me, but the swelling of my dick told me that it was also exciting.

“Do I need to keep repeating myself?” she growled. “Do I need to find another way to get my words to sink into your dense skull?”

My ass clenched, fearing that she would spank me again. I shook my head and replied, “No, no! Of course not, Mistress.”

She flexed her fingers and smiled. “That’s a shame. I’ve been beginning to enjoy punishing you. It’s rather cathartic,” she laughed. “But enough small talk. Get your rest, maid. Tomorrow will be the beginning of your new life. You will have new expectations, new responsibilities, and new items for your uniform.”

With that she swiftly spun around and marched out of the room, leaving me to ponder her final statement. Specifically, the last point.

New items for my uniform? What could that mean? What else could she want me to wear?

As my mind raced over the possibilities, my penis pushed hard against the chastity cage. After being lost in my mind for far too long, I finally summoned the strength to get up and change. Then at last, after a long day of labor, I collapsed back into my bed and drifted to sleep.
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NEW BEGINNINGS


That night I was restless. The thoughts of becoming my ex-wife’s sissy maid for the rest of my life swirled endlessly through my mind. After hours of wondering if I could give up my life to devote myself to her, I was able to sleep when I realized that I had already once devoted myself to her back when I married her. Back then I had intended to love and care for her for the rest of my life. Now I had the chance to fulfill that promise.

When I woke up I was unsure of what to expect. Vanessa had told me that there would be changes to my maid’s uniform so I wasn’t sure if I should get dressed right away or wait. Luckily, as I exited the shower after getting a fresh shave of my body, she was there waiting for me.

“Good morning, Maid,” she greeted me.

I froze when I noticed her sitting on my bed, looking gorgeous in her satin pink robe. Seeing her breasts nearly exploding out of her little pajama top quickly made my pent up penis start growing in its cage and I barely managed the strength to cover it with my hands. “G-good morning, Mistress.”

“Don’t be so bashful. I’ve seen it all before,” she jested.

I returned an awkward smile as I slowly removed my hands from my crotch, letting her see my caged dick.

“Oh,” she let out in surprise. “That cage is much smaller than I remembered. It appears to fit your penis well though. Maybe you should go ahead and put on some panties to cover that silly little thing after all.”

My cheeks started heating up with embarrassment and anger. My gut reaction was to retaliate, but after a week serving her I knew better than to goad her on. It would only lead to worse humiliations and punishments. Instead I took in a deep breath and let it out as I forced a wider smile on my face. “What brings you to my room this morning, Mistress?” I asked to change the subject while I moved to slip on a clean thong.

In response she gestured to my bed where she had set out several items. My eyes lit up wide at their sight.

“What’s all of this?” I gasped.

“I’m probably being too thoughtful here, but I thought you might like some variety with your stockings so I bought you some thigh highs. Here, put them on with this.” She handed me the new stockings and then reached down and picked up another item, a garter belt. “With all the moving you will be doing all day there’s no doubt that you will need this to hold your stockings up.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I answered as I eagerly accepted her gift. I quickly worked to attach the garter belt around my waist and then pulled on each of the stockings and attached them. The stockings felt just as nice as my other pair except they left me feeling far more exposed with my ass completely uncovered.

“I bet you feel pretty sexy now, don’t you?” Vanessa asked me.

I couldn’t deny it. “Yes, I suppose so,” I admitted.

“Good. It’s going to be so much more fun spanking your bare ass again,” she laughed as she picked up the next set of items: large shiny black high heels. “Here. These are for you to wear next,” she grinned. “Go ahead, take them and try them on.”

My hands shook as they reached out to grab them. I had never expected such a drastic change in my outfit as high heels. After all, I was never going to leave the house so why would I need shoes of any kind?

Slowly, I reached down and slipped on the first heel. It was a little snug, but seemed to fit well enough. For the second heel, I braced myself against the doorframe as I balanced on my one heeled foot to put it on. As I wobbled, I instantly knew that today was going to be long and arduous.

“Good, they fit. What do you think?” my ex-wife asked me.

As I looked down and admired the high heels on my feet, I couldn’t deny how sexy they looked, especially paired with my new thigh highs. “They look nice, I guess. They’re kind of intimidating though,” I answered.

“You will get used to them in time,” she said dismissively. “But they are now a part of your outfit and you must wear them at all times.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied begrudgingly. While I liked the look and thought they might be sexy to wear on occasion, wearing high heels to cook and clean all day sounded rather painful. But of course I knew I had no choice in the matter.

Vanessa reached for the last item next to her, a small box. She opened it up and grinned at me, looking very pleased with herself. “This is the last gift for you today and it’s one that I am especially excited for you to wear.”

From inside the box she pulled out a black silicone object that vaguely looked like a penis. “What is it…?” I asked hesitantly.

My mistress’ grin widened as she extended it towards me. “It’s a butt plug. I want it inside of you at all times,” she answered giddily. “Oh, and here is some lube to help you fit it in.” She reached back in the box and pulled out a small clear bottle. “Don’t you ever say that I wasn’t a fair and kind mistress.”

I accepted the item and stared at it in my hand. Up close it appeared to be at least four inches long with a curved head that really resembled a penis head. Beneath the head was ridging and then it was smooth until the wide base. I was in disbelief that she wanted me to put this inside of my butt and that I could actually fit it inside. I opened my mouth to argue, but again swallowed my words. There was no point in arguing.

“Well, I’ll let you get better acquainted with your new toy and finish getting dressed while I go take a shower. I expect my breakfast to be ready in thirty minutes,” she added.

With that, she stood up and walked out.
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THE PLUG


Icontinued to stare at the black butt plug as I pondered my ex-wife’s motives.

Why would she want me to have a butt plug in? And why would she want me to always have it in? Out of all the things that she has made me do, this definitely seems the most extreme, outlandish, and random.

Despite knowing that I needed to obey, that I needed to follow her orders and put the plug in, it just seemed wrong. I felt like I couldn’t do it. For now, I decided to set it down while I continued getting dressed.

I carefully wobbled in my new high heels over to my closet where I pulled out my black bra and French maid’s dress to complete my outfit. I then placed the brunette wig over my head to top off my uniform and neatly brushed it out. Having my bra, dress, and wig back on made me feel whole again. The addition of my new thigh highs, garter belt, and high heels made me feel even more feminine and sexy than ever. It had barely been over a week and already I was finding more comfort being dressed in women’s clothing than I ever could have imagined.

All dressed, I made my way over to my full length mirror to admire myself and make sure everything was in place. There, I couldn’t help but strike a few sexy poses and soak in how nice my legs looked with the addition of the heels. I even threw up the skirt of my dress a few times to see the garter straps running tightly over my hairless ass.

My fluffy skirt, the mounds of my bra looking like breasts, my hairless ass hanging out of my small thong, and the lack of a noticeable penis. My new look was surreal and I couldn’t help but think that I looked better dressed in women’s clothes than I ever did in men’s.

I couldn’t resist running my hands up my body and feeling the curves of my chest. If I forgot it was myself, I could almost imagine I was touching a woman — something I hadn’t done in far too long.

Damn, I look good. Who knew that just putting on some different clothes could make me feel this way?

After a pleasing glance at myself, I turned back to the butt plug that was burning its impression in my mind. The black object looked even more intimidating now.

“Surely it can’t be that bad, right? She wouldn’t make me do it if it was,” I said out loud. “On the other hand, she never let me try anything in her butt when we were married. Is this payback for my asking a few times?”

As usual, my mistress’ reason didn’t matter. The only thing that did matter was that I obeyed. With a loud sigh of resignation, I set the plug down and picked up the bottle of lube. Seeing my fingers wrapped around the bottle gave me an idea.

Maybe before I start with the real thing, I can do a test with something smaller.

I pulled down my thong and then squirted a droplet on my middle finger. Reaching around, I searched for my butthole with my lubed finger. When I found it, I gently pushed against my hole and slowly pushed it inside.

A moan escaped my gritted teeth as my finger squeezed inside. Even with the lube it felt difficult to move it in, though that may have been because my butt was clenched and trying to deny the visitor.

I don’t know if I can do this! I can barely get my own finger inside. How am I supposed to get that huge plug in?

I pulled my finger out and slathered it with more lube before trying again. This time it went in easier, but I still struggled against my strong willed mind. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. As I released, I tried to relax and push my finger in further. This time I grunted as my finger went in all the way to my knuckle. I hesitated for a minute, trying to observe the strange feeling, before pulling my feeler out.

That… that was interesting…

I slathered more lube on my finger and tried again. This time my finger slipped in with ease and I was able to slide it around a little. The feeling was still foreign, but it wasn’t bad.

Okay, this isn’t terrible. I can do this. Time to try the real thing.

Once again I grabbed the butt plug, this time determined to fulfill my master’s orders. I covered it with lube and then crouched down to insert it. The plug was much thicker than my finger and took more effort to push in. After several long seconds of trying, it finally popped in. The sudden penetration made me gasp.

I continued to push it in deeper. I could feel it opening me up and straining against my insides as it moved. Finally, I felt the wide base fill my ass crack as the curved head of the plug seemed to hook into perfect position inside. That told me I had at last obeyed.

With my butt plugged, I pulled my thong back up and took a few steps to see how everything felt. It was definitely weird and a little uncomfortable, but also kind of nice. I felt like I could deal with it.

Time to finally get started…
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CLEANING


The rest of the day was both long and short. While I was exhausted by the sheer amount of cleaning and cooking I had to do, keeping busy made the day fly by.

I began by making breakfast for Vanessa and sneaking a few bites for myself before cleaning the kitchen. Afterwards, I worked on cleaning my mistress’ laundry and making her bed. It was by this time that pain was rapidly beginning to set in. My feet were aching from the high heels and the butt plug was beginning to irritate and hurt.

I’m not sure I can survive the whole day wearing these! Maybe I can at least steal a little break…

I tried to keep working, but the discomfort was quickly becoming too much to take. I needed some relief. After serving Vanessa her lunch and watching her return to her office, I scampered to my bathroom and shut the door quietly to sneak some rest.

I began by kicking off my high heels and letting my sore feet embrace the cool touch of the tile floors. Then, I reached for the butt plug and slowly pulled it out. My asshole felt sore and tender from having it in for several hours and though I felt guilty for removing it, I knew that I had worn it as long as I could for the first time. I rinsed it off in the sink and then took a seat on the toilet so I could at least pretend to be doing something if Vanessa caught me.

I don’t know if I can put it back in. I think it will hurt to much. If I wear it a little longer each day then perhaps I can wear it for a whole day after a while. She never checks my uniform and its not exactly noticeable like these heels are.

I tried to rationalize with myself about keeping it out and disobeying my mistress. In the end, I was able to make myself believe that I could manage to get away with not having my plug in for the rest of the day. I told myself that I would keep wearing the heels to show I was following orders, but once the butt plug started hurting I would take it out for the day. With my decision made, I slipped my high heels back on and then picked up the butt plug and snuck it into my bedroom dresser.

I didn’t feel good about my disobedience and every time I saw Vanessa during the rest of the day I felt nervous that she would discover my secret. But those feelings only made me work harder. I hustled all day and when I finally put her dinner on the table and slipped away into the kitchen, I felt a massive relief.

I did it. I survived my first official day with high heels.

I longed for the soft hugs of my bedding and took solace knowing that I would soon be retreating to my room where I could kick off my heels and massage my throbbing feet. There was no doubt that tonight I would sleep deep.

“Maid, please come here,” my mistress called, interrupting me from my fantasies of rest.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I let out as I hurried to the dining room.

There, Vanessa’s plate was empty and she had a pleased look on her face. “I just wanted to tell you how impressed I’ve been with you today. It’s not easy wearing high heels all day yet you managed very well and did so without complaining,” she told me.

“Oh, thank you, Mistress,” I said in surprise, not expecting such kind words from her.

She smiled and held up a small black remote as she added, “I wanted to give you a little treat for your hard work today.”

With that, she pressed a button on the remote and waited. But nothing happened. She pressed it again, and again, but still nothing happened.

“What’s wrong with this stupid thing? It’s supposed to make it vibrate,” she grumbled to herself as she inspected the small device. “Come over here and bend over. I need to check things on your end.”

Confused, I obeyed. As I approached, Vanessa stood up from her seat at the table and got in position behind me. When she began to flip up my skirt, panic surged through me as the fear of getting caught returned tenfold. I wanted to stand up and run away so she couldn’t see my naughtiness.

But it was too late.

I felt Vanessa’s finger pull my thong to the side and then she gasped. “Where is your butt plug?”

My body trembled with fear as I thought of excuses. As each fleeting thought flew through my mind I realized that nothing I said would make up for my disobedience. “I had to take it out after lunch,” I whimpered. “It was hurting too much.”

A silence hung briefly between us before there was a harsh slap across my butt cheek. I yelped from the surprise blow from my mistress’ hand. “Go to your bedroom. Now,” she barked at me.

I quickly hurried out of the dining room and into my bedroom, not knowing what was about to befall me. Angry footsteps rained down the hall behind me and soon Vanessa was standing in the open doorway, glowering at me.

“You have committed a very serious offense, Maid,” she growled.

“I-I’m sorry, Mistress,” I stammered nervously. “It was just a lot to ask for with my first time wearing it. I promise that after a few days I will be able to wear it all day for you.”

“Enough!” she shouted. “Lay down on your bed and wait for me.”

I did as I was told and as I crawled onto the bed, she disappeared down the hall. I felt myself shaking as I awaited her return. I imagined that she was going to get her leather gloves or her riding crop to give me a proper punishment, but I feared that today might call for an escalation of punishments. I truly had no idea what she might do.

When Vanessa eventually returned she did have her leather gloves on, but in them she held an array of black straps. She had a wicked grin on her face that told me she was excited for what she was about to do to me.
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PUNISHMENT


“Turn over. Get on your belly,” my mistress ordered me.

I hesitated briefly before following orders and rolling over on to my belly. As I did, I heard Vanessa start preparing the straps.

“And to think that I wanted to reward you for your behavior today,” she let out angrily. “But that was my fault. I shouldn’t have been so stupid to think that my worthless ex-husband could change that much so soon.”

Shame filled me as I heard her disappointment oozing out with every word. I wanted to apologize, to plead for forgiveness, but I knew there was no stopping the punishment that I was about to receive.

I felt Vanessa climb onto the bed behind me and work her way over my laid out body. Then suddenly I felt a thick padded strap moved over my head and around my neck. My eyes bulged open as it wrapped along my throat. I tried to reach for it. I tried to loosen it. But Vanessa’s hands grabbed my wrist and quickly adhered another strap around it, holding it in place as well.

She did the same thing to my other wrist and I suddenly felt helpless and afraid. The more I moved my arms the more it pulled against my neck.

I had no choice but to submit to her.

She began moving down my body, extending the ropes down towards my legs. Her hand grabbed my ankle and pushed it up towards my back before she attached another strap. She did the same with my other leg, attaching another bind so that all of my limbs were tied.

My arms were stuck spread out around my head. My legs were kicked up and tightly held in place. My face buried in the bedding as my neck was held in place.

I was tied up like a captured animal and felt completely at my mistress’ mercy. Unfortunately, I knew she didn’t have much left for me.

“Where is it?” she spat out. “Where is your butt plug?”

“In the dresser!” I shouted in response.

She left me tied up to go find the plug. I had a feeling I knew what she would do with it, but even knowing it didn’t make me any more ready or less scared. When she returned, the sound of the bottle of lube squirting confirmed my suspicions.

“I gave this to you as a gift and this is how you repay me? Well, I’m going to make sure you appreciate it now!”

Her fingers spread open my butt cheeks and then I felt the cold touch of the lube covered butt plug against my asshole. There was a strong force pressing against it and then it suddenly burst inside of me, making me moan from the sensation. Vanessa was far from kind as she shoved the plug in.

“Ugh,” I groaned as the penis shaped plug moved into position, deep inside.

“I don’t ever want to see this out of you again unless I take it out. Is that understood?” she growled at me.

“Yes,” I managed to squeak out.

“Good. Now for your real punishment.”

Without hesitation Vanessa began spanking my bare ass with her leather glove clad hand. My butt began to sting as the leather exploded mightily against my cheek with each strike.

“You useless, useless man!” my ex-wife cried out. “Shame on me for thinking you had changed. You will always be the same worthless man that I foolishly married.”

Every word and spank hurt just as much. I could tell that I had pained her and it was all coming out in this moment with this punishment. I tried to open my mouth to respond, but every time I tried another spank landed and my teeth gritted to bear the pain.

At the same time, with every slap, my caged dick rubbed against the bedding. The combination of the movements and Vanessa’s domination of me were making my dick start straining against its cage.

“You probably don’t even care about me, do you? You’re probably only doing this because you’re getting off being dressed up like a whore,” she breathed out. “You’ve always had a weird kinky side to you. That’s it, isn’t it? You’re probably just so aroused prancing around like a little bimbo every day in front of me. It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Finally, she stopped spanking me. I was dying to cover my throbbing cheeks, but my hands were still bound uselessly. When several seconds had passed, I realized that she actually wanted me to answer.

“I… I do get turned on a bit at times,” I cautiously admitted.

“I knew it!” she exclaimed. “When? What turns you on the most?”

I didn’t know what to say. In truth it was all of it, the dressing up, the chastity cage, the submissiveness; everything turned me on. Instead of admitting to it all, I decided to try to complement her with a partial truth. “When you act like this, strong and dominant, and when you punish me. But the dressing up can be sexy, too.”

Vanessa growled behind me and then spanked me again. “This? This turns you on?” Another loud slap on my bare cheek echoed through the room. “You like being tied up and abused? You like to feel like the weak, pathetic person that you are? Or do you just like being made to feel like a weak, helpless little slut?”

With each spank my dick throbbed harder. I was suddenly growing intensely aroused.

“You’re a disgrace!”

Spank

“You’re hopeless!”

Spank

“You’re a worthless whore!”

Spank

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. The humiliation and domination was proving too much to take. My dick surged again then exploded in my panties. Cum continued to pump out as a long breathy sigh escaped my mouth.

My body went limp with pleasure despite still feeling the pain from Vanessa’s hand. But after a couple more spanks, she stopped.

Her hand wrapped around my hair and yanked my head up from the bed. “What just happened?” she barked at me.

Too wrapped up in my euphoria, all I could do was smile in response.

“Did you just… did you just cum?” she asked in shock.

This time I just chuckled. When Vanessa threw my head back down I knew she understood my answer.

“You pitiful pervert. I can’t believe you orgasmed from getting tied up and spanked,” she said angrily. “This changes everything. I need to figure out new ways to motivate and punish you. Clearly this isn’t working. Not if you’re enjoying it.”

Her words snapped me out of my afterglow. “You mean you aren’t giving up on me? You still want me to be your maid?” I asked curiously.

Vanessa scoffed at me. “No, I’m not done with you yet,” she said. “I’ll just have to find a new way to break this horse.” She gave me another spank then covered my ass with my dress. “And when I do, I’m going to ride you hard. For now, however, I’m going to let you lay in your filth and think about what a disgraceful pervert you are and how you’re going to make up your failures to me tomorrow.”

With that she fled the room, leaving me tied up. I couldn’t help but laugh at the ridiculous situation I was in, dressed as a French maid while tied up and laying in a puddle of my own cum in the guest room of my ex-wife. I couldn’t help but laugh at how much I had enjoyed everything that had just happened.

And I couldn’t help but laugh at how much I looked forward to experiencing more of it.
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CHANGES


“So you like to feel like a dirty slut, do you?” my ex-wife Vanessa growled at me. “Then I’m going to make you feel so fucking dirty.”

It had been a week since she had last interacted with me and her sudden ferociousness was startling. During that time I had continued to do my best to be a good and diligent maid for her. I continued to shave my body regularly, dressed up in my frilly little French maid’s outfit, and worked as hard as I could to please her. But no matter what I did she seemed indifferent and cold after what had happened when she had tied me up and spanked me for disobedience. Or more specifically when I had accidentally cum in my panties from the excitement and naughtiness of the moment.

I still remembered the moment fondly, despite the pain it had left me in. It all started because she discovered that I had taken out the butt plug that I was supposed to wear as part of my uniform. She was outraged that I had broken her rule and sent me to my room while she prepared to punish me. When she arrived, she tied me down on the bed and began her discipline.

First she made sure to return the butt plug to its required location, inside my ass. Next, she began spanking my bare butt repeatedly with her leather glove clad hand. It was during her spankings that she interrogated me and discovered that I was finding the whole situation as her sissy maid to be arousing, especially her new dominant persona.

It was the truth. Dressing up and acting as her maid and servant was growing more erotic every day. The little dress, the thigh high stockings, the lingerie; how could I not be turned on? Mix that with her constant chides and humiliations and I was beginning to feel extremely naughty. When she started calling me a whore and a slut between spanks, I just couldn’t take it anymore.

That’s when I had the best orgasm of my life.

After discovering what I had done in my panties, Vanessa was outraged. She said that she would have to figure out a new way to train and control me and then she had left me tied up for what felt like hours. When she finally returned to untie me, she said nothing, and nothing is what she had said all week since then. That is until this moment.

“E-excuse me, Mistress?” I stammered in confusion.

“You heard me, maid. Answer my question,” she replied sternly as she stepped closer to me. After barely interacting with her for days, there was something different about her. I stared at her, trying to figure it out.

Her eyes were squinted with anger. Her brows furrowed with fury. Her arms were crossed with impatience. But that was all normal for her. Then I realized what it was. It wasn’t her per se, it was her outfit.

From her neck to her ankles she wore tight fitting black latex that outlined her entire body to perfection. The sleek material shined in the light over every superb curve and as I traced it down to her feet, I was in awe of the tall strapped heeled boots she wore. The combination of the all black latex suit and leather heels made her look more slender and sultry than ever. The sight made my body and dick swell with sexual desires.

“Yeah… yes, Mistress. Anything for you,” I mumbled.

My mistress chuckled wickedly. “Then I have some big plans for you, slut. I’ve finally figured out how I’m going to get the most out of my sissy maid,” she said cooly. “How I’m going to motivate you to serve me rather than your own sexual appetite.”

“Y-you do?” I asked nervously.

A diabolical grin spread across my ex-wife’s face. “I do,” she answered excitedly. “Today is going to be a very transformative day for you.”

I stared at her, trying to get a feel for what she had in mind, but I couldn’t tell. My dick was straining in its cage from the idea of being punished by her again while my mind told me to stay alert and ready for the worst. Then suddenly the first clue was revealed.

From behind her back Vanessa pulled out a thick leather strap. Without saying anything, she wrapped it around my neck and secured it snuggly. It wasn’t tight enough to constrict my breathing, but it was tight enough to tell me I was under her control. She then connected a long silver chain to the collar and gave it a firm tug, lurching my neck forward.

“What about my cleaning?” I asked her nervously, not knowing what she was about to do with me.

Vanessa dismissed my question with a wave of her hand then gave my leash another tug as she turned down the hall. “Am I not your mistress?” she said over her shoulder. “You will do as I say.”

“What are we going to do?”

She looked at me over her shoulder with a smile that reminded me of our youthful days together, when we first began exploring each other sexually; when we had first fallen in love with each other. The look filled me with lust and suddenly I was more willing to accompany Vanessa wherever she was taking me.

“We’re going to the basement,” she responded with a smirk. “I have some surprises for you.”
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SURPRISES


It had been years since I had last been in the basement. Over the many years we lived together in this house I had never spent much time in there. To be honest, the creaky wooden floors and poor lighting always gave me the creeps. I only ever went down there when I had to flip a breaker or pretend to work on the old water heater before I eventually called a plumber to fix it.

But now I was being lead down the rickety old stairs by a chain around my neck. At the bottom Vanessa turned on the dim lights and somehow, as if by magic, the door closed shut behind us. The room was cold and filled with spiderwebs hanging from every beam. I had to hope that whatever surprise Vanessa had in store for me made up for the less than desirable environment that she had lead me to.

“Kneel down,” she suddenly ordered me.

I looked deep into her eyes hoping that she would change her mind, but the fire inside never dimmed. Accepting her order, I slowly lowered myself down to the old floors until I felt the rough touch of the wood on my knees.

My mistress quickly dropped my leash and swept behind me. She pulled my right arm back and then my left. I heard the jingle of more chains and then felt cold steel slap against my wrists. I instantly knew what she had done.

“Did you just handcuff me?” I asked nervously.

“Yes,” Vanessa answered curtly. “Now be a good little maid and wait here while I go get my supplies.”

“Supplies?” I mumbled under my breath.

Whether Vanessa heard me or not, she left me as she made her way for the exit. As she did, the lights above me suddenly blinked off, plunging me into darkness.

“Oops,” she laughed as she climbed the stairs and left through the basement door.

Is this it? Is this my punishment? Is she just going to leave me alone in the darkness of this creepy old basement? Or is she actually going to come back with supplies? Actually, I’m not sure which option would be better…

Each passing second felt like an eternity as I waited for her to return. Strange sounds came from all directions, seemingly surrounding me, and each one made me more afraid to be left restrained and alone. I felt a huge relief when I finally heard the basement door creak open and light started to seep in once again.

The crashing sound of Vanessa’s high heeled boots echoed through the room to announce her arrival. The boisterous noise continued until she stopped beside me, but then it was replaced by a loud crash when a large duffle bag flopped down. I flinched in surprise and stared at the bag while Vanessa moved around to my front and turned to face me. She stared down at me with a wicked grin and her arms crossed. I felt a rush of intimidation as I wondered what she had planned for me and what was inside the bag.

“Ever since you came last weekend I have been wracking my brain as to how to best continue training you,” my mistress admitted to me. “To be honest, I’ve wasted far too much time thinking about someone as meaningless as yourself.”

A shiver surged through my body as her words began to arouse me. Every time she started humiliating me like this something sexy seemed to happen and my body was preparing for more.

“Clearly, simple punishments and emasculation won’t work for you anymore because of your pathetic perversions,” she continued. “So I needed to think of something else. Something to make you feel like even less of a man. Something to squeeze the last bit of masculinity out of you. Something to make you truly subservient.”

Her words made me tremble as the possibilities of what might come flooded my mind. “And we have to do… whatever this is here? In the creepy basement?” I asked, trying not to complain, but really not wanting to stay in this room longer than needed.

Vanessa scoffed at my question. “Your fear of this room only deepens my disgust for you, you pathetic excuse for a man,” she spat at me. “Most men would have loved to have a room such as this to set up their workshops or workout equipment, but you just trembled in your panties at the thought of anything remotely masculine.”

Everything she said rang true.

“And now you even wear panties.”

I blushed at the thought of my caged penis tucked down beneath my thong. “I wear them for you, Mistress,” I squeaked out as I hung my head in embarrassment.

Her fingers slipped into the long hairs of my brunette wig as she pet my head. After a few strokes her hand slid down to my jaw and worked up to my chin. Her index finger gently raised my head up to look at her. “Yes, you do,” she said cooly. “And you will be doing a lot more than that for me in the coming future.”

My heart was pounding in anticipation. I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to know what she was going to do to me. “Like what?” I breathed out longingly.

Vanessa’s lips curled into a smirk as she released my chin. She leisurely and deliberately crouched down before me so that her large breasts rest just before my eyes. Even under the tight black latex, her bosom looked magnificent and I yearned to touch it.

She picked up the duffle bag and then returned to standing before walking to the other side of the room. There, she set down the bag on a table. She looked back at me and giggled then turned back to the bag and slowly began unzipping it.

“Let’s begin.”
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GETTING SMALLER


My anxiety was growing uncontrollably with every passing second. When her hand reached inside the bag I thought it would never come out, as if she was torturing me with mind games. But then finally her hand was revealed.

She returned to me holding what appeared to be a small object in her hand, but in the darkness of the basement I couldn’t quite tell what it was. She came to kneel before me, her shiny latex outfit glistened in the dim light and accentuated her perfect curves, making her look sexier than ever.

She smiled at me before lowering her hands down and placing what sounded like several small objects in the floor. With her hands free, she then began by grabbing the bottom of my dress. She raised it up and tucked it under my bra, pinning it in place and displaying my tiny thong for her to see.

I heard her swipe something off of the floor and then felt her finger swoop under my thong. It pulled my panties aside and then moved to my chastity cage. Her touches made my heart race as I wondered what she would do to my dick.

To my surprise, she released it.

She unlocked my cage and let the two pieces separate. My penis slowly began to unfurl, it too surprised and uneasy by my mistress’ unexpected actions. Vanessa plucked the cage off of the head of my dick and suddenly I felt naked despite being fully clothed. Already it felt alien to not have my chastity cage on, but at the same time it gave me an odd relief to be free.

But then it dawned on me. Why was she unlocking my cage? Was she actually going to let me go? Was I done as her maid? The thought terrified me.

“You’re releasing me?” I asked hesitantly. “Are you sending me home?”

Vanessa’s eyes shot up from my dick to my eyes and she laughed. “I’m not sure which is more comical. Your tiny shriveled up penis or the thought that I would let you go,” she answered. “No. I am simply giving you a new cage. One that will better suit you.”

With that I felt the ring of my cage get pulled off, leaving no trace of the former device. She set the pieces down and picked up a new one, holding it up to me with a grin. This one was no longer black. It was pink. It was also at least half as small.

“But it’s so tiny,” I muttered in anguish.

My mistress cackled at my distress. “I just want your penis to feel more like the man you are. Small and useless.”

I felt her hands on my balls as she began to slip them through the new pink ring. My dick slowly began to plump up from her touch. The ring slid back into place and then I shivered as her cool fingers touched my penis; the first touches it had had in two weeks. Excited, it quickly began to grow in her hand.

I expected her to get upset, to slap my dick as she did the first time she placed the chastity cage around it, but she didn’t. To my delight she began stroking it.

“So easily excitable,” she giggled. “Has your small semblance of manhood missed being touched?”

“Yes,” I groaned as I closed my eyes.

Back and forth. Back and forth. She continued to stroke my throbbing cock. My erection felt harder and stronger than ever before. I was dying to feel more. To feel her warmth, her moisture.

Her hand reached down and cupped my swollen balls; they were sensitive to her touch and a little tender. “I bet you have so much cum stored up in here after a long week of dressing like a sexy sissy maid. I bet you would just love to get that out of you right now,” my ex-wife said sensually as her hand return to my cock.

I felt like I could melt into a puddle before her. After two weeks locked in a chastity cage without physical touch it was like I was experiencing everything for the first time again. Every touch felt better than the last. “Mmm. Yes. Please,” I moaned desperately.

“What an absurd desire,” Vanessa chided.

Suddenly there was a harsh slap against my straining erection. I lurched forward and groaned from the pain. I desperately wanted to grab my aching dick, but I was still unable to move my handcuffed hands.

Another loud smack echoed through the basement and made me curl up even more as I embraced the pain.

“Do you really think that I would let you cum again after your little mistake last week?” she continued. “That set my plan back too much. It’s going to be a good long while before I let you feel that again.”

My stomach churned at the news while my eager penis still throbbed excitedly. Even after the hits, it was still hungry for more of her tender touches. Mentally, however, idea of going even longer without being allowed to orgasm was causing me distress. I knew, of course, that I would have no say in the matter.

“We do have the issue of this pesky erection, however,” Vanessa said as she stood up. “I suppose I shouldn’t have teased it so much, but it was just too much fun to pass up. We’ll just have to wait for it to shrivel back up.”

Before I realized what she meant, she once again walked away and out of the basement, leaving me alone in the darkness. Again I waited for an eternity in solitude, and again I dwelled on what would happen next. Would the new chastity cage be the only change or would there be more? More specifically, would there be worse?

By the time she finally returned, my penis was once again flaccid. She quickly kneeled down before me and slipped on the small cage. With a quick turn of the key, she locked my penis up once more.

OceanofPDF.com


16


LESS OF A MAN


Icould feel my penis squished within its new, much smaller cage. When I looked down to try and see it, I could no longer see it protruding beyond my stomach.

“That’s much better,” Vanessa said approvingly as she stood up. She sauntered back to the table where her bag of surprises laid and tucked the chastity cage’s keys away inside along with my old cage. “I decided on pink so that it looked as close to skin color as possible, so you barely notice the pesky little thing,” she giggled. “Well, that and because pink is just as unmanly as you are. Do you like it?”

I looked down again, but still failed to catch a glimpse. “I can’t really see it,” I admitted.

“I guess it really is small,” she giggled. “Well, don’t worry. It’s not worth seeing anyways. Not that it ever was.” She chuckled to herself while she rooted through the bag. Her eyes lit up as she pulled out her next item.

From afar it appeared that she held a long strap, but as she approached me I could see that there was something sticking out from the middle. To my dismay, she stopped behind me so I couldn’t see what it was.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered me as she slapped my cheek.

I obeyed her command. My mouth didn’t stay open long, however. Very swiftly I saw the strap swing in front of my face and then something long and thick was shoved into my gaping hole. The object moved deep inside my mouth until I gagged. Despite my efforts to push it out with my tongue, I felt the strap tightening around my head, holding the object deep inside.

I tried to scream, to ask for help, and to break free from my binds, but my words were all muffled and my sore wrists still bound. The object filled my mouth nearly to capacity as it worked to stretch out the opening of my throat with its large, bulbous tip. Already I could feel saliva accumulating and struggling to be swallowed.

Vanessa walked into my view with her sexy smile of dominance. “This is the next item that you will be adding to your uniform,” she explained. “What better way to make you feel like less of a man than by forcing you to have a cock in your mouth at all times.”

Did she say a cock?

Confused, I started working my tongue around the object. I could feel long bumps around the sides and when I worked my tongue back enough, I thought I could feel a ridge that reminded me of the bottom of my cock head.

Is this a dildo stuffed in my mouth? What the hell is she up to now?

My eyebrows furrowed angrily as my mouth continued to struggle with the gag. Despite my pledge of obedience I wanted to scream at her. I wanted to rip the cock out of my mouth and throw it down at her feet.

But I couldn’t do any of that.

“That’s right,” she let out, clearly seeing the expression on my face. “You now have a little dick in your ass and your mouth. And you will always have them inside of you while you’re my maid.”

I gagged on the saliva building up in my throat and finally managed to clear a path for it by pushing the dildo to the side with my tongue. The gag was so tight around my head, the dildo so deep, but I was slowly beginning to manage containing my gag reflex.

“Actually, perhaps we should do a plug check to make sure you do have both of your sissy holes stuffed,” Vanessa said. She reached inside the duffle bag once more and this time pulled out a small, circular black remote. She clicked the top button and instantly sent my body into frenzy.

What is this? Is the butt plug vibrating?

As I tried to explore the new feelings inside me, Vanessa continued. She clicked another button. This time the new sensations made me gasp and spasm.

What’s it doing now?

I paused and observed. The butt plug continued to buzz from its vibrations, but every other second there was a different sound and a different feeling. I tried to relax, to loosen my sphincter. When I did, I immediately felt it.

Now it’s… thrusting? Is the butt plug fucking me?

The plug thumped inside of me, over and over. As it did, I struggled to know how to feel as a surge of strange feelings swarmed my senses. The dildo in my mouth, the vibrating and thrusting plug in my ass, these two pieces were suddenly changing everything.

“Feeling like a dirty slut yet?” my mistress laughed. “I’m just going to love seeing you prance around with your two holes stuffed with cock.”

I let out a muffled moan, trying to tell her that she was asking too much of me with this request, but my attempt fell unheard.

“Don’t worry, dear. You will get used to the feeling soon enough. The funny thing is that they’re both probably close to your old size. So once you do grow used to them you will learn how small and disappointing they really are.”

Vanessa laughed out again as she strutted back towards me. Her hand reached around my head and I felt her fumbling with the straps. To my relief she unhooked them and let the gag slip out of my mouth. “That’s probably enough for now though,” she said as she returned to the table and set down the gag. “That’s enough of this, too.”

This time, to my disappointment, she clicking another button on the remote and turned off the butt plug. Feeling it idle inside me made me realize how much I had liked the buzzing sensations. I missed them already.

“Now to properly make use of that mouth of yours.”
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SUCKING


“Are you ready for more?” my ex-wife asked me, sensually. “I’m going to show you what a real man’s cock looks like.”

She reached back into her bag and pulled out a long, thick penis shaped dildo. The shaft extended out well past her hand that held it and it jiggled as she turned it towards me to see.

“This,” she started. “This is what I have come to experience after leaving you. This is what I’ve needed to finally feel pleasure. This is what I’ve needed my entire life!” The point of her heeled boot raised up and tapped my caged dick. “This sorry excuse for manhood is what you cursed me with for far too long.”

She flicked my dick with her heel and then stomped her foot to the ground. Her arm stretched out until the large dildo dangled in front of my face. My head jerked back, trying to keep it away, but Vanessa pushed it forward, letting it hit my face. I squinted in frustration as she swatted my cheeks with the tip of the long penis.

Is she just trying to be annoying now? Why can’t I just go back to work?

“Come on, slut. Open up,” she suddenly said, catching me off guard.

“Huh?” I let out as I looked up at her in shock.

“You heard me. Open up and take my meaty cock. I want you to really learn what a real man’s cock is like.”

“Y-you do?” I stammered. “But why?”

Vanessa crossed her arms angrily at me. “Are you questioning me, maid? I told you I was going to make you feel like a dirty slut and I intend to do just that. Now stop your talking and suck my cock!”

My focus returned to the dildo before me. It no longer just looked annoying, it was now intimidating. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to get much of it in my mouth and even if I did, I didn’t think I would know what to do with it. I nervously gulped as my heart began to thump in my chest.

Several seconds passed before my mistress began growing more annoyed. Finally, she seemed to snap and reached downward. She grasped the end of my leash and wrapped it around her hand several times to shorten the chain.

“You’re not going to find it nearly as fun if I have to make you do it,” she growled angrily.

That was when I finally accepted my fate. I needed to do as I was told. Staring into her eyes, I moved myself into position with the tip of the dildo perched just in front of my lips. And then I let it inside.

My jaw had to open wider to fully accept the thick cock. It slowly slid inside, displacing my breath as it went. As the dildo ran along my tongue, I could tell that it had more texture and realistic features than the gag did. The feeling of the large head and thick veins inside me made me imagine that it was actually a real man’s cock in my mouth. Surprisingly, my dick began to squirm.

“That’s it, now keep going. Suck it,” Vanessa said as she gave my leash a shake.

I pulled the dick back and then pushed my mouth back over it again. My eyes gazed at the long shaft protruding out of me despite my mouth feeling stuffed. I couldn’t believe how big it was; it made my tiny caged dick feel more worthless than ever.

“That’s a good cock slut. Keep going!”

I continued to obey, letting the cock move back and forth within me. My jaw relaxed and opened wider to allow more of the dildo inside. The more that entered me, the more that I wanted. With each pass I could feel my dick squirming within its cage, oddly growing excited by the scenario that was playing out.

Am I actually turned on by this?

My arousal was confusing, but also intoxicating. I wanted to explore it more. I needed to explore it more.

So I did.

“Yeah, that’s it,” grunted my mistress. “Suck my cock, whore.”

Her words invigorated me. My hand reached up and grabbed the shaft. My eyes closed. My chest began heaving more with each suck. My tongue began lapping the dildo.

I couldn’t believe how much I was getting into it, how much my dick was reacting to it.

“Mmm,” I moaned unexpectedly.

My eyes shot open and caught Vanessa staring at me. Her eyes were lit up with amazement, her smirk plastered across her face. She had clearly heard my pleasure.

“You actually like this, don’t you? You really are a dirty cock slut!” she gasped excitedly.

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to think. Most importantly, I didn’t want to stop sucking so I could answer.

“That’s okay, you don’t need to answer me,” Vanessa said after a moment. “Your actions speak for you. Maybe we should spice things up a little bit though.”

I heard a faint click and then felt a passion explode within me. Vanessa had turned my butt plug back on.

The plug started vibrating and thrusting within me as I continued sucking my mistress’ cock. Lust was quickly building up to a nearly uncontrollable level. I was ravenous. I wanted to touch my dick so badly.

I tried to reach around to touch myself, but my wrists were still cuffed together. It was so frustrating to feel such pleasure coming from my mouth, my ass, and my mind, but to not be able to give myself the pleasure that I truly wanted most.

As I continued, my passion built more and more. It reminded me of the feeling I had a week ago when I was tied up on my bed and Vanessa was spanking and humiliating me.

“I guess we finally found something that you’re good at. Sucking cock,” Vanessa laughed. “I’ll have to find a way to make use of your eagerness for dick.”

Her jab was all I could take. My dick surged then exploded. I groaned loudly despite my mouth still filled with cock, as I felt each pump of cum send pleasure throughout my body.

When I was finally done I let the dildo slide out of my mouth and wiped the drool away as I gazed back at Vanessa. Rage filled her eyes as she glared at me.

“You pathetic piece of shit,” she yelled at me as she yanked my leash, pulling my head closer to hers.

I suddenly had a feeling that my day was not yet done.
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CLEAN UP


“Look at my heels! You’ve ruined them with your filthy seed!” Vanessa shouted at me.

My focus shot down to her knee high heeled boots. I instantly saw what she was talking about. My cum had shot out further than expected and landed on her sleek black heels.

“I-I’m sorry,” I squeaked out nervously. “Should I get something to clean them with?”

“We don’t have time for that,” my mistress growled. “You need to get your filth off of them. Now!”

I began to panic. I didn’t know what to do. My hands were still tied and I had no means with which to do what my mistress had requested of me.

“But I can’t. Not with my arms still cuffed,” I replied meekly.

Vanessa groaned at my answer and let out a deep sigh. “Do I really need to tell you everything?” she let out. “Use your tongue. Lick it off, sissy!”

My eyes bulged open in shock as she shoved my leashed neck down towards her boot. Closer, I noticed glob of cum beginning to drip down her pointed heel.

She wants me to what?

“I-I…” I began to stammer, not knowing what I could say that wouldn’t piss her off.

“I nothing!” she bellowed and she again pushed my head closer. “That wasn’t a suggestion, it was an order and you best obey!”

I knew she was right. I knew that I needed to do what she told me. But how could I? How could I lick up cum?

I can’t think of it like that. It’s nothing bad, it’s nothing wrong, it’s what my mistress demands of me and that’s all that matters.

I slowly leaned closer, an awkward feat with my arms still bound behind my back. My mouth opened and my tongue poked out as I grew closer to contact. But before I could initiate myself, Vanessa decided to help me.

She dropped the leash and stood up tall beside me. Then I suddenly felt her strong heeled foot on the back of my head as she pushed down on it. My head flew forward and my tongue made contact with the puddle of cum.

Instinctually, I grimaced at the bitter taste. I wanted to pull away, to gag and cleanse myself, but I knew that I couldn’t. Instead, I gave it a big lick as I tried to lap it up.

“There you go, that’s a good sissy,” Vanessa said above me as she watched. “Try slurping it now.”

As instructed, I pursed my lips and pressed them against the cum. I sucked in to slurp my seed up from her shoe and choked the load down, trying not to let her see my distaste for her order.

“Almost done. Now lick it clean. Get every last drop.”

My tongue began licking her boot again with long strokes. Over and over again I licked, trying to get every last bit of cum. When I thought I had it all, I looked back up at my mistress. To my surprise, she looked displeased.

“Now my boot looks off. Half of it is wet and the other dry. Fix that.”

I instantly knew what she meant. She wanted me to lick the rest of her boot. I gave her a nod and returned down to her foot. My tongue worked its way around the rest of the boot, making sure to cover every last bit.

I can’t believe I’m licking her shoes. A couple of weeks ago this would have been completely humiliating, but now… now it’s practically par for the course. Now it’s actually really arousing.

After my final lick I looked back up at Vanessa. She still looked unhappy.

“Now my two boots look different. Fix that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I let out as I bowed back down to work on her other shoe.

As I worked on cleaning her boot, she began to laugh above me. “To think that I could get you to lick my shoes in just a couple of weeks. I can’t believe how many years I wasted letting you be you. If only I had known how truly weak and controllable you were… My life could have been completely different,” she reflected. “But I suppose the past is the past and it’s not worth dwelling on. I have you under my control now and that’s what matters. Now I can really start molding you into the perfect partner. Now I can really make you do my bidding.”

When I finished I looked back up at her. “What else would you have me do, Mistress?” I asked curiously.

Vanessa chuckled at my eagerness and then rolled her eyes. “Nothing now. I’m done with you today. I think I’ve accomplished my goal for today, haven’t I?” she said.

I tried to think back over the day to reflect on what she had told me and what had just happened. I remembered having my chastity cage replaced with a smaller one. I remembered enjoying the butt plug vibrating inside of me. I remembered having the dildo gag in my mouth. I remembered sucking her realistic dildo and cumming as I did. I remembered enjoying it all.

Then I remembered how she said she wanted to emasculate me and make me feel like even less of a man. She wanted me to feel like a sissy.

“You have definitely made me feel like less of a man, Mistress,” I answered truthfully.

“Very good,” she said. She walked behind me and pulled me up to my feet using my handcuffed wrists. Finally, she unlocked the cuffs and unhooked my collar. “You may return to your normal work now. I’m tired of seeing your pathetic face.”

I turned around and gave her a bow. “Yes, Mistress,” I said before starting my way out of the basement. After a few steps I stopped and turned back around. “Mistress? I believe I need my gag to complete my uniform.”

Vanessa’s eyebrows raised in surprise. “Yes. Yes you do,” she let out. She walked over and handed me the long leather strap with the gag dangling from it. “Make sure you put it on tightly. I don’t want to catch you cheating on your assignment.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I replied.

With that, I inserted the gag into my mouth and tightly wrapped it around my head. The dildo flew into the back of my throat and I fought off the urge to gag as I continued out of the basement. As I left, I felt a surge of pride that I had impressed my mistress.

I also felt a flood of hope. Hope that Vanessa might come back with something even more arousing the next time she wanted to teach me a lesson. Hope that whatever it was would give me another amazing orgasm.

Until then, I knew that there was only one way to ensure I received anything from my mistress. By serving her the best that I could.

I would do exactly that.
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TEASES


Vanessa strutted towards me, her wet, naked body glistening in the bright lights of the bathroom. Her hand reached my way, sending surges of lust through my body. I wanted her to touch me so badly. I wanted to feel her naked flesh against mine. I needed her desperately.

But she wouldn’t let me have her.

My dick throbbed in my new nub of a chastity cage that my ex-wife had put on me a month ago, the same day I had last been able to cum. Before that day I had only ever lasted a week without cumming and that had been a struggle. Now that I was at a month, I felt a new type of pain and anguish. Now I was desperate and willing to do anything to find my relief. Unfortunately, Vanessa knew this and made sure that I wouldn’t receive my pleasure until she wanted me to have it.

Every day was more of a struggle. I would wake up in the morning to my dick straining vigorously in my chastity cage, trying to grow hard. I would get started with my day by dressing in my maid’s uniform, building my arousal. Then I would push my butt plug in and insert my dildo gag, both requirements of my uniform and both causing my arousal to multiply. Once prepared, I would finally begin my day of sissy servitude to my mistress, already feeling the discomfort being highly turned on while having my penis denied its desired erection.

To add salt to the wound, the feeling of denial was arousing as well. It was a twisted web of eroticism which was only made worse when Vanessa would approach me. She oozed with dominance and power which had become a massive turn on for me. It seemed like every day she found new ways to tease and torment me. Her latest was happening now as she made me hold her towel for her while she showered.

Watching her perfect, naked body sparkle in the shower as she ran her hands all over herself was maddening. She loved to put on a show, fondling her breasts and rubbing the full lips of her pussy directly in my view. Seeing her shower made me crave her so much. It made me long to remember how it felt when we used to have sex, even if just for a second.

The only thing worse than watching her in the shower was when she came out. Witnessing her step out dripping with water as she approached me made my heart race and my penis swell. I tried my best not to stare at her perky teardrop breasts or her sultry slit between her legs. I tried to remain respectful of my mistress. But it was so hard, especially when I knew she wanted me to look. She wanted to torment me and make me desire her. She wanted to rub my face in what I couldn’t have.

This time, as she took the towel from me and loosely wrapped it around her body, I felt beyond tortured. My dick was pushing fiercely against my cage inside of my panties, trying harder than ever to get erect, but once again failing.

“Thank you, maid,” she told me with a smile. “It feels so good to get a fresh shave. Especially before a big night.”

I tried not to show a reaction, but I couldn’t help but be surprised by her news. “Big night?” I asked, trying to sound calm.

Vanessa winked at me as she turned towards the bathroom sink. “Oh, did I not tell you?” she asked coyly. “I have a special guest coming over tonight. We’re going to have a few drinks and use the hot tub.”

“O-oh,” I croaked, nervously.

I watched as Vanessa picked up her hair dryer and began drying her hair while I considered what she had just said. Over the last six weeks that I had been Vanessa’s maid she hadn’t had anyone over; it hadn’t been on my radar as a possibility. I suddenly wondered who it was and what I would do while they were here. I needed to find out.

“I suppose you will want me to hide in my room while your guest is here,” I inquired, hoping to find out more about the night’s events.

Vanessa turned her hair dryer off and looked at me through her mirror. She had an amused look on her face. “If you were hiding from us then who would be serving us drinks and snacks?” she replied. “Don’t be silly. You’re going to be an integral part of this night.”

My stomach churned at her answer. It was not what I had wanted to hear.

Someone else is going to see me like this? What if it’s someone I know? What will they think? What if they tell everyone else?

My heart started racing, panicked from worst case scenarios flooding my mind. I didn’t think I could handle this night. I needed to find a way to get out of it.

“What if I had everything prepared prior to their arrival?” I asked. “Surely you don’t want me around distracting from your conversations.”

My mistress laughed at my suggestion. “I have a feeling that you will be heavily talked about tonight. No, I think you will stay late tonight, maid. End of discussion.”

I gritted my teeth anxiously as I again began to imagine the terror that awaited me. I tried to think of another excuse, another way to get out of being part of her plans, but I knew there was nothing that would get me out. Not if that’s what she wanted.

Resigned to the idea, I let out a quiet sigh and smiled at her. “Yes, Mistress. Of course,” I told her.

“Very good. The house is already in good shape so why don’t you go fix some snacks and prepare the drinks while I get ready.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“When you’re done, please come back here,” she added. “Then I’ll help you get dressed in your outfit.”
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NEW OUTFIT


New outfit? Did she say that I would be wearing a new outfit tonight?

As I made my way to the kitchen to prepare for my mistress’ guest, I couldn’t stop thinking about her last words to me. Not only would I be meeting this guest, but I would be wearing a new, surprise outfit. The thought was terrifying.

Is she doing this to punish me? Humiliate me? Maybe she just wants to test my obedience and devotion to her?

Whatever the reason, I had agreed and I would have to play my part in it, no matter what clothes she had planned for me. Even knowing that, I still struggled to think once I was in the kitchen, but eventually I managed to plan a mixed drink and set out some small appetizers for the night. Then, it was time to return to my mistress.

Back in her bedroom I was surprised to find Vanessa digging through her closet wearing nothing but a skimpy hot pink thong bikini. The top was also pink and the straps crossed over her chest and back. The bottom was practically nonexistent; the thong was swallowed by her perky, round butt cheeks and the front was just barely wide enough to cover her pussy. It definitely made me wonder what type of guest she had coming over.

“Oh, wow,” I let out. “You look lovely, Mistress.”

She turned to face me and smiled, her perfectly painted face further amplified her beauty. “Why thank you,” she beamed. “Don’t you just love how this bikini makes my ass pop?”

“Y-yes,” I replied, practically drooling as I stared at her plump ass again.

“I think you will be pleased with yours as well,” she continued. “It’s on the bed. Why don’t you get undressed and put it on.”

My eyes bulged in shock.

Did she just imply that I would be wearing a bikini, too? There’s no way I could pull that off, especially next to her!

I slowly turned around and looked at her bed. There, to my dismay, was a small black bikini, just as my mistress has said there would be.

I felt lightheaded as I gazed at the swimsuit. It was so small, so feminine, so not appropriate for me to wear. But at the same time, actually seeing my tiny bikini made me incredibly aroused. The idea of wearing it was so naughty, so sexy, so intoxicating.

Can I really do this? If it weren’t for this guest coming then I would say yes, but for someone to meet me for the first time dressed in that… Ugh, I wish I knew who it was!

Despite my apprehension, my curiosity to wear the new outfit and my obedience to my mistress won out. I began taking off my maid uniform, removing my dress, bra, stockings, and thong so that I was naked other than my tiny pink chastity cage, butt plug, and brunette wig.

“Shall I keep my plug in, Mistress?” I asked Vanessa.

Vanessa considered for a moment and then nodded. “Yes,” she said curtly.

I nodded and then reached for the bikini. I started with the bottoms. They were sleek, shiny, and black with strings connecting the front and back. As I pulled them on, the rear slipped nicely into my asscrack, making my butt feel more full and feminine.

Next, I grabbed the top. I held it against my chest and then quickly grabbed the sides and pulled it around my back to connect the hooks. Similar to my bra, the bikini top had padding which pushed up my chest and helped me fill the cups. I tied the top straps around my neck to complete my new outfit.

I had yet to see how I looked, but I felt amazing. I felt sexier than I ever had.

“Mmm, not bad,” Vanessa let out as she checked me out. “But I think you have a couple of little problems.”

“I do?” I blushed as I looked down at my outfit.

Vanessa laughed and pointed to both sides of my bikini bottom. “I can see a tiny bulge from your cage and another from your butt plug,” she answered.

My cheeks burned fiercer. “O-oh,” I let out in embarrassment.

She returned to her closet and reached into the back. From there she pulled out a thin sheer blue fabric which she handed to me. “Wrap this around yourself. It won’t completely hide things, but it should help distract,” she instructed me.

I accepted the wrap and quickly tied it around my waist. It gave me an added sexual flare which I liked even more.

“That’s better,” Vanessa said. “Now come sit down so I can do your makeup.”

“Makeup?” I blurted out.

“Yes. I can’t have you looking like… that,” she said as she gestured at my face.

My lust for my outfit diminished from her words, but they also motivated me to sit down and let her doll me up. I hurried over to her vanity and got in position as she had instructed. There, she began painting my face with creams, powders, brushes, and more. With each application, I witnessed my former self disappear as someone new was born. When she was done, we were both in awe by the completed transformation.

“I look like someone else,” I gasped as I touched my cheek to make sure it was really me looking back in the mirror.

“You do,” Vanessa agreed. “You know, that actually makes me think that you should have a new, more appropriate name. Then we can finally get rid of the last bit of Lawrence the Loser.”

It felt weird to hear that she wanted to completely eliminate the person I had been my entire life, but there was no doubt that in the last six weeks I had become someone else. Perhaps this was a needed change. Perhaps this was my destiny.

“Okay,” I said. “But what name?”

Vanessa tapped her index finger on her chin as she considered. Then a spark lit up in her eyes and a smirk spread across her face. “I know the perfect name,” she said excitedly. “Goodbye, Lawerence and hello, Laura.”

“Laura…” I breathed out to test how it sounded. “I love it.”

“Excellent,” Vanessa remarked. “Well, Laura. It’s time for you to stop hiding from the world. Are you ready to make your first friend?”
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VISITOR


Vanessa and I went into the kitchen to await the arrival of her guest. I made us each a cocktail while we waited. I was glad to have some help easing my nerves.

I can’t believe someone is going to see me like this! It feels so wrong… but damnit does it also feel so right!

The whole time I couldn’t help but keep my eyes on Vanessa. She had put on a matching pink satin robe over her pink bikini to make herself look elegant and somehow even sexier in her skimpy outfit. Seeing her float around with her robe tailing behind her made me wonder what role I would play in her night. Would I just be serving their food and drinks or would I be holding the towels for her and her guest while they enjoyed their hot tub time? Or perhaps she was serious about me making a friend and I would actually be part of their plans.

I had no idea and no matter how much I asked, Vanessa’s lips were sealed. She was enjoying my torment too much to reveal her plans.

When alas there was a knock on the front door, my nerves exploded. Even with the liquor warming my body, I didn’t feel remotely prepared for what was about to happen.

“Coming!” Vanessa shouted eagerly as she hurried to get the door.

As I heard the door open I wanted to hide. I wanted to get away and not be seen. I didn’t think I could do this. But then I froze.

“Hey there, beautiful,” said a man’s voice from outside.

A man? She invited a man over? Who the hell is this guy? What’s his business with Vanessa?

Now I was torn. I didn’t want to be seen by anyone, but somehow it being a strange man rather than one of my ex-wife’s old girl friends made this less worse. I was also deathly curious as to who this guy was and why he was here.

My teeth gritted, my legs jittered. I tried to think of what to do. I took another swig of alcohol and felt better, but then it was too late. Footsteps started filling the hall and I knew that Vanessa and her guest were on their way.

Shit, shit, shit!

I saw a flash of pink light as Vanessa entered the kitchen. She was followed by a tan and blue blur. Soon, the colors settled before me on the other side of the island kitchen. I first saw Vanessa, staring at me with a pleased smile. She was leaning over with her breasts provocatively perched on the counter before me. Beside her was a tall, tan, chiseled man with dark brown hair and a perfectly squared jawline. He wore a white linen button up shirt above his blue swim trunks and he couldn’t keep his eyes off of Vanessa. Especially her ass.

I’ve never seen this guy before. He’s so good looking… I know I’d remember him if I had met him before.

With all the attention he was paying my ex-wife, I wasn’t sure if he had even noticed me yet. But it was that same attention that made me question his motives. What were his intentions with my ex?

“Laura, please meet Evan, my guest,” Vanessa said to me with a beaming smile.

Evan finally turned and noticed me. He flashed me his natural, handsome smile though I saw a flicker in his eyes that told me he was unsure about me. “Hi, nice to meet you,” he told me, his voice deep and manly, the opposite of mine. He turned back to Vanessa and added, “This is your, uhh…”

She cut him off before he could finish. “That’s right,” she said curtly. “This is my old friend. The one I told you about.”

Evan’s eyes squinted as he now seemed to look at me in a new light. His gaze pierced through me, making me feel vulnerable. Did he know who I really was? What I really was? I couldn’t tell.

“Huh. Alright,” he finally shrugged indifferently.

I took another sip of my drink as I felt my dick swelling up in my chastity cage. There was something about receiving this kind of focused attention from someone new that was heavily erotic. My breathing was growing heavy, my heart fluttering like an excited school girl.

I can’t believe how I feel right now. I should feel terrified, not turned on!

“Laura? Shouldn’t you be offering our guest a drink?” Vanessa said, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Oh, yes, of course,” I let out, trying to use my girliest voice as Vanessa had suggested earlier.

I quickly got to work making another round of drinks for the three of us. I was glad to have something to busy myself with and distract me from these strange new feelings.

“This color looks amazing on you, babe,” I heard Evan say behind me.

Babe? Did he call her babe?

Vanessa giggled. “Thank you, I bought this especially for you,” she said softly. “You’re looking pretty tasty yourself. Although I think it’s a little unfair that you’re wearing so much more clothes than me!”

She wants him to undress?

“You’re right. How ungentlemanly of me to be so overdressed around you. Let me correct that,” Evan replied.

I turned around with drinks in hand just in time to see Evan removing his shirt. My jaw dropped when I saw his hard, hairless chest and his six pack abs.

How could I ever compete with someone like this? This is a real man. I could never be like him.

“Mmm,” Vanessa moaned as she ran her finger down his abs. “Delicious.”

I stopped dead in my tracks at the sight, not knowing what to do and feeling like a squeaky third wheel. Eventually Vanessa turned to me and asked, “Are those for us?”

I shook my head to break my eyes free from Evan’s perfect physique and then tried to smile at her as I handed each of them a drink. “Yes. I-I hope you enjoy them,” I stammered.

They each took their glasses and then looked at each other. Vanessa gave Evan a sultry smile and then raised her glass towards him. “I have a feeling that we will be enjoying a lot more than drinks tonight,” she said.

OceanofPDF.com


22


HOT TUB


Iwatched as Evan and Vanessa sipped their drinks, their eyes still locked on each other. Their intense gazes made me feel like a pathetic and meek which I imagined was how Vanessa wanted me to feel in this situation.

But still, there was something strange about watching them talk and touch. When Vanessa talked to him in her sexy and provocative voice, the one she used to use with me, I felt goosebumps. When Evan laughed heartily in response and softly placed his hand on hers, I felt flush with fervor. I hated watching this play out in front of me, but at the same time I couldn’t look away nor did I want to.

“You really are too much, Evan,” Vanessa let out as she began running her finger up and down his arm. “Maybe we should take this conversation elsewhere. Are you ready for a little dip in the hot tub?”

Evan laughed in response. “Do I finally get to see you without that robe on?” he said smugly. “If so, then count me in.”

Vanessa turned her back towards him then gave him a vixenish look over her shoulder. As she walked away she threw her arms back and let her robe flutter to the ground behind her, revealing her perky ass bouncing between her thong bikini as she made her way outside. Evan grunted hungrily as he chased after her, leaving me alone and confused.

Am I supposed to follow them or is my part done? I don’t want to get in trouble by staying inside if I’m supposed to be with them… but I’m also not sure I want to see any more of this.

As I imagined what Evan wanted to do to my ex-wife, I felt my caged cock throb beneath my tight bikini bottom. Suddenly I began to imagine him sweeping behind me and wrapping his large, masculine hands around my smooth, hairless body. I imagined them running over my body, grabbing my chest and slowly trickling down to my crotch. I felt his hand glide down my bikini, over my tucked dick, making it squirm from his lustful touches. I could feel my asshole tightening around my butt plug, enjoying the pleasure of being filled as my imagination ran wild.

The images were so wrong, so confusing, so naughty. But I loved them.

Maybe I should at least go check on them to make sure they don’t need me.

I grabbed a tray of snacks and swiftly made for the backdoor. As I reached the patio, the air was filled with joyful laughter. I had a feeling that I would be interrupting a special moment between the two of them, but I didn’t care.

“Mistress,” I started to say but cut myself off bashfully. “Er, umm, Vanessa. I’ve brought you both some snacks.”

“Oh, perfect. Thank you, Laura,” she answered as she turned to face me from within the hot tub. “I’m going to need a lot of energy for tonight.”

Evan chuckled as he stretched his large, muscular arms out to the side and casually placed one around my ex-wife. The sight was aggravating and I wanted to slap his hand away, but instead I proceeded to take Vanessa’s attention away with my tray of cheese and crackers.

“Delicious,” she mumbled with a mouth full of food while Evan politely declined while looking annoyed.

“Is there anything else you two need?” I asked, hoping she would say yes and I could have another reason to interrupt them again.

“Actually, yes,” she answered as she wiped the crumbs from her lips. “You.”

My heart started pounding fiercely. “Excuse me?”

“I need you to get in here, with us,” she said nonchalantly, as if it wasn’t a crazy idea. “Come hop inside. There’s plenty of room.”

Evan’s eyebrows furrowed angrily at the idea, but he tried to hide it by looking away. There was no doubting that he was quickly growing tired of my presence, however.

“I… I don’t know. Maybe I should go make you both some new drinks,” I stammered nervously.

“Nonsense. I already have enough of a buzz,” my mistress said dismissively. “Don’t make me tell you again, Laura.” Her tone was playful, but with an underlying sternness that told me she was serious. With that I knew there was no escaping.

“O-okay…” I set the snacks down and removed my wrap. Hesitantly, I climbed the steps up to the hot tub, feeling exposed with both of their glances glued on me in my little bikini. Evan grimaced while Vanessa gave me a playful smile. I had a feeling it was about to get very awkward, but I had no choice. Quickly, I hopped inside the tub and took a seat across from both of them.

“See? Isn’t this nice?” Vanessa asked.

“I guess so,” I muttered as I slumped down to hide my body under the water’s surface.

I can’t believe I’m in the hot tub dressed like this with my ex-wife and some strange man. This is all so crazy.

“This hot tub has been here for so long, but has barely ever been used,” Vanessa told Evan. “It’s a shame really. There’s so much fun that can happen inside of a hot tub.”

“Really? Like what?” Evan asked sensually.

Vanessa giggled as her body turned towards him. “Oh? Would you like to find out?”

My dick was coming to life from her provocative tone, even though my mind had a feeling that it knew where she was going with her conversation.

“Yes,” Evan replied cooly. “I’m definitely up for some fun with you.”

Suddenly their heads collided in a passionate kiss. Their lips smacked loudly as they pressed into each other over and over again. I stared wild eyed in disbelief as it happened.

I had a feeling this was a date, but I never thought she would actually do anything with him. At least not in front of me…

My stomach twisted as I continued to watch their lusty kisses. I could see their tongues darting back and forth as they danced a sweet, saliva-filled tango. To my surprise, the more I watched, the more my penis plumped excitedly.

Finally, their lips separated, although a line of drool kept them connected as they parted. Vanessa bit her lip as her breasts heaved. Evan had a wicked grin on his face as he continued to stare at my ex-wife with a heated desire.

As she caught her breath, Vanessa’s eyes turned towards me and she smirked. Her hands disappeared underwater and then something else popped up.

Floating on top of the water was now her pink bikini bottoms.

“Whoops!” Vanessa giggled.
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HOT WIFE


My eyes bulged at the sight of Vanessa’s bottoms floating atop the hot tub. They shot open even more when I saw her carelessly grab them and toss them over her shoulder, letting them land far away from the tub.

What is she doing! She’s practically naked in front of him… and me!

Her hands drifted to her back and started fumbling around. Before I knew it, her breasts were bobbing in the water and her top was flying behind her.

Now she is naked!

Seeing her breasts just peaking out of the hot, bubbly water was entrancing. My dick tingled with desire as I watched them float before me. But still, the fact that she was now naked in front of this other man was unnerving. Why him? Why now? Why like this?

Is this her teaching me a lesson? Why is she doing this?

Whatever her reasons, I didn’t like them. Despite our new relationship and despite being locked in a chastity cage, I still held out hope that one day we might be intimate once more. While the chances of being husband and wife again seemed slim, I didn’t see a reason why we might not rejoin as lovers for at least one lonely night.

But Vanessa clearly wasn’t lonely. She clearly had many very attractive suitors. Unlike myself.

“Are you both going to let me be the only naked one here?” Vanessa said with a feigned hurt.

I looked over at Evan who was grinning like an idiot as he blatantly stared at my ex-wife’s tits. When he heard her challenge, he began to eagerly rip off his swim trunks. Like her, he tossed them out of the hot tub, leaving him naked beside my ex.

The bubbling water kept his naked lower half covered from sight, but that didn’t stop me from knowing what was beneath the surface. That didn’t stop me from growing even more aroused by the scene playing out before me.

“Now we’re talking,” Vanessa said excitedly as Evan chuckled. “What about you Laura? Are you going to join in on the fun?”

I shook my head vigorously, turning down her invitation. I still didn’t know what she had told Evan about me, but even if he knew, I didn’t want him seeing what was beneath my bikini.

My mistress shrugged at my response and said, “Your loss.”

Several moments passed as we all stared at one another, wondering what would happen next. Then, as usual, Vanessa broke the ice. “You know what? I’m actually feeling a little nippy now,” she said as she rubbed her arms to warm herself up.

My ears perked up at her words, knowing that this was my chance to help her. “Would you like me to wrap a towel around you?” I asked.

“A towel? No, I’m not ready to get out yet,” she answered dismissively. “What I need wrapped around me is a strong set of arms.”

She giggled while my heart plummeted into my stomach. I knew exactly what she meant and so did Evan. He reached his big pawed hand around her and grabbed her tightly, pulling her closer.

“Maybe you’ll feel better on my lap,” he said suavely.

“Mmm,” moaned Vanessa playfully. “I really like that idea. Then I could warm you up nicely, too.”

I watched as she stood up and repositioned herself over Evan’s lap. As she leaned forward the water from her breasts splashed me. Her hands reached behind and beneath her. I wasn’t quite sure what she was doing until she began to lower herself down and she let out a pleasureful groan.

Her groan grew louder as she slowly sat down. When she was finally on his lap, she seemed out of breath as her chest heaved and caused her breasts to create tiny ripples in the water.

Evan reached around and grabbed her large breasts with his even bigger hands, hiding them from my view. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Never in my wildest dreams could I have imagined watching Vanessa, my wife and lover of so many years, being touched like this by another man.

But then I looked down at myself. I saw the bikini straps going down to my chest where my flabby body gave me a semblance of real breasts. I felt the tiny chastity cage holding in my pathetic dick. And I felt the butt plug filling my sissy hole. Evan wasn’t another man. He was actually a man. A real man. He was what Vanessa deserved.

“This is so much better,” Vanessa let out as she started grinding her ass on Evan’s lap. “I almost didn’t think I could fit on your enormous lap, Evan,” she laughed.

“I’ve been told that you get used to the size,” he replied, grinning with pride.

Vanessa grinned back. “I’m sure I will… in time.”

She’s really doing what I think she’s doing, isn’t she? She’s fucking this man right in front of me!

Another groan escaped Vanessa as her hips began thrusting more passionately all but confirmed my theory. My ex-wife was fucking a man just feet away from me.

Her eyes opened and looked at me from across the hot tub. She smiled and gave me a wink as she breathed out, “It’s so nice to finally have a real man around. There’s just been too much feminine energy around with just Laura and I here.”

Evan brushed her long brown hair aside to expose her neck. He gave it two tender kisses and then growled, “I’ll be all the man that you need.”

His lips returned to her neck while Vanessa breathed out a long, pleasing sigh. I could suddenly tell from the movements of his upper body and strong shoulders that he was now thrusting his cock inside of her.

Watching them fuck before me made me feel helpless and out of place. I didn’t deserve to be here watching this, but at the same time I knew that I did. After all, this is what my mistress wanted of me.

Vanessa continued to grind passionately. Evan continued to thrust hungrily. The two shared their bodies generously, Evan running his meaty hands all over Vanessa’s naked body and Vanessa inviting his cock into her warm pussy. There was nothing I could do but watch them give each other the pleasure they both yearned for.

“Come here, Laura,” Vanessa soon said to me, nodding her head to the seat next to her.

As I slowly scooted over, the splashes of their movements grew more intense. Vanessa started bouncing on Evan’s lap while he grunted and thrusted his cock harder into her. Sweat was beading on their foreheads from the heat of the hot tub mixing with the heat from their ravenous bodies.

My mistress motioned for me to come closer until I was right next to them, hearing every sound they made. As I settled in place I felt her hand on my thigh. Her fingers crept upward to my crotch until they discovered my bikini. Then they worked their way down until they found my caged penis tucked between my legs.

She continued her bouncing and moaning on Evan’s cock, but was now rubbing my chastity cage with her every movement. Her hand greedily consumed my small dick, making it strain hard against the cage in its failed attempts to grow erect. Her touches felt so good and almost made me forget that she was fucking a man next to me.

I longed to lean over and kiss her, to touch and feel her. Those feelings amplified when she extended her lips towards me. But instead of kissing me her face nuzzled next to my ear. Her mouth softly moaned with each breath, and then she whispered, “Do you see now why you were never a real man? Do you see what a man really looks like? How a man really acts around a woman like me.”

“Yes,” I groaned, the pleasure beneath my bikini surging from her humiliation of me.

“You’ve never deserved to call yourself a man,” she added. “Especially not now. Now you’re nothing but my submissive sissy, living to serve and obey my every need and desire.” She started to laugh, but it was interrupted by a fierce thrust by Evan. “Tell me. Tell me what you are.”

“I-I’m your sissy,” I breathed out.

“And what is your new role in life?”

“I live to serve and obey you.”

Vanessa snickered. “Not just me, but my men, too. Each one that I bring home will be a reminder to you. A reminder of what you now are and why you owe me for wasting so much of my life.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

Suddenly her mouth shot open and her back arched. A loud guttural groan bellowed out of her open mouth and I knew that she was orgasming. The sound was so sexy, so sensuous. My dick was going crazy at the sound of her audible pleasure.

Behind her, Evan started grunting, too. Their movements gradually came to a stop while they both panted in euphoria.

To my dismay, Vanessa’s hand left my dick as well. It came out of the water and gently patted my cheek. She gave me an open mouthed smile as she caught her breath then said, “Now be a good sissy and fetch us another round of drinks. We need to recharge before we go again.”

My dick pulsed at the thought of watching them fuck again. I hoped that she would once again touch me while they touched themselves. “Yes, Mistress, of course.”

I quickly climbed out of the pool and hurried back inside, excited to obey my mistress and to help refuel her for the pleasure that awaited. The whole way inside the tension in my chastity cage was unceasing. I couldn’t believe how aroused I became watching my ex-wife get fucked, but there was no denying it.

I mixed a new round of drinks and took a deep swig of my own before returning to the hot tub. There, Vanessa had turned around on Evan’s lap and they were sloppily making out. The sight of their lust still burning enthralled me, but my excitement wasn’t limited to just this moment. It was also for the future. Suddenly, I was looking forward to my mistress’ future reminders of what I was. Suddenly, I knew that I had made the right decision when I had agreed to put on a chastity cage for her. Suddenly, I knew that I was exactly where I belonged and was doing exactly what I was meant to do.

I would do just as she desired.

I would live to serve and obey her.

Forever.
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Becoming My Mother-in-Law’s Sissy

Evan leads a comfortable life following a comfortable daily routine of going to work, followed by relaxation at home with a beer and some video games. His wife, Maddie, takes care of dinner and keeps the house clean, creating what seems like the perfect existence.

Not everyone is content with this arrangement, however. Evan's mother-in-law, Yvonne, disapproves of his behavior and how he treats her daughter. After months of urging Maddie to take action, Maddie finally agrees to allow her mom to try an unconventional and drastic measure to transform Evan into a better husband: a chastity cage.

Maddie presents Evan with an ultimatum: wear the chastity cage or risk losing her. Evan reluctantly agrees to wear the cage, unaware of the profound changes that await him. And unaware of how he will soon fall under the submissive spell of his mother-in-law.
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Training for Sissies

When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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