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Part 1

Caged for Control
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Chapter 1

Problems

I took a sip of my beer while I grimaced at the sound of my mother-in-law, Yvonne, in the next room. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but I knew it was about me and I knew it wasn’t good. It never was.

As normal, I decided to sneak up to the adjoining doorway to listen in. While I knew I didn’t want to hear whatever negative comments she was filling my wife Maddie’s head with tonight, I also knew that knowing what she was saying would help me defend myself later. I took another sip of beer as I hid behind the doorframe and eavesdropped.

“All he does is hide in the den and play video games. And I swear he always smells like… like semen! He’s probably jerking off in there, too! Especially if your love life is as bad as you say it is,” I heard Yvonne say.

Her words made my blood boil. She was indeed at it again, spewing out her hatred of me to my wife.

“I never understood what you saw in him to begin with, Maddison. Don’t forget that I warned you about marrying him,” she continued.

I wanted to burst in and confront her, but I knew she wouldn’t care and Maddie would just get mad at me. She had never had a problem saying these things to my face. Instead I restrained myself and waited. I wanted to hear Maddie defend me as she always did.

“I know, mom. He used to be so sweet and loving, but now he’s so self involved. I swear, if we didn’t sleep in the same bed and he didn’t occasionally want to have sex then I don’t even know when I’d ever see him,” Maddie said.

My jaw dropped open. I was stunned. Maddie always defended me to her mom. Always. But not this time.

Yvonne scoffed. “I’m glad you can finally admit it, dear. And now that you have, you can finally fix your error. Luckily, you’re still young and pretty. You still have time to find a new man and start a family. Or should I say find a real man,” she said.

Rage was building inside me again. Normally my anger at Yvonne would settle when I heard my wife’s love for me, but without that I wasn’t sure I would be able to settle this time. I was furious. I took a long swig of my beer, hoping it would help relax me.

“I still love Evan, mom! I don’t want to leave him,” Maddie countered to my delight.

Finally! She’s defending me!

My heart instantly began to settle. But then she continued, “I know he’s not perfect. In fact, he’s far from perfect. But I know there’s still good in him. I just need to find a way to pull it out and get the old Evan back.”

I suddenly felt dizzy. My body was on a rollercoaster of emotions. I was glad to hear that she still loved me, but unnerved to hear that she thought I had changed for the worse. I didn’t care when her mom said so, but the fact that Maddie said it… there must be truly something wrong.

Have I become that bad? Do I not give her enough attention? I thought everything was fine in our relationship…

“That’s big of you, dear, but you would still be better off cutting your losses and moving on while you’re still young,” Yvonne chimed in. I rolled my eyes at her words this time; I was beyond being upset. Now I was actually worried that there was actually something wrong and that I could lose her.

“He deserves one more chance, mom. I just need to find a way to convince him to be the man I married again. To show me that he still loves me,” Maddie added.

My heart dropped to my stomach and I felt sick.

Does she not know that I love her? Am I that bad of a husband?

I started walking away. I had heard enough and I needed to think everything over.

“If you want, I know a way to really make him behave,” I faintly heart Yvonne say in the distance as I walked back into the den. I continued to hear more muffled talk as I came to sit down on the couch. My instinct was to grab another beer from my mini fridge and pick up my controller to play more video games, but for once I didn’t feel like it.

What can I do to prove to Maddie that I’m still a good man? That I still love her? I can’t stomach the idea of losing her. She’s my everything.

I sat and pondered it for a while. I considered buying her flowers, giving her a good fucking, ordering dinner so she didn’t have to cook, and even cleaning. However, none of those resonated with me. She never seemed to care for flowers and I knew that she enjoyed cooking and cleaning for me so what was really left? Fucking her? While that sounded good to me, I knew deep inside that it was never all that great for her. Between my below average dick and my tendency to cum quickly, I knew that fucking her never gave her that much pleasure. So then what could I possibly do to show her that I love her?

Maybe if I just play a game for a little bit. That might help me clear my mind and think of something.

I grabbed my controller, unpaused my game, and started playing again. It didn’t take long for me to get lost in my game and forget my troubles, but it also didn’t take long for me to remember them when Yvonne suddenly stormed into the room.

“Hey, shit head. Turn off the game,” she spat out at me as she quickly came to stand right in front of the TV.

I quickly paused my game. “What the hell?” I shouted in annoyance.

She turned around to face the screen and started fumbling her fingers around the edge until she eventually found the power button and turned it off. I crossed my arms in anger while my jaw tensed and my eyes glared at her. “Happy now?” I asked sarcastically.

“No,” she said flatly. “Rotting your brain and ruining your life is one thing, but you’re wasting my daughter’s prime years. She should be starting a family. Hell, she should at least be happy. But no, she’s stuck with you and therefore stuck in mediocrity.”

I gritted my teeth at her. “She’s never told me that she has any problems,” I growled.

I saw a movement out of the corner of my eye and turned to see Maddie walking in. “I have problems. We have problems,” she said to my surprise.

“And I have the solution,” her mother added.


Chapter 2

Confrontation

I let out an audible gasp. I never expected Maddie, my Maddie, my submissive, easy going wife, to say such a thing to me. It was one thing to admit it to her mom, but to stand up to me... that meant she was serious.

“I... I had no idea,” I muttered. “Maddie, baby, do you really mean it?”

Her eyes moved to the corner of the room as she replied. “Yes, Evan. I do.”

A deep sigh escaped me as I felt engulfed by a mix of emotions. An abundance of stress and anxiety swirled inside of me when I thought about what this might mean for our relationship. At the same time, I also felt a sense of relief. It was as if I was actually glad that this was finally brought up. I took a moment to consider my feelings before responding.

Maybe deep inside I’ve been longing for a change myself? Maybe we both need to have this conversation to save our relationship.

“I-I’m sorry, Maddie,” I finally managed to get out, breaking the building tension in the room.

Her eyes returned to me and a slight smile formed on her lips. “Thank you for saying so, Evan, but that’s not enough to get you out of this. Not this time,” she said.

I nodded in response, keeping my eyes locked on hers.

She paused before continuing, “You used to be so caring, so attentive and loving... but now I feel like all you care about is yourself. I put so much work in to our relationship and our home and all you do is whatever you want.”

I considered her words as I heard them. I knew she was absolutely right, but at the same time, I enjoyed playing my video games and watching sports; they helped me relax after work. She wasn’t going to make me give them up, was she?

Another tense silence was building so I decided I should apologize again. “I’m sorry. You’re probably right,” I said.

“Hah! Probably?!” Yvonne scoffed loudly.

My lip curled angrily at the sound of her voice. I had forgotten she was here and desperately wished she wasn’t involved in this conversation; she would only spark the flame burning within Maddie more. “You’re right…,” I said through gritted teeth. It pained me to agree with my mother-in-law. “And Maddie is right. I have been selfish… I can recognize that and I really am sorry, baby. How can I make it up to you?”

Another slight semblance of a smile crept onto Maddie’s face. I could tell that my words were starting to win her over and that gave me hope that she wouldn’t request too much out of me other than making some vague promises. I smiled back at her.

“Well, you can, uhh,” she began. It seemed like she hadn’t really thought this through and of course she hadn’t. She was only here because her mother goaded her into standing up to me.

I forced myself to hold my loving smile while she considered what to say, but it was growing difficult. I wasn’t the only one who was getting restless either.

Yvonne groaned loudly and let out a cry. “I’m sorry dear, but I can’t sit idly by any longer. I already told you that I know exactly how to fix your slovenly husband so why don’t you just let me take it from here,” she said. Her tone was both caring and patronizing, mostly the latter. I always hated when she talked to Maddie like that.

My smile quickly disappeared as my eyes fixed on to Yvonne who was moving to stand beside her daughter.

“Oh, well, I…,” Maddie stammered before she was interrupted.

“It’s okay, dear. I have experience whipping useless men like him into… more contributing members of the household,” Yvonne said, her eyes sending daggers at me.

“You do? What are you talking about?” Maddie asked her mother in confusion.

Yvonne took Maddie’s hand in hers and gave it a pat. “Let’s not worry about that right now. What’s important now is that we get you the husband you deserve.”

She’s the worst… It sounds like she is just going to make me help around the house more though. That shouldn’t be too bad.

“Right. Okay, what do you have in mind then?” Maddie replied.

I devilish grin stretched across Yvonne’s face and for the first time I felt a sense of panic, my heart beginning to beat harder in my chest from the ominous look on her face. Maybe this wouldn’t be as easy as I thought.

Yvonne slowly strutted towards me. “You see, dear, men are simple creatures,” she said. When she reached me she gave me a gentle pat on the cheek and a wink that only I could see. She continued behind and around me, trailing her finger along my body until she stood beside me and her hand rested on my shoulder. “Unlike us women who use our brains to make decisions and lead our lives, these simple creatures are controlled by a different organ.”

My eyes bulged open in shock as her hands tightly wrapped around my dick through my pants. When the initial shock wore off I quickly swatted her hand away and shouted, “What are you doing?!”

“Relax,” she said with a chuckle. “I’m simply making a point.”

“And what could that point possibly be?” I asked her.

She stepped back and glared at me as she crossed her arms. “That if we control your dick, we can control you.”

“What…?” escaped my mouth as I tried to figure out what she meant.

What the hell is she talking about? How could she possibly control my dick and what makes her think that I would let her touch it again?

“H-how do we do that?” I heard Maddie ask. I wanted to look at her and scream. To tell her to get rid of her mom. To send her home and end this crazy conversation. But I was too frozen in shock to move.

“Oh, that’s simple. Let me get my purse and show you,” she replied.

As I listened to her footsteps leave the room, I was finally able to find the nerve to talk to Maddie. “Are you serious? You’re going to let her do something to my dick?” I hissed at her.

She returned a sheepish shrug as she said, “I don’t know, Evan. Let’s at least hear her out.”

“Fine,” I groaned, my shoulders slumping in defeat.

I saw Maddie’s eyes look beyond me and I turned around just in time to see Yvonne walk back into the room. “Here, put this on,” she said to me, her hand outstretched with something inside it. Something that I couldn’t believe.


Chapter 3

The Solution

My eyes squinted as I tried to identify the small object in my mouther-in-law’s hand. It was metal and looked like a small cage. It was like nothing I had ever seen before.

What the hell is that? That can’t possibly be for my dick, can it?

Yvonne continued walking towards me, stopping close enough so that her outstretched hand was in my face.

“W-what is that?” I stammered as I inspected the object up close. It consisted of metal rings connected in a curved cylindrical tube.

Maddie joined her mother at her side as she, too, looked at the object.

Yvonne turned to look at her daughter. “It’s a chastity cage. You simply lock it around your useless man’s dick then sit back and watch him turn into a useful man. And an obedient and attentive man at that,” she said with a smirk. “And sometimes even more.”

I stepped back in horror at hearing the truth. It was exactly what it appeared to be. “It’s a cage?! For my dick? No way!” I let out defiantly.

“But how does it work? How does make him more obedient?” Maddie asked her mother while ignoring me.

Yvonne fiddled with the cage in her hand. “Once he’s locked in this cage he won’t be able to touch himself therefore he won’t be able to pleasure himself. Keep him locked up long enough and he will begin to melt into your hands with all of his pent up sexual desires and energy. He will do everything and anything you ask of him. And I mean anything.”

That sounds terrible! I need to be able to jerk off. It helps me relax!

“Interesting…,” Maddie said as she rubbed her chin.

“You can’t be seriously considering this!” I exclaimed.

Maddie let out a sigh and gave me a gentle smile. “Please, babe. Try it for me. For us,” she said lovingly.

I closed my eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose. The way she said it… I knew she had me. I couldn’t tell her no after hearing her plea.

Can I really do this? Can I really let her lock up my dick in a cage? This is crazy!

I took in a deep breath and slowly let it out as I opened my eyes. As they locked onto Maddie I returned her smile and nodded. “Okay. I’ll try it. For you. To show you how much I love you,” I finally managed to say, trying hard to say it as sweetly as I could despite my urge to whine.

Maddie’s smile widened and she leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss on my lips. “Thank you, babe,” she said. Her kiss filled me with warmth and hope that whatever this was, wouldn’t be too bad. “Maybe you’ll even like it.”

The tender moment was unfortunately cut short by the sound of jingling metal in my ear. I turned to see Yvonne dangling the chastity cage next to me. “With that settled, how about you put this on? Surely you can figure out how it works without help, right?” she said.

I ground my teeth, resisting my desire to say something nasty to her as I took the cage from her. It felt cool and heavier than I expected in my hands. I looked at the metal device in my hands briefly before closing my fingers around it. “A-alright. I guess I’ll do it,” I said.

Maddie nodded at me and Yvonne grinned, clearly pleased with herself and her influence over her daughter.

I turned and walked out of the room, down the hall, and into the bathroom. I set the cage down on the counter before pulling down my pants and underwear. My dick was limp, smaller and more shriveled than ever after the conversation. I wish I had more time to use it once more before locking it up, but I knew given the stress of the situation there would be no chance of being able to pleasure myself.

There’s no way Maddie would keep me locked up very long. She’ll feel bad and unlock me soon. I bet I can get her to take it off before dinner. I’ll just play the good husband and get this over with.

I grabbed the cage and disconnected the two pieces, the ring and the cage. I stared at it for a bit, wondering how it worked before realizing that the ring would go around my balls and the cage over my dick. With that figured out, I looped my balls through the ring and then covered my dick with the short metal cylinder. The metal was cold against my skin and made my dick restrict a little more. My penis easily fit inside the small cage which made me feel a little pathetic, but I was just glad that it wasn’t tight and that it didn’t hurt. I pulled back the cage until it fit together with the ring and then picked up the set of keys off of the counter and put the lock inside the hole. Turning the lock and pulling out the key gave me an awkward feeling of arousal and my dick started growing inside the cage.

Wait… Is the idea of being locked up in this thing actually turning me on? I guess it does make for some interesting role playing. Maybe this will be more kinky and fun than I thought.

Before pulling my pants back up I took at look at myself in the mirror. You could barely see my dick through the metal bars. I took in a deep breath as I pulled up my pants and let it out as I turned to exit the bathroom.

Well, here goes nothing. Time to face the music.


Chapter 4

The Keyholder

To my surprise, my body began to shake as I entered the den holding the keys to my new chastity cage. The sight of Maddie and Yvonne waiting for me made my heart start pounding. As I walked in I noticed that Yvonne had a serious look on her face while Maddie studied her acutely, nodding her head excitedly at everything her mother said.

I can’t believe I’m actually going to give these keys to Maddie. This whole thing is ridiculous.

I was greeted by a smug looking Yvonne. “Well? Is it on?” she asked.

I crossed my arms and glared at her. “Why are you still here? Haven’t you done enough already?” I replied curtly. “This is now between Maddie and me.”

She ignored my retort. “I guess I’ll just find out for myself,” she said.

Before I could process what she meant, I felt her fingers dig into the sides of my pants. I looked down just in time to watch her swiftly pull down my pants and underwear with one yank. I gasped in horror and quickly covered up my caged penis to hide it from her view. “What the hell are you doing?” I shouted at her, rage spewing from my mouth.

Maddie giggled while Yvonne’s smirk returned to her face. “Well that was surprising,” she started. “I assumed Maddison had at least married you because you were well endowed and brought something to the bedroom, but now I really have no idea what she found in you.”

My face burned with rage as Maddie walked up to me and placed a calming hand on my cheek. “Can I see it, please?” she asked me softly. Her touch soothed me and my anger started dissipating as if her hand was absorbing it. After a few moments of looking into her loving eyes, my breathing had returned to normal and I felt more at ease. “Please?” she asked me again.

After releasing a long pent up breath, I finally managed to croak out, “O-okay.”

I felt my arms go slack as my hands moved away from my dick. Her eyes drifted down as she noticed my movements. “Oh, my,” she breathed out.

Yvonne chuckles besides us as she too stares at my cage. “I can’t believe you actually did it,” she said. “But now that you have… Where are the keys?”

Her words make me realize that I’m tightly clutching the keys to the chastity cage in my hand. I raise my hand and open it to display them. In a blur, Yvonne quickly grabs them and stuffs them under her bra. “Thank you,” she said.

I opened my mouth to shout at her for taking the keys, but Maddie beat me to it. “What are you doing, mom? He’s my husband, shouldn’t I have the keys?” she asked in confusion.

Her mom shook her head with a pitying look. “Oh, dear,” she started. “You’re still far too soft to be in control of his keys. You would either unlock him too soon or leave the keys out for him to find and ruin everything. No, I will be holding on to these until his transformation is complete. Or until you can prove to me that you can properly control him.”

Transformation? Control him? What the hell does she mean by that?

Maddie had an awkward look on her face as she considered her mother’s words. “A-alright. This is all a little weird, but I guess I will trust you,” she finally let out.

I closed my eyes and rubbed my forehead. I couldn’t believe my mother-in-law was going to have the keys that were locking up my dick.

“Good. Now I’m going to go home and prepare for tomorrow,” Yvonne said as her face turns to look at me. “Get some rest. You’re in for a long day.”

She began to walk away before I could ask for clarification. Instead, I turn to face my wife who was looking just as confused as I felt. “You’re really going to let her do this to me?” I ask her accusingly.

Her shoulders slumped as she turned to look back at me. “You’re already wearing the… cage… Let’s just keep trying her method. Whatever it actually is,” she said to me.

I sighed as the feeling of defeat flooded my body. “I just don’t trust her. You know she’s never liked me. What makes you think she won’t use this to torture me?”

Her soft face suddenly tenses and her eyes grow with a ferocity I had never seen. “Evan. I’m at my whits end with you. If you don’t try this for me… Well, then I just don’t know if there’s much left for us,” she replied. Her voice was unwavering and serious; I could tell that she meant everything she said.

My body swarmed with feelings. I felt defensive and taken aback by her surprisingly powerful and confident statement. I felt sad that this was how she felt. And to my bewilderment, I felt aroused by her tone. She had never taken such a sharp and dominant tone with me before. I could feel my dick start to grow and press against the bars of my chastity cage.

I tried to subtly adjust my cage as my dick filled it. It was now straining as the cage prevented it from getting fully erect. The feeling was odd, but also kind of nice in a strange sort of way.

I soon realized that I had been so lost in these new feelings that I had missed what Maddie was saying. When I finally snapped out of my thoughts I heard her saying, “You’re going to do whatever she tells you to do and that’s final. Do you understand?”

Somehow her fierce tone was even sexier now. My dick was now pressing against the cage with all of its might, trying to break free. My arousal was building up quickly and I needed release. I stepped closer to her and grabbed her waist, pulling her against my body. Normally when I did this I knew she would feel my hard cock pressing against her body and she would know what I wanted; I had to hope that should could still feel my passion against her, even if it felt different.

“Yes. Of course, baby. Whatever you say,” I said as I embraced her.

I felt her nuzzle her head against mine until her mouth was next to my ear. My body shivered at the feeling of her cool breath as she said, “Good. Now follow me.”


Chapter 5

Tease

I eagerly followed Maddie down the hall and into our bedroom. My hands started reaching out and grabbing at her ass. She slapped my hands away playfully as she glanced back at me. Her eyes were filled with a naughtiness that amplified my hunger for her.

She ran into the bedroom and wasted no time. She quickly tore off her clothes and tossed them across the room as she jumped into our bed. I followed suit, ripping off my clothes and jumping into bed after her. In bed we stared at each other as we caught our breath and I admired her perfect hourglass body.

Have I been taking her for granted? Have I been taking her body for granted? I mean look at her! There’s no way I could get better than this. Maybe this is really is my wake up call. After all, this may be my last chance to make things right. If I don’t… then I could lose her forever.

Without thinking my hand reached out and touched her soft skin. It ran down her body and then grabbed her ass as I pulled her closer to me. She tried to gasp, but it was cut short as my lips locked on to hers. I could feel her feminine hands on me as she kissed me back, our lips joining in a tender caress.

My hand made its way back up her body until it reached her head. It grabbed her hair tightly and pushed her face closer to mine as I stuck my tongue in her mouth. Our tongues danced passionately together as I heard a moan escape her. In that moment I knew I had her; she was mine.

That thought quickly vanished, however, when her hand reached down and grabbed my cage. My dick was straining harder than ever, trying to break out and join the party. Her fingers ran along the skin that was exposed between the bars of the cage. The feeling was intoxicating and only drove my cock into more of a frenzy. A few more strokes from her finger were all I needed to groan in desire.

“I want to fuck you so badly,” I let out between heavy breaths.

She pulled her face away from mine and opened her eyes. “You no longer get to decide that,” she said sternly. “You do what I want.”

A pang of fear consumed me, but was quickly replaced with even more desire, her words driving me crazy. I pushed her over and mounted her, looking down at her as I tried to display my power over her. My lips moved back towards hers but before they had a chance to meet, I felt her hand on the top of my head, pushing it away and down her body. Her eyes caught mine and then looked down and I instantly knew what she wanted.

Alright, I see where she’s going. She wants me to make her cum first. I can get down with that. I’ll give her the best orgasm ever. Then she’ll have to take this stupid thing off.

I crawled down her perfect porcelain body, kissing it as I moved. Her body squirmed a little more with each kiss. When my lips reached her hips I spread her legs open and then moved further down to her pussy. Before I started, I took a moment to look back up at her. She was twerking her nipples as she bit her lip. I grinned and then got started.

My hands grabbed the inside of her thighs firmly as I ran my tongue up and down the lips of her pussy, teasing her and making her loins quiver. Seeing her writhe empowered me. I started licking faster. Harder. And making sure to spend time focusing on her clit. I loved the way she tasted; her pussy always had a sweet taste that I found intoxicating. Once I started, I never wanted to stop.

Her legs squirmed as the tip of my tongue swirled around her clit. Moans escaped her. I dropped down and started licking her lips again. She groaned in displeasure, sounding annoyed that I stopped. I looked up and caught her eyes glaring at me and winked at her, cooly telling her to trust the process.

Normally she probably would have, but today was different. I felt her fingers wrap around my hair and pull me back up to her clit before pushing my face against it. I started sucking and licking it and soon her fingers loosened their grip. Not wanting to fully surrender my control, I decided to run my finger up and down her lips, slowly moving it deeper inside her pussy. When I knew she couldn’t take anymore teasing I thrust my finger inside and began to fuck her with it. I felt her thighs squeeze tightly around my head as she squirmed in delight at the penetration.

The more I fucked her, the louder her moans grew. Each one sounded more primal. She grabbed my hair again and held it down to make sure I didn’t stop.

My dick was thrusting hard against its cage, clearly letting me know how much I was enjoying this.

Damnit. I really wish I could break out of this stupid cage and use my cock instead of my finger. I would give her such a good fucking right now.

My dick pulsed harder at the thought of fucking her. It had an odd feeling; like all of my sexual energy was being balled up and trapped inside and was getting ready to explode. Almost like I was getting close to being able to cum.

Before I could, however, I felt Maddie thrust her pelvis forward as her back arched and she let out a loud guttural groan. I kept licking furiously until I felt her body relax and sink back into the bed. When I knew she was done, I crawled back up her body until I was right above her. I watched as her chest rose and sank in long, deep breaths and then gave her a kiss which she returned with a wide grin.

“That was amazing,” she huffed out.

I smiled at her in my normal charming way and then whispered, “It was my pleasure. Now how about you take this thing off and return the favor?”


Chapter 6

Denial

Her hands were on me before I could blink, their force pushing me off of her. I gasped in surprise as she quickly rolled on top of me and grabbed my wrists tightly to pin me down. “Return the favor? Seriously?” she said as each word bellowed louder. “You selfish asshole.”

What’s so wrong about asking for my turn? I thought we were going to have sex.

“Umm, sorry?” I replied coyly.

“Hah!” she laughed out boisterously, the grip of her wrists tightening around my mine. “I bet you don’t even know what you’re sorry for, do you?”

I tried to think of something to say that might appease her, but I couldn’t. Instead I just told her the truth. “I thought we were going to have sex,” I said with a shrug. “Isn’t that why you brought me to bed?”

She laughed out again. “And how would we possibly have sex when you have a cage over your tiny dick?”

I could feel my dick retreating from her words.

She continued, “You saw my mom take the keys to that thing, didn’t you? You know I have no way of unlocking you.”

I had seen that, but the truth of the matter hadn’t sunk in yet. Part of me hoped that she might have a spare or might have another way of removing it. But those hopes were foolish. She didn’t have a way to take it off. Only her mom could do it.

“Then why did you bring me to bed? Just to tease me?” I muttered.

She scoffed at the question and released her grip on my wrists as she straightened her back and towered over me. “To tease you? No. I brought you here to please myself,” she said. Her voice had a confidence that I had never heard from her. It was very sexy. “That and to test you. I wanted to see if that cage really worked. If it really could turn you into a better partner. I guess you just haven’t been locked up long enough yet.”

I was aghast. She had never spoken to me in such a manner. Never had such a dominance to her. My dick was quickly growing and pressing against its prison. “O-oh,” I croaked out.

She pushed her body backwards until her pussy was just below my dick. I could feel it’s radiating warmth on my skin. Her hand grabbed the cage as she moved it around to take a better look at it. She flicked it a few times and giggled and then started stroking it. “Is it comfortable?” she asked me.

“Not really,” I admitted, partially hoping she would take some pity on it.

“Hmm. Well, I’m sure you will get used to it.”

She moved forward, rubbing her pussy along the cage and spreading her warmth along it. My dick pushed harder against the cage, desperately trying to get inside of her. She started grinding on my cage. I could feel so much yet so little. It was maddening, but I loved it at the same time. I groaned in pleasure as she smirked at me wildly.

“Are you ready to be a good boy and do as you’re told?” she asked me.

I pushed myself up, closer to her, and nodded my head as another groan seeped out of me.

“Say it,” she said sternly.

“I’m ready to be a good boy,” I breathed out.

“I think I’m going to have fun being in charge,” she giggled. “But until then, you have to do everything mother says. Do you understand?”

I wanted to argue that her mother shouldn’t be involved, but I was lost in pleasure and couldn’t find the words. I nodded my understanding as my mouth hung agape between moans.

Maddie’s eyebrows furrowed and I felt her hand tightly grip my throat. She stopped grinding on my dick and stared daggers into my eyes. “Words. Use your words,” she growled.

“Y-yes, baby. I understand,” I said in shock as I tried to remove her hand from my neck.

Her grip restricted. “Say it all. Tell me that you will do everything mother says.”

I took a deep swallow. I hesitated to say what she wanted even though I knew I had no choice. Giving full control of myself to my mother-in-law was a tough pill to swallow. “I will do everything your mother says,” I said eventually.

Maddie smiled as she released her grip and rolled off of me. “That’s a good boy,” she said as she leaned back against the head rest. “Now go make us some dinner. I’m famished.”

I stared at her in disbelief until she shooed me away with her hand. I slowly crawled out of bed, my dick still straining, as an ominous feeling consumed me.

What is going on? Who is this person? I’ve never seen Maddie so… so powerful and commanding. Damn, it’s sexy. But at the same time, is this what our life is going to be like now? Is she going to boss me around and keep me locked in this thing?

I stared down at the chastity cage as I pulled my underwear over it. My dick was throbbing in desire. It had come so close to climax thanks to her grinding on my cage, but then she had stopped cold. I wanted to grab my dick and finish the job, but the cage prevented me. My orgasms were now at the whim of Maddie. No. They were at the whim of Yvonne, my mother-in-law.

The thought scared me and made me wonder what tomorrow would be like. What Yvonne would do to me. I would just have to wait and find out.


Part 2

My Training Begins
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Chapter 1

The Cage

I woke up with a groan as I reached down to adjust the chastity cage that was locked around my straining dick. I forced my head up to look at my bedside clock and saw that it was still early, not even 6 in the morning. My head collapsed back into its pillow with a moan as I realized that I likely wouldn’t get any more sleep. Between dreading what this day would hold for me and the newness of my chastity cage, I had struggled to sleep all night and felt exhausted.

Sleeping with the chastity cage on for the first time was definitely the biggest reason for my struggles. Throughout the night I had woken up countless times to the feeling of my dick trying to get hard and pressing against its small cage. That was exactly what had woken me up again this time, only that now the feeling was amplified because it was nearly morning and my dick was trying to get morning wood. My discomfort was at an all time high.

I give up. I might as well just get up and start my day with a massive cup of coffee. I have a feeling I'm going to need a lot of help to get me through the day.

I crawled out of bed, careful to not wake up my wife, Maddie, and snuck out of our bedroom. I went to use the bathroom and as I pulled down my underwear, I saw my locked dick for the first time today.

Putting this thing on definitely wasn’t a bad dream; it’s really there. I can’t believe Maddie listened to her mother and made me put this on. Not to mention that she’s going to let her mom train me today — whatever that means. Today is going to be a nightmare.

When I was done, I made my way down the hall and into the kitchen where I started brewing a pot of coffee. A deep breath blew out of me as I leaned against the counter and once again reflected on the events of last night.

I mean, I can see how I haven’t been the best husband lately… Maybe I was selfish and liked my free time, my “me” time, a little too much… Maybe I wasn’t attentive or helpful around the house… But I wasn’t bad to her. I never did anything to purposely hurt her. I just like to indulge myself in what I like to do more than what she does. Is that really so wrong?

The dripping of the coffee machine came to an end, signaling that it was done brewing. I grabbed a mug and filled it to the brim with hot coffee and then leaned back against the counter as I waited for it to cool.

Why couldn’t she just talk to me about it instead of involving her mother? Maybe we could have tried couples counseling or something. Why did she have to listen to her crazy mother’s idea of locking up my dick to make me more obedient. Doesn’t she know that Yvonne hates me and is clearly up to no good?

I took a sip of the hot coffee as the steam filled my nose with it’s rich scent. The warmth flowed through me like a comforting hug, instantly making me feel a little better.

And then she had to trick me to following her upstairs and making me believe that we were going to have sex. She made me go down on her and then when I asked for my turn she slapped me and denied me. Then she teased me even more by grinding her pussy on my cage. Fuck, I felt like I was so close to cumming when she suddenly stopped and reminded me that her mom has the keys to unlock my cage and that I would have to do everything her mother told me to do today.

I took another sip of coffee and shook my head in disbelief. I had a strong feeling that this “training” would involve cleaning and housework as she said that locking me up would help turn me into a more useful man. But at the same time, I had to acknowledge that she had already introduced me to something that I could have never fathomed; the chastity cage. What else might she surprise me with? My head started aching at the thought.

As I took my next sip of coffee, Maddie walked into the kitchen. “That smells amazing. Is there any more of it?” she asked me with a smile.

I motioned my head toward the coffee maker.

“Rough night?” she asked me as she poured herself a cup of coffee. “I could feel you tossing and turning a lot.”

Of course it was a rough night. You try sleeping with a metal cage wrapped around your genitals!

I refrained from saying what I wanted to and instead tried for a more personable approach. The coffee had woken me up enough to help me realize that I needed to start off the day with Maddie on the right foot. “To be honest, this cage made it pretty hard to sleep. Every time my dick tried to get hard, the cage would hold it back and the awkward feeling woke me up,” I admitted.

Maddie took a slip from her mug as she looked at me over the rim. “Oh, that’s a shame,” she said although her voice lacked compassion. “I’m sure you will get used to it eventually.”

I gritted my teeth in consternation and chose not to respond. I couldn’t think of anything nice to say and didn’t want to upset her. Not today.

Just yesterday she was my sweet, submissive wife, but once I locked this cage on my dick she suddenly changed. She had a new aura of power and confidence. It really made me wonder what her mother had told her while I was out of the room. Whatever it was had to be why she had suddenly changed so drastically.

An awkward silence built between us as we both stood still and sipped our coffee. I was staring off into the distance, but from the corner of my eye I could tell that she was watching me. “Do you remember the promises you made me last night?” she eventually asked me.

I drank the last of my coffee and let the warmth soothe me as I built the strength to admit what I had promised her. “Yes,” I finally replied. “I promised to be a good boy and do whatever your mother tells me to do.” Repeating the words from last night made my stomach turn.

This is really going to happen, isn’t it? My evil mother-in-law is going to come over and boss me around because she has the keys to my cock cage. How did I let this happen?!

Maddie giggled. “It sounds silly when you say it, but yes. That was the right answer,” she said.

She opened her mouth to continue talking, but was interrupted by the sound of banging on our front door. Her eyes lit up in excitement while mine closed in despair.

That noise could only mean one thing. Yvonne was here.


Chapter 2

Yvonne Arrives

Maddie hurried to the front door to let her mother in while I poured myself a second cup of coffee. Fresh cup in hand, I sat on the counter to wait and let the emotions swirl inside me. I was consumed with dread and wanted nothing more than to escape to the den to play video games as I normally would be doing on a Saturday morning.

Why did Yvonne have to keep pestering Maddie about our relationship? I don’t care what they say; things were fine the way they were.

It wasn’t long before I heard Maddie and her mother approaching. My heart beat harder as I heard the intensifying sound of high heels clicking down the hall towards me. When the sound stopped, I looked up from my mug and saw Yvonne staring back at me.

Her arms were crossed in front of a long black trench coat, its belt tied tightly around her waist. Her lips were covered in a dark red lipstick and her eyes, painted fiercely in shades of black, penetrated me. Considering how early it was and that we were in the middle of summer, it was surprising to see her so made up and dressed in such a heavy outfit.

“Good. You’re already awake,” she said to me. Her words had a bite to them and made me clench my stomach as I realized that she was not going to go easy on me today.

“Oh, hey,” I replied nonchalantly before taking another sip of coffee and hopping off of the counter.

She took a few steps closer, her eyes squinting at me as she inspected me. “This is how you present yourself to your wife?” she said in disgust. “You walk around in dirty underwear and an old shirt? Do you respect my Maddison even the slightest bit?”

I looked down at my clothes. My shirt was one of my favorite to sleep in and had definitely seen better days. It had a few holes in it and probably needed to be washed, but I still loved it. Below that was my underwear which had a noticeable bulge from the cage underneath it. “I woke up early and didn’t want to wake Maddie by changing,” I said with a shrug as I looked back at her.

“I see,” she said with a short, almost approving nod. “No matter. I have something for you to wear anyways.”

Something to wear? Is she going to dress me up like a maid to clean? Hah! As if I would let her do that.

Before I could find out more, Yvonne turned around to face her daughter. “Maddie, I’ve scheduled you a spa day. You need to escape this den of filth while I train your husband. My masseuse, Fernando, will take good care of you. Very good care of you. You’ll feel renewed by the time you’re done,” she said.

My eyes widened in surprise and I glared at Maddie, hoping to catch her attention. When they finally did I tried to give her a look that screamed, “You can’t leave me alone with her!”

She looked back and forth between her mother and me before settling on her mom. “That’s so sweet of you, mother. That sounds absolutely delightful,” she said. “Evan, be good for mother and make sure to do everything she tells you to do.”

My heart was pounding in my chest again. I felt both scared and betrayed. She was actually going to leave me alone with her mother and force me to follow her commands. I wanted to scream. To beg. To do anything to get her to stay and end this charade. But I knew I couldn’t. Not without risking our marriage and I didn’t want to do that.

“Yes, of course, baby,” I said, forcing the words to come out of my unwilling mouth.

Maddie smiled at me and said, “Very good. Mother will be giving me a full report on your behavior when I return. I hope for your sake it is a positive one.”

I forced myself to smile back at her as I watched her give her mother a kiss on the cheek and turn to walk away. When I could no longer see her, my smile melted into a frown and I felt an overwhelming feeling of being alone. Yvonne turned around to face me and placed her hands on her hips and a wicked smile on her face.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I sighed out. “What do you want me to do? Vacuum? Clean the dishes?”

She stared at me blankly for a long moment before saying, “Something like that.” Another long moment lapsed before she spoke again. “First, go get my bag from the front door and hang this up for me.”

Her hands grabbed the belt of her trench coat and pulled apart the knot. Her coat swung open and then fell to the ground as she shrugged it off of her shoulders. I watched it fall and then, as if in slow motion, my eyes crept back up her body in awe. She wore black laced up knee high boots and a matching black leather bodysuit. Her bodysuit was sleeveless and ran all the way up to her neck. I could see every curve of her body through her skin tight outfit and was amazed by what I saw.

Holy shit. I had no idea that Yvonne has such an amazing body.

I could feel my dick start waking up at the sight of her, the stirring arousal causing a confusion inside of me. I continued to stare at her in stunned silence until she snapped me out of it.

“Get. My. Bag,” she said angrily.

I blinked and shook my head to break out of my trance. I gave her an awkward smile as I hurried past her. Before I could make it out of the room I heard her call out, “Don’t forget my coat.”

I turned around and kneeled down to pick it up. She hadn’t moved and as I looked up, her ass was right in my face. It looked amazing in her tight leather clothes and again I felt my dick growing against its cage.

This can’t be happening. I can’t be getting turned on by my mother-in-law!

I again shook my head hoping to free myself from these feelings and then hurried to the front door to fetch her bag and hang up her coat. I took a moment to catch my breath and calm down. When I returned, her arms were crossed and she was tapping her toes impatiently.

“Finally,” she said as she took the bag from my hand. “Now we can get you dressed.”


Chapter 3

Initiation

I continued to glare dumbfounded at my mother-in-law as she rifled through her bag. The high heeled boots, tight leather outfit, dark red lipstick; it was almost too much to process.

I never thought I would say this, but why can’t Maddie be more like her mother? Or at least dress more like her.

My dick was plump in its cage, still very aroused by the sight of Yvonne, and was pushing against the cage slightly. The thought of her seeing my dick pushing out the cage and causing a bulge in my underwear was terrifying. I tried to casually cover my crotch with my hands, but doing so quickly caught Yvonne’s attention.

“No need to be bashful. We’re going to be getting to know each other much better in the coming weeks,” she said.

Weeks? She thinks this is going to last weeks? There’s no way I can survive being locked in this thing for that long!

She looked back into her bag and finally pulled something out. She extended it towards me and said, “Here, go put these on.”

I looked at the objects dangling from her fingers. I could tell there were two objects even though they were both made of the same fabric and were both the same color. They were both lacy and they were both pink. When I leaned in closer to further examine them Yvonne threw them at me. I caught them out of instinct then held them up to get a closer look. Up close it was obvious what they were. It was a matching set of bra and panties.

I could feel my heart start racing as I stared at the two garments. “Y-you want me to wear these? What? Why?” I stammered.

She took two steps closer, her high heels clicking hard on the tile floor and echoing through the quiet house. “Are you disobeying me?” she asked dryly.

My eyes shifted from the panties to the serious look on her face and back. Fear, anxiety, and nervousness consumed me. I didn’t know what to do or say.

“I just don’t understand. Why would you want me to wear these?” I managed asked her, my words intwined with emotions.

“Have you ever heard the old adage, ‘You can't understand another person's experience until you've walked a mile in their shoes’?” she said.

“Yeah…,” I answered hesitantly.

“That’s exactly why. In order to truly respect and appreciate my daughter and all that she does for you, I need you to know what it’s like to be her.”

“So what, you’re going to pull out a dress and pair of heels for me to wear too?” I replied sarcastically.

Her lip curled in disgust at my response. “Not yet,” she said flatly. “Just these for now.”

I chuckled at her retort.

She’s clearly joking.

“Enough of this. We are wasting valuable time. Do as you’re told and put your bra and panties on.” The tone in her voice was growing angry and made my anxiety return. My eyebrows furrowed as I considered what to do.

I can’t wear panties, can I? Wouldn’t that be… weird? But I told Maddie that I would do whatever her mom told me to do. I just hope she doesn’t find out about this…

Once I had resigned to the idea of wearing the pink lacy undergarments, I let out a sigh. “Fine,” I let out as I trudged away. When I reached the bedroom I set the bra and underwear on the bed and got undress. I took a moment to stare at my naked self in the mirror, specifically the metal cage that covered my dick.

I still can’t believe I’m wearing this thing. And now I have to wear a bra and panties! This is absurd. I just need to grin and bear it so I can get through this day.

I first picked up the panties and held them up. They were very sexy and were a style I wished Maddie would wear more of. I took a deep breath and then let it out as I bent over and slipped them on. Pulling the panties up was a little awkward with my caged dick in the way. I had to move it around to fit it underneath and eventually tucked it down so I could pull the panties all the way up. The seam in the back the crept up my butt crack as I pulled them up and felt surprisingly good.

Hmm, these actually feel kind of nice. I wonder why Maddie doesn’t like wearing them.

The pleasant feeling of the panties gave me a boost of confidence and a feeling that wearing the lingerie wouldn’t be that bad. I picked up the bra with almost a slight eagerness. It wasn’t a typical bra that I normally saw Maddie wearing. It didn’t have an underwire or large cups. Instead, it was all lace and almost like a very small shirt. I put my arms through the straps and slipped it on over my head.

The bra fit well and hugged my chest nicely. Despite not having any underwire, the cut of the bra still gave me slight breasts. It felt weird to wear, but I didn’t dislike it. I again looked at myself in the mirror to see how I looked and was amazed by the difference. The pink bra and panties immediately made me look more feminine. I did have small breasts from the bra and the snug panties gave me a perkier ass. They made me feel sexy and I liked it.

My dick started swelling up in its cage as I admired myself. The feeling of arousal was added to my day’s list of confusing experiences and made me feel guilty for my appreciation of wearing the lingerie. I quickly pulled on a pair of shorts and a fresh shirt to cover up and hide my source of guilt.

I don’t think I should feel this way. It’s wrong for a man to like wearing these, isn’t it?

I had mixed feelings about it all, but I didn’t have any time to dwell on it anymore. I needed to get back to my mother-in-law.


Chapter 4

Inspection

I returned to the kitchen where Yvonne waited for me. A look of annoyance and impatience covered her face.

“What are you wearing?” she asked me sharply.

“I’m wearing what you gave me. It’s just underneath my clothes… You know, like underwear. I’m wearing my clothes on top of it,” I replied sarcastically.

She scowled at me. “Unacceptable,” she said. “Take it off.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “Seriously? You want me to wear only a bra and panties?” I asked her.

“That’s precisely what I want,” she answered. “You once suggested to Maddison that she should dress sexier for you, so now I will make you dress sexy for me so you know how it feels.”

I cringed at her response. I didn’t know that Maddie had told her mom that I had once said that. I had instantly regretted my words back then after it had resulted in a big fight between us and now regretted them even more. It also pained me knowing that I had to do as she said. I had to get undressed for her.

This is so embarrassing.

I closed my eyes and quickly pulled off my shirt and pants, exposing the pink lingerie I wore underneath. My eyes stayed tightly closed as I awaited some chide remark from my mother-in-law. But it never came.

“That’s better,” Yvonne said.

My eyes slowly creeped open to see her still standing in front of me, her expression unchanged. She wasn’t laughing and smirking. If anything, she some how looked more annoyed.

“Don’t you feel better like this? Doesn’t it feel more natural?” she said.

Natural? Why would wearing women’s underwear feel more natural for me?

“I’m not sure that would be how I would describe this,” I replied as I looked down at my lingerie clad body.

She started walking around me. Her finger hooked into my bra’s strap and followed it up and over my shoulder as she came to stand behind me. I felt her fingers along my back as she adjusted the straps, tightening them. My hands gravitated to my chest as the bra conformed around it and pushed it up and together a little more. I definitely felt like I had small breasts now and I couldn’t help but wonder how they felt.

“But it feels nice, right?” she asked, breaking the silence.

“Uhh, umm…” I muttered. I felt her fingers moving down my body and was too distracted to find the words to respond. She traced my curves. I shivered at her soft, cool touch on my bare skin.

I could already feel my dick start to swelling up from her touch and by the time she hand her fingers in the hem of my panties, it was straining against its cage.

What is she doing? And why is my dick reacting like this? This isn’t Maddie, it’s her mom!

She gently pulled up the sides of my panties, getting them into proper place. The back seam slipped more into my butt crack and felt even better. I couldn’t resist letting out a quiet moan at the feeling.

“Mmm, that’s right. I knew you would like it,” she whispered over my shoulder into my ear.

I tried to stay cool, but I could tell my body was trembling with desire. It was a feeling like nothing I had ever experienced. I felt so small and weak. So powerless and vulnerable. I knew that I was her’s and that I had to do whatever she told me to. In that instant I felt like there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do for her. She would only have to say the words.

As if reading my mind, her fingers slowly started creeping forward along the hem of my panties. Her touch made me squirm.

“You know, I don’t fully blame you for how you are,” she said softly, a surprising tenderness in her voice. “My Maddison is also at fault.” Her arms were wrapped around me, her bare skin on mine, as her fingers connected at the front of my panties.

I was now shaking more than ever, my dick pressing furiously against the chastity cage. “Oh yeah?” I breathed out, still trying to keep my cool.

“That’s right. She was never strong enough to keep you in line. To properly domesticate you,” she replied. “But don’t you worry. Mother is here to make things right.”

My dick was throbbing now, dying to break free and feel her touch. And then suddenly it did. Her hand plunged underneath my panties and wrapped around my caged dick. I gasped loudly at her touch and moaned in pleasure as she ran her fingers along it.

“I’m going to transform you into the perfect, obedient partner for my Maddison,” she said. “But first, you’re going to be all mine.”

I could barely take anymore. I was so turned on. So impassioned. My dick felt like it was about to explode. “Yes, whatever you say,” I breathed out.

“Good answer,” she said.

I felt her finger run back up my cage and up my body until it was out of my panties. I felt a sense of despair as her touch left me. I needed more.

Her hands lightly slapped my ass and then spun me around to face her. “We’ve made good progress already, but now it’s time to really get started. Are you ready to get to work?”

My tongue felt tied and I couldn’t find the nerve to respond. I wanted to cry out for more; to grab her hand and put it back on my dick. But the desires also weighed on me heavily.

What am I thinking?! This is Maddie’s mother! I’m doing this whole thing for Maddie… I can’t slip up and do something stupid to mess that up. I need to think of her as the Yvonne that I’ve always hated, not this new sexy Yvonne.

“Well?” she asked, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Oh, uhh, sure,” I stammered as I regained my focus on her. I had to fight my urge to look down at the impressions of her large breasts in her tight leather outfit, the outlines of her nipples. To resist my desire to touch her. “Yeah, let’s get started.”

A smirk grew on her face as she stared into my eyes. Her stare felt like she was penetrating my mind and suddenly I felt even more vulnerable.

“Very well, let’s go.”


Chapter 5

Training

Over the course of the next few hours, Yvonne trained me. She made me perform chores that I normally didn’t do, chores that Maddie always handled, but that Yvonne said I needed to learn to do in order to appreciate her daughter better. It didn’t take long for me to do just that.

The training started with Yvonne making me empty the dishwasher. I was happy to hear this first demand because I thought it would be easy, but it quickly turned sour when I realized that I didn’t know where many of the dishes were supposed to go. With each mystery dish, my anxiety grew.

Yvonne first watched me from afar, her eyes never leaving me. As I started to flounder, having to open countless cabinets and drawers to put each item away, I quickly felt her close in on me like a vulture circling its prey. Soon she was following my every move, her arms crossed and a scowl on her face. Her presence only made me grow more nervous and my anxiety from struggling to do such so a simple task amplified.

“This was supposed to be the easy task. The task that would show me that you aren’t completely useless. Are you so inept that you can’t even put away the dishes in your own home?” she spat out at me in disgust.

“I-I… Maddie normally does all the kitchen work,” I replied, my voice trembling.

Her lip curled angrily. “That’s exactly the problem,” she said pointedly.

“It may look that way, but she likes cleaning! She always does it and never asks for help,” I said defensively.

Yvonne rolled her eyes at me, looking at me as if I was an idiot. “She does it all because she knows you won’t. Because she’s weak and lacks the confidence to demand you do your part.”

I considered her words briefly before recognizing that she was likely right. Maddie had always been the type to avoid confrontation as much as possible.

“Don’t worry about that, however,” she added. “I’m working with her to improve her confidence and to teach her to take her proper place in this household.”

“By that you mean that you want us to be more equal, right?” I asked.

“No. I mean that she’s the head of the household. Women deserve to be in charge, not men.”

I considered her words for a moment, but couldn’t think of an argument. Seeing Maddie be more confident last night was definitely a turn on and seeing her mother wield so much power today was even sexier. Maybe Maddie being in charge wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

I reached for the next item in the dishwasher, but Yvonne’s hand beat me to it. It was a large wooden spoon which she picked up and started slapping against her other hand. The echoing of each smack rattled me.

I pushed the top shelf of the dishwasher closed and reached below for a pot. I had no idea where it was supposed to go so I had to hope that I could guess correctly. My choice was a large drawer next to the oven. I was wrong.

“Bend over,” Yvonne ordered me upon seeing that I had opened a drawer filled with ceramic bakeware.

“You can’t be serious,” I scoffed in response.

Her expression was unwavering. “Bend. Over.”

Is she actually going to spank me? What am I, a child?

I rolled my eyes as I bent myself over the counter and listened to the clicking of her heels as she came to stand behind me. Her fingers again found their way inside the hem of my panties. I flinched at their cool touch against my bare skin. Just like before, she gently pulled them up into their proper position and then stepped back.

Was that it? Just fixing my panties?

I started to get up and look over my shoulder, but she promptly pushed me back down. As I caught myself from falling against the counter, I felt the touch of the wooden spoon on my bare ass. It was just a gentle touch, but it was unnerving nonetheless. She softly rubbed the spoon against my butt in a circular pattern.

“Apparently you need even more training and discipline than I had imagined,” she said.

The touch of the spoon disappeared and then rapidly returned with a loud smack across my right cheek. I jumped and screamed in pain as I covered my stinging cheek with my hand. “What the hell?” I exclaimed.

“I’m not done. Bend over,” she said sternly. “Hands on the counter.”

I hesitated until I felt my dick start swelling up in its cage. She was debuting a new level of dominance over me and I had liked it.

Another swift slap of the spoon crossed my ass, this time on the left cheek. I was better prepared this time and resisted my urge to scream and only slightly flinched.

“From now on, whenever you prove your uselessness or incompetence you will be punished. Is that understood?” she said.

“Yes,” I answered through gritted teeth, expecting another hit to come.

“Good. Now finish this up. We still have plenty of work to do,” she said.

From that point on she was true to her word. If I didn’t know how to do something that she had ordered me to do, she spanked me with the spoon. After several hours spent doing laundry, vacuuming, tidying, and other household chores, my ass was raw and throbbing in pain. But with each spank and display of power from Yvonne, she grew that much sexier to me.

Her dominance was simple yet graceful. I knew what she wanted by just looking at her and I knew what would happen if I did it wrong. I had no idea that I could have been so easily trained to obey my mother-in-law, but I had been.

Her last chore for me was to make the bed. She was appalled when I told her I had never made our bed before and had no idea how to lay out the nine pillows that Maddie like to set out. To my surprise Yvonne actually helped me. “Well done,” she said when we had finished. “We’ve made some good progress today, but I still have one more lesson to teach you. A very important lesson. Sit and rest while I get my supplies.”

I tried to sit on the bed, but even the soft bedding hurt too much against my sore ass. Instead, I threw myself down on the bed face first and let out a deep sigh. I closed my eyes and rested as I awaited Yvonne’s return.


Chapter 6

Final Lesson

“Very good. You’re practically in position for your final lesson of the day,” I heard Yvonne say behind me.

I propped myself up on my side, still avoiding putting any pressure on my ass, as I watched Yvonne strut into the bedroom. Despite leaving to get supplies, she appeared to be returning empty handed. I was confused at first until I looked down. That’s when I saw what she had brought.

Wrapped around her hips were straps. Hanging from those was a long dick-shaped dildo. I stared at the dildo in disbelief, my head following it all the way to the bed as Yvonne came to sit next to me.

What the hell is that for? How is that going to be part of my lesson?

“Overall, you have been a very good girl today,” Yvonne started.

“Girl?” I interjected.

“Oh, silly me,” she laughed out. “In this position, with your bra and panties, you look so feminine. I guess it was just a little slip of the tongue. Anyways, as I was saying, you’ve been good. You have improved and learned to properly obey as the morning has progressed. I now have full faith that I will be able to properly transform you.”

She paused as if expecting a reply. “Thanks. I guess,” I said with a shrug. I wasn’t sure if being told I did a good job obeying was all that complementary, but if she was happy then I was. My sore ass definitely needed her to be happy.

She continued, “And now I expect you to once again do as you’re told.”

I nodded my agreement to her despite my fear of what she might tell me to do. What she might use her dildo for.

She stood up and turned to face me. “I’m going to teach you a very important lesson,” she said. “I’m going to teach you how to properly fuck a woman.”

What does she mean? How could she teach me that?

There was a tense pause before her voice again cut through the air. “Now get up and bend over,” she ordered me.

I hesitantly did as I was told, desperately hoping that she wouldn’t spank my sore ass again. There was a small part of me that knew what she was about to do, but I nervously pushed that idea away.

I felt her fingers run along the top of my panties. The feeling made my body shiver. “Most women are too afraid to tell a man what they really want in the bedroom. Most men are selfish and don’t care. Based on what my daughter has told me, I know both of these to be true in this household and I aim to rectify them. For her sake,” Yvonne said.

I guess it would be good to get some tips on having sex from a woman. From a different perspective.

She continued, “In my experience the best way to teach something is always by example.”

My eyebrow arched as I considered her statement. It didn’t take long for me to fully understand what she meant when I felt her fingers hook into my panties and start to pull them down to my knees. When I heard the squirt of a bottle and the sound of a liquid being slathered, I was certain. She intended to fuck me. My asshole clenched at the realization. My body start to quiver though I wasn’t sure if it was out of fear or a deep seated longing.

Can I really go through with this? Can I let my mother-in-law fuck me? I mean, Maddie did tell me that I had to do everything her mom told me to do, but is this crossing the line?

To be honest, the thought of saying no barely grazed my mind. After my morning with Yvonne I felt so out of control, so weak. My natural instinct was becoming to submit and do everything I was told. Just like they wanted me to do.

“Relax,” she said as she rubbed my ass. Her cool hands actually felt good on my sore, still burning cheeks. “I think you will be pleasantly surprised by how much you like this.”

I felt the tip of the dildo brush against my asshole and a whimper escaped me. I closed my eyes, bracing for what was to come. And then it came.

I gasped as the dildo penetrated me and slowly pushed inside me. Yvonne slowly pushed it in before pulling it back and repeating. My fingers gripped the bedding as she continued her slow and steady pace.

“You see, men think women want them to get in and just start fucking them hard and fast,” she said as she pushed her cock inside of me again. “But we need to be warmed up first. Give it to us nice and slow like this. Let us feel your cock inside of us. Doesn’t this feel nice?”

Does it? I mean, it’s not as bad as I thought and doesn’t hurt like I had expected… I guess it’s not bad. I can’t tell her that though. I can’t admit that to my mother-in-law.

I stayed silent other than the groan I let out as she pushed the dildo back inside me. This time, however, her hands grabbed my hips and she pushed the dick even further inside. She pulled it out and then again pushed it in deeper, using her hands to pull my hips back against it.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say it out loud yet. Once I get your pussy nice and loose you won’t be able to deny your love of my cock,” she said as one of her hands traced its way up my back until it grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. “And then you will be completely mine.”

Never before had I felt so used. So weak. I was hers to do with as she wished. And I was loving it. I let out a cry as she started fucking me harder. Faster. My nerves loosened and allowed the fake cock to slide in easier as my pleasure grew.

My dick start throbbing in it’s cage, the feeling of being fucked and the powerlessness to my mother-in-law driving it crazy. My breath was growing heavy and my arms weak. My cries were louder and more frequent.

I can’t believe I like this. I can’t believe how good it feels. I can’t believe I want my mother-in-law to keep fucking me!

And then she stopped.

“I think that’s enough for today,” Yvonne said cooly.

My head whipped around towards her as I pleaded for more. “No! Don’t stop. Not yet,” I begged.

“You see? That’s the sign that you gave a good fucking. When was the last time Maddison begged you for more?” she asked. That wasn’t a question I had to consider long; I could easily say that she had. “Don’t worry. I’ll teach you more next weekend. There’s still much about being a woman you need to learn and respect.”

I let out a pathetic whimper of despair as I felt her pull the dildo out of me. I desperately wanted to beg for more, but my new instincts were to behave.

“Keep my bra and panties and wear them again for me,” she said as I heard the click-clacking of her heels depart the bedroom.

I flopped down onto the bed to catch my breath and couldn’t help but let out a laugh.

Just a few hours ago I was dreading spending the day as my mother-in-law’s bitch. Now I want nothing more.

But my longing for more would have to wait another week…


Part 3

A Sissy's Uniform
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Chapter 1

The Next Week

The next week at home with my wife Maddie was increasingly awkward. Never before had I felt so nervous or guilty around my wife as I did these days, but I couldn’t help it. The feelings her mother stirred in me… the things she did to me. I couldn’t get them out of my mind.

It wasn’t as if I had cheated on my wife with her mother, but part of me felt like I had. Yvonne and I had shared a new, sexual experience together and for that I felt tremendously guilty. What made matters worse was how much I had enjoyed it and how much I dreamed of experiencing it again. And I still couldn’t believe I felt this way; never in my life had I thought that I would have liked being fucked in the ass, but that’s what my mother-in-law had done to me and that’s how she had changed my life.

All week my mind kept drifting back to that moment with her. Yvonne was wearing her tight leather bodysuit with a dildo hanging from her crotch. She was radiating power and after bossing me around all morning I was like putty in her hands to mold and do with as she pleased. She ordered me to bend over. I did as I was told. She told me that she wanted to teach me how a man should fuck a woman and was going to teach me by example. I believed her even though I couldn’t focus on her words enough to learn anything. She told me that I was going to be surprised by how much I liked it and how much I would start to crave it. I didn’t believe her at first, but she was right. I did like it and I do crave it.

I’ll forever remember the feeling of her dildo first penetrating me and pushing its way inside of me. It felt so naughty. So wrong. But also so right. She held my hips tight as she fucked me and humiliated me, but I wasn’t humiliated. I was liberated.

Each thrust of her dildo inside of me felt like an awakening. My dick only proved my feelings as it strained mercilessly against its chastity cage prison. It throbbed and pulsed as my pleasure grew. I felt like I was about to cum.

And then she stopped. She told me that I wasn’t ready to cum yet. That her training was far from complete. I wanted to beg and plea for more, but she was towering over me in her tall high heels and her large dildo and I felt meek and unable to muster any words. That feeling of weakness only aroused me more.

Maddie soon returned home and Yvonne pulled her into a private room to talk before she left. I still don’t know if Yvonne told her daughter what she had done to me and that only furthered my nervousness around Maddie. What would she think if she found out that I had let her mother fuck me? Would she be upset at me or would she be pleased that I made good on the promise I made to her that I would do anything her mother told me to do. I tried to use the latter point to reassure myself. She had made me make that promise after all. That thought would only briefly ease my feelings, however. I had done good by my wife in following through with my promise, but I hadn’t argued Yvonne’s request. I simply complied and bent over for her.

The one benefit that came out of my feelings of guilt was my behavior towards Maddie. I felt like I needed to make good by her and be an extra caring husband. So I did and I was. All week I cooked and cleaned for her. I attentively listened to her stories from her day at work and her gossip about her friends. I rubbed her back when she said it was hurting an I even went down on her three times without asking for anything in return. And I liked it all.

I knew I needed to be a good husband and partner to my wife if I ever wanted to get unlocked and playing the part was quickly becoming intoxicating. After a week with my dick locked in chastity without being able to cum, I felt like my dick was constantly trying to get hard and I was becoming a rapidly growing ball of pent up lust and desire. All the pent up sexual energy made me lust for Maddie more than ever. But while I now knew better than to proposition Maddie for sex, that didn’t stop me from constantly grabbing her and trying to kiss her. I had always thought she was beautiful and sexy, but now she was even more. She was a goddess.

However, as my lust for her grew exponentially every day, it soon became too much for her and she ordered me to stop. “You may worship me from a distance, but you may only touch or kiss me when I want you to,” she said. Her control over me only drove me more crazy for her.

As the week came to an end, I felt like a completely different person. I couldn’t believe it, but the chastity cage really seemed to transform me into a better spouse, just as Yvonne had said it would. I wondered if my improved behavior meant that I would get to take my cage off soon, but I also couldn’t help wonder if I actually wanted to take it off. On one hand, I had a burning desire to cum so I wanted to take the cage off, but on the other hand, I also liked how I felt now and I could tell that Maddie liked the new me as well. I was torn by the idea.

In the end, however, I knew that the choice didn’t belong to either Maddie or me. It belonged to my mother-in-law. Yvonne was the one who held the keys to my cage and she was the one who had full control. She had said that she would give Maddie the keys when she deemed her strong enough to control me, but when would that be?

I wasn’t sure of that or any of Yvonne’s plans for us. What I did know was that she still had more training for me and now that it was the weekend, I had a feeling that I would soon find out the rest of her plans.


Chapter 2

Yvonne Returns

I stood in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with my morning cup of coffee. The bright pink bra and panties I wore underneath my clothes made my body tingle in delight and made my dick continually pulse in excitement. Wearing the lingerie that my mother-in-law had given me felt extra good today and it was easy to tell why. It wasn’t because it was a dirty little secret that I kept from my wife — that thrill was intoxicating at first but simmered after a few days — it was because Yvonne was on her way over and she had ordered me to wear it for her.

I still didn’t know what she had planned for me today, what her second day of training would entail, but if it was anything like last weekend then I knew I would love it.

Is it possible that she would fuck me again or was that a one time lesson.

My longing for my mother-in-law to fuck me gave me an increased sense of guilt, but now that the day was upon me I couldn’t resist thinking about it. Thinking about it made my breath grow heavy, my dick press against its cage, and my asshole quiver.

As each day had passed, it took less to get my dick to try growing in its little cage. My sex drive was getting out of control. A week without being able to cum was more maddening than I had ever expected because without being able to release my sexual energy, it was all balling up inside me and making me hornier then ever. I had a feeling this was the reason why I was so turned on by Maddie’s new persona and why daydreamed about Yvonne so much. I wasn’t sure if I would feel the same way when I finally had my dick released or was allowed to cum, but I also didn’t know when I might be allowed that privilege.

A loud rapping at the front door snapped me out of my thoughts. Yvonne was here.

My heart started pounding in my chest and I grew nervous at the thought of seeing her again. I tried to act natural as I watched Maddie head to the front door to let her mother in, but I couldn’t remember how to behave. I awkwardly adjusted my position against the counter and fumbled with my coffee cup.

Breathe. Just breathe and act cool.

When I heard the familiar clicking of high heels I knew she was almost here. I took a deep swig of coffee to finish my mug and then took a deep breath. I decided to act busy and started washing my mug and the rest of the dishes in the sink. The sound of the water running and splashing against the dishes was becoming oddly comforting to me.

“That’s a welcome sight,” I heard behind me. I looked back and saw both of my women standing behind me, watching me.

“It’s a sight I’m growing to love seeing,” Maddie replied. “Whatever you did to him last weekend worked wonders. He’s been so helpful this week. I’ve barely had to lift a finger.”

“Just as it should be, my dear,” her mother replied.

I placed the last dish in the dishwasher and turned off the water. After one last deep breath I turned around to face them with a smile on my face. I took a moment to admire them both. Maddie, who still wore her satin pink pajamas, and Yvonne, who wore a tight white blouse tucked into an even tighter black pencil skirt. They both looked so much taller to me these days, especially Yvonne in her high heels. “Good morning, Yvonne. It’s a pleasure to see you again,” I greeted Yvonne.

Yvonne looked genuinely startled by my words. “And he’s polite now, too? I think those may be the first pleasant words he’s ever spoken to me,” Yvonne replied with a chuckle.

Maddie laughed. “I think you’re right! Are you sure you have more to do to him? He seems fixed already,” she said.

Hearing Maddie’s words made my heart sink.

Please don’t send you mother away. Please don’t cancel her training for me!

The normal, serious look returned to Yvonne’s face. “This is just the beginning of his transformation, dear. There is still much more to be done,” she said sternly.

Maddie shrugged. “If you say so. I certainly won’t stop you after everything you’ve done for us already,” she said.

I was flooded with relief. I would still have my training.

Maddie turned her focus to me and continued, “Are you ready for your next training session, Evan?”

I felt a surge of panic as the attention turned to me. I resisted the urge to blurt out an eager acceptance and finally returned a simple nod and smile. “Yes, of course, baby,” I answered.

She smiled at me and I could tell that it was sincere. “Perfect,” she said to me before turning back to her mother. “What’s your plan for him today, mother?”

Yvonne flashed me a grin. “Never you mind what the training is, dear. You simply enjoy the results,” she answered.

I was filled with hope that our day together would involve something she didn’t want Maddie to know about. Something that would stay between the two of us. The thought made my dick perk up.

“I’m dying to know your methods, but at the same time maybe I don’t want to know,” Maddie said. “But what about me? When do I finally get to take the reins and hold onto the keys to his cock cage?”

Her mother scoffed at the question. “If you have to ask then you’re not ready. You will know when you’re ready to fully control him and I will involve you when the time is right.”

My body shivered with chills.

Fuck, that sounds sexy. Could Maddie become even more dominant and controlling? Could she become more like her mother?

Maddie considered her mom’s words for a moment before responding. She shrugged again and said, “Fair enough. I’ll just have to trust you, mother.”

Yvonne turned back to me, her grin more present than ever. “That’s good to hear because today you will really need to trust me. Today I’m taking him to my house for training.”


Chapter 3

Yvonne’s House

My eyes bulged upon hearing that Yvonne would be taking me back to her house for today’s training. From the look on Maddie’s face, I could tell that I wasn’t the only one surprised. Her eyebrows raised in shock at her mother’s words. “Your house? But I thought the goal was to get him to learn how to help out more here, for me,” she said.

“Don’t you worry, dear. You will still have your results,” Yvonne replied. “There are just certain tools that I have at home that I will need for today’s training. As well as privacy.”

The mention of tools perked my interest. Could she be referring the set of straps and dildo that she used on me last week?

“So be it. He’s all yours,” Maddie said nonchalantly. “Be good for mother, babe.”

I was struggling to contain my excitement. “Yes, dear,” I answered.

“Good. Now let’s go,” Yvonne said abruptly as she quickly grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the hallway. We followed it towards the front door as my heart beat faster in anticipation of what was to come.

“Do you want me to drive? Or should we take our own cars?” I offered as we approached the door.

Yvonne quickly snapped around and grabbed my face, squeezing my cheeks. “You do not think. You do as you are told,” she said sternly. “Do not think that because I gave you some small accolades last weekend that we are friends. You are still beneath me, you will always be beneath me, and are to follow my commands.”

When I nodded my understanding she released her grip on my face. She stared daggers at me while I stared back at her in shock and awe. My dick urgently started pressing against its cage.

There it is. There is the sexy, dominant woman from last weekend. Today is looking up already.

She started to turn around, but stopped. She looked me over with a look of disgust. “I don’t like these clothes on you. You are wearing the clothes I gave you underneath, right?” she asked me.

The feeling of the bra and panties I wore became more pronounced. “Yes. I’ve worn them every day for you, as you requested,” I answered. In truth she hadn’t told me to wear them every day, but her statement was vague and I didn’t want to risk disappointing her. I also found myself really wanting to wear them and unable to resist.

Yvonne’s eyebrows raised and a grin returned to her face. “Every day?” she said with a long pause, letting whatever insinuation she meant hang between us. “Very good. Very good indeed.”

I felt a massive sense of relief and pride that I had seemingly exceeded her expectations and pleased my mother-in-law.

She turned around and opened the door, letting the warm summer air welcome us. “You will ride with me. In the back,” she said as she walked outside towards her car.

I followed her and got into the seat behind her as I was instructed. As I watched my house drift out of view I felt more control slip through my grasps. She was taking me away from my home and out of my element. And because she was driving me, I would be dependent on her to return home. There was no doubt that she was in absolute control.

The drive over to Yvonne’s house was quiet and awkward. I tried to cut the tension with some questions about what today’s training would be, but every time she quickly shut me down. “I already told you. You do not think. You do as you’re told. Do not worry about what my plans are, just be ready to do as I say,” she would say.

I loved her sharp tongue and her ability to dominate me with ease. My dick was going crazy and my training hadn’t even started yet. I could feel it pressing hard against my chastity cage which was tucked between my legs, under my pink panties.

When we arrived at her house, my arousal exploded when she demanded I strip down at the door. “Take off your shoes, socks, and the rest of your disgusting man clothes. You are not to wear that in my house,” she said.

My body quivered with pent up sexual desires as I removed my clothes until all that remained was my pink bra and panties. The sensation was almost too much to take.

Yvonne studied me as I stood in front of her, awaiting her next command. “Do you enjoy wearing those for me?” she asked as she pointed at my lingerie.

“Yes,” I admitted. It was the truth.

She nodded and smiled. “Well then you’re going to love what else I have for you today,” she said. “Follow me.”

I followed her down a long hall; feeling as if I was floating. I didn’t know what to expect, but everything she said was building up my excitement. She entered small guest bedroom and stopped next to the bed. “This will be your uniform while you work for me today,” she said as she pointed towards the outfit laid out on the bed.

I stared at her emotionless face before following her outstretched arm down to the clothes on the bed. At first glance I could easily tell what was there, but I took a few steps closer to make sure my eyes weren’t playing tricks on me. Upon closer examination, I became sure that they weren’t.

Laid out neatly on the bed was a black dress, white apron, and black stockings.


Chapter 4

My Sissy Outfit

The next few seconds felt like an eternity as I stared at the women’s clothing laid out on the bed for me. The women’s clothing that my mother-in-law had just demanded I wear for her.

I like wearing the bra and panties that she gave me, but wearing a whole outfit of women’s clothing. Would that be taking this too far? I’m am still a man after all… I can’t be completely dressed as a woman. Can I?

While the thoughts battled in my mind, my dick had different ideas. I could feel it pushing out its cage, causing my panties to tighten. The thought of wearing a dress and stockings was exciting it. I looked back at her and she nodded as if to confirm that she was serious. My eyes went back to the clothes and my hand reached out to pick up the dress. It was soft and delicate. Touching it made my heart flutter.

I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but I have been given an explicit rule to do everything I’m told... Do I really have a choice but to wear it?

I held the dress against my body. I could instantly tell that it was a short dress. One that would barely cover my body.

Here goes nothing.

With one flowing motion I pulled the dress over my head and down my body. Despite my best efforts to pull it down further, it barely went below my crotch. I could feel a cool breeze on my ass.

“Very nice,” my mother-in-law said. “Turn around and I will zip you up and tie your apron on.”

I did as I was told. I felt her hands on my back as she pulled up the zipper. The dress tightened around me, making it more form fitting. Between the tight dress and the help of my bra, my chest looked like I had small breasts. I liked it.

Yvonne next reached her arms around me and pulled the little white apron across my waist. I felt it wrap tightly around me as she tied it behind my back. I looked down at the apron hanging in front of my dress. It was smaller than a typical apron and was adorned with a white lace trim. It didn’t seem all that practical, but it definitely made me look more like a maid.

Yvonne suddenly pressed her body against mine as her hands wrapped back. I could feel her warmth against me as she began gently straightening out my apron. “We need to make sure you look prim and proper at all times,” she said as her hands worked. I didn’t think much of her actions until I felt her hands moving down and over my caged dick. She pressed down with enough pressure so that I could feel her hands. “Seems like everything is in order.”

I let out a huff of air as my body relaxed and shivered from her touch.

“Now sit down and I’ll help you with your stockings,” she added.

I could tell that I was once again quickly falling under her spell. I was hers to control and do with as she pleased. Without hesitating, I obeyed her and sat on the edge of the bed. As I did, my dress pulled up more and exposed the bulge of my chastity cage in my pink panties. I felt a pang of embarrassment as Yvonne’s eyes stared at it while she knelt down in front of me. I tried to cover it up, but she swatted my hand away.

“No need to play coy. I’ve already seen everything you have to offer,” she said. I blushed at the realization that she was right. “I was just admiring your panties anyways. They really look like they belong on you.”

My cheeks burned more from her words. “Oh, uh. Thank you,” I stammered.

Yvonne picked the stockings up off of the bed and started bunching one up. “Leg on my knee,” she instructed me.

I did as I was told then she started to unroll the first stocking up my leg. The nylon was soft against my leg and felt surprisingly nice. My dick strained harder the higher up my leg her fingers touched me. She continued all the way up to my thigh where the stocking ended. She had me switch legs and then started on the next stocking. By the time she was done, my dick was pulsing in desire.

“These don’t look very good with your disgusting man hair, but we will save that problem for another day,” she said as she rubbed my legs. Her soft, feminine hands along my stocking clad legs felt divine. “Each week we will introduce more to your sissy uniform until your transformation is complete.”

“Mmhmm,” I breathed out, lost in her touch and not really understanding what I was agreeing with.

I can’t believe I’m having these feelings from my mother-in-law again. They’re so wrong. But her touch feels so good.

I closed my eyes as I felt her hands sliding up my legs again.

Please keep going up. Just a little further…

Her hands suddenly stopped, gripped my thighs firmly, and pushed down on them. When I opened my eyes I saw her standing up and staring down at me. “Wait here while I go get prepared myself. I think I may have a few more pieces for you as well.”

I tried to keep my desires at bay, to bite my tongue and deny my mouth from begging for more of her touch. But I couldn’t resist looking up at her with longing eyes. I tried to hide them by nodding my acknowledged to her.

As if she could read me, she let out a laugh and bent over to grab my face. She held my face inches from hers, her eyes staring directly into mine. “You’re such a pathetic little man,” she hissed at me.

Her words made me shudder and made my dick strain against its cage once again.

She gave my face a little shake and grinned at me. “Don’t worry, my little sissy. I think you will quite like the training I have in store for you today,” she added.

I watched as she stood back up and turned to walk away. A boisterous laugh escaped her as she walked down the hall and I felt a sense of forewarning as she left my view.


Chapter 5

Training

The sound of Yvonne’s high heels returned and brought back a familiar sight. I felt my heart start beating faster as she returned to view. She once again wore her black leather bodysuit. She once again had her dildo hanging from her crotch.

Is she going to fuck me again? Is this my training for today?

I couldn’t believe that I might be so lucky. Had she enjoyed it as much as me? Did she want to skip the charade of household training and skip right to the fun part. My dick was pulsing hard in its cage, longing for her touch; any touch. I had to push my hands under my ass to resist the temptation.

Yvonne stopped in the doorway while her long dick-shaped dildo continued swaying in front of her. Her arms crossed as she stared at me. “Before we begin with your training today, I have two more items for your sissy outfit,” she said.

I had been so focused on her dildo that I hadn’t even noticed she was holding anything else. She extended her arms and dropped the items in front of me. A pair of black high heels thudded on the ground. I stared at them blankly until she snapped at me, “Put them on.”

I leaned over and picked them up and slipped them over my stocking covered feet one at a time. They slipped on smoothly thanks to the stockings and fit surprisingly well. As I put each foot back down on the floor, I felt a little more feminine. A little more complete.

Yvonne nodded her approval once I had the high heels on. “I had planned to make you serve me today. To teach you how to make a proper cup of tea and then drink it as I watched you prance around in your sissy outfit while you cleaned my house,” she said as she resumed her powerful strut towards me. She again grabbed my face and squeezed my cheeks tightly as she raised my eyes to look into hers. “But after seeing that look in your eyes. That look of desperation and lust… I think I will save your domestic training for later.”

My dick was pressing harder against its cage than ever. I thought it might actually break free. My throat was dry and unable to allow any words to come out. My body was shaking, both nervous and hopeful that she meant to fuck me again.

She leaned in closer and pulled my head towards hers. “That is what you want, right? You want to skip right to the part of my training where we use my little friend here?” she said as she began to stroke her fake cock.

My eyes flashed back and forth between her dildo and her eyes. I forced a deep swallow, trying to lubricate my throat enough to allow myself to answer, but I was still speechless. I finally mustered the energy to nod.

She released my face and leaned back as she shook her head disapprovingly. “No, no, no. That will not do,” she said. “If you want to enjoy my cock then you need to use your words. Tell me you want it.”

My heart was pounding now. My dick convulsing. I had been longing for this moment all week, but could I really admit it? Could I really tell my mother-in-law that I wanted her to fuck me again?

“I-I…,” I began to stammer. What was left of my pride was still refusing to speak the words, but my body, my dick demanded them. “I want your cock.”

A devilish smirk crossed her face. She wiggled her cock in front of my face and then lowered it towards my mouth. She slowly began to trace my lips with it as her smirk transformed into a giddy smile. “If only Maddie knew what a cock hungry slut her husband really is,” she giggled.

A pang of fear consumed me. “You’re not going to tell her, are you?” I asked, pleadingly as desperation oozed out of my mouth.

“No, not yet,” she answered as she continued touching my lips with her dildo. “I think I will keep you all to myself for now.”

“Oh, thank you,” I mumbled. I felt like I was quickly becoming hypnotized by her cock brushing my lips. New urges were filling me and were becoming hard to fight off.

“But you’re going to have to be a good cock slut for me if you want me to keep your dirty secret,” she said softly. She took a step back, taking the dildo away with her. I looked at it longingly and couldn’t believe how much I wanted to feel it on my lips again.

“Yes, of course. I’ll do anything,” I replied. I could tell by the urgency in my voice that I meant it. I would let her do anything to me and I would do anything that she asked. I didn’t just want her cock. I needed it.

She reached down and grabbed my chin, pulling my face up and pulling my eyes away from her cock to look at her. Again I felt a touch on my lips, but this time it was her thumb. Just as she did with her dildo, she traced her thumb around my lips, slowly pushing them apart and opening my mouth.

Moisture was returning to my mouth and throat rapidly as I began to salivate, began to lust for her. Her thumb pushed its way inside my mouth, all the way in, and I instantly knew what she wanted me to do. I began to suck on it as she continued to push it in and pull it out. My tongue ran along it, licking it with each movement. My dick was going crazy and my legs squirming against it, trying to give it a semblance of touch. Feeling my silky thigh highs rub together only turned me on more.

“Mmm, yeah. Suck it,” my mother-in-law moaned at me.

I didn’t need her to demand it. I didn’t want to stop. I kept sucking until she pulled her thumb out of my mouth. I opened my eyes and looked up at her. Her grin had returned and she was holding her dildo firmly in her hand.

“Open your mouth,” she demanded. “It’s time to start your first lesson of the day.”

I took a deep swallow as I realized what she meant. Then I opened my mouth hungrily in obedience.

Yvonne let out a diabolical laugh and then stepped forward and put her cock in my mouth.


Chapter 6

Cock Slut

I closed my eyes as I felt the head of the cock-shaped dildo enter my mouth. My teeth brushed against it so I opened my mouth wider knowing that no dick wanted to feel that sensation. It went in deeper as I locked my tongue onto the bottom of it, letting it feel the bumps of the veins as they passed by.

“That’s right. Take my cock,” my mother-in-law whispered.

“Mmhmm,” I moaned, my mouth filled with it.

I felt the dildo pull back and pop out of my mouth. Again I opened my eyes and saw her wiggling it in front of me.

“Show me how much you want it,” she said.

Without thinking my hands reached out and grabbed the dildo as my mouth lunged forward and engulfed it. I looked up at her as I began to suck the cock, as if I was giving a blowjob.

Yvonne laughed loudly as she watched me work. “Oh my. You really are a cock slut, aren’t you?” she bellowed. “Maybe next time I’ll let you wear some of my red lipstick so you can really feel like the whore you are.”

I wasn’t sure if she was trying to humiliate or praise me, but I took it for the latter and my hunger grew. I tried to take more of the dildo in my mouth, but gagged on it. It didn’t stop me from trying despite my eyes watering up.

Yvonne wiped a tear from my eye and gently stroked my cheek. “Relax your throat and take it slowly. It’s not going anywhere. You’re going to suck I’m done with you,” she said softly.

I looked back up at her and nodded my understanding before trying it her way. I tried to relax my throat and slowly let the fake cock slide in deeper. I was able to get more in before gagging and it felt like an accomplishment. I tried a few more times before I felt like I was getting the hang of it. But then Yvonne stopped me again.

“No, this is all wrong,” she said as she pulled the dildo from my eager mouth. “If you’re going to suck a cock, I want you to really do it like a woman. Get on your knees.”

I nodded my agreement as I wiped some excess drool from my lips. My eyes stayed locked on hers as I lowered myself off of the bed and onto the ground. Looking at her from such a low angle only made her look more powerful and dominant over me. I loved it.

“Very good, my obedient little slut,” she said as she took my place on the bed. “Now get back to sucking.”

I scooted myself closer and again wrapped my hands around her fake cock. But before I could get my mouth over it, Yvonne had my hair in her grasp and pulled my head towards it. I opened my mouth just in time to let it enter and hit the back of my throat. I tried to resist my urge to gag and tried to reclaim control, but she kept her firm grip on my hair and continued to move my head back and forth over the dildo.

“Good, that’s it. Keep sucking my cock,” she snarled.

“Mmhmm,” I let out of my muffled mouth.

She continued to force my mouth back and forth over her fake dick as I braced myself and did my best to suck it as I imagined a woman would. “Now touch your breasts. I want you to feel like a woman. To believe you’re a woman. That’s the true key of being a sissy,” she said.

I did as I was told and grabbed my chest. The pink bra that I wore under my dress made my chest feel like it had small breasts. I rubbed them as if I was rubbing a woman’s. It felt good. My dick pulsed at the touch and I let out a moan of pleasure as the sensations filled my body.

I didn’t get to enjoy it for long, however, as Yvonne suddenly pushed my head down hard, filling my mouth and throat with her cock. This time I was unable to refrain from gagging.

“This is what you men like to see women do, right? You like to make us gag on your pathetic little dicks. Does that make you feel big?” she spat out at me.

I could barely register her words as I tried to pull my head back.

She finally released the pressure, but maintained her grip on my hair and resumed moving my head back and forth. “Don’t you worry,” she continued. “I have a feeling you will only be on this side of blowjobs from now on. You won’t have the opportunity to do this to my Maddison again as long as I have your keys.”

My dick was thrusting itself against the metal bars of its cage. Yvonne’s words and actions were so sexy. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. My mouth was dripping with drool and was sucking the cock with a fervor unlike anything I had ever felt before. Moans began escaping me as I felt pressure build up in my dick.

But then once again, she stopped.

My head whipped back as she pulled me off of her cock and then a sharp sting whipped across my cheek. She had slapped me. I covered my face in shock and gasped at the feeling of betrayal.

“Don’t you dare think about cumming, slut. You are not allowed to cum without my permission. Do you understand?” she hissed at me.

My dick was still throbbing, but less so after the surprise and hurt of the slap. I remained speechless as I caught my breath and continued to rub my stinging cheek.

“Answer me, whore,” she added harshly.

“Y-yes,” I stammered in response.

“Good,” she said sternly. “I think you’ve had enough cock for one day and I’ve worked up an appetite. I think I will teach you to make me tea and snacks after all.”

I wiped my sloppy face with my forearm. My throat hurt and my jaw was sore, but I managed to respond, “Yes, of course. Anything you say.”

“Good answer,” Yvonne said as she stood up and started towards the door. “Now come along. You still have much to learn, my little sissy pet.”

She was right. I did still have much to learn from her. And I couldn’t wait to learn it all.


Part 4

Final Lessons

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Longing for More

As another week went by, I found myself fantasizing about my mother-in-law more than ever. I often caught myself tracing my lips with my thumb and even sucking on it, just as she had made me do with hers last week. The truth was, sucking on her dildo last weekend made me so excited and so aroused. I longed for more.

But then again, after two weeks of having my dick locked in a chastity cage without being allowed to cum, my body surged with sexual energy and anything remotely sexual would turn me on and make my dick strain against its cage. I constantly wanted to jump my wife Maddie. To touch and kiss her. To pleasure her. However, she only allowed me to touch her under her terms. I spent most of my time around her trying hard to restrain myself from giving in to my urges.

My fantasies were a cruel tease as well. With all of the pent up sexual energy coursing through me, I often found myself day dreaming of my training with my mother-in-law Yvonne. Every time it would drive my dick crazy which in turn made me more frustrated when I couldn’t touch my dick to relieve myself. But to be honest, I was actually beginning to love that feeling of frustration. I would rub my palm against the top of my cage as it strained and it felt so good. The built up intensity in my dick would then give me an extra boost of energy to do my new household chores and make my wife happy.

Maddie was very happy with my change and amazed by my new persona. She seemed to have no idea what my training had involved to make me this way and for that I was grateful. I was still struggling to grasp my own sudden changes and desires after having her mother fuck my ass and mouth in subsequent weeks, I wasn’t ready for my wife to learn about them. Inside I knew that she would eventually find out, whenever her mother deemed her ready to hold the keys to my chastity cage and take full control over me, but I wasn’t eager for that day to come.

Of course that wasn’t just to delay my wife learning about what her mother had done to me, it was also so that Yvonne would stay as part of my life. A sexy, mind opening part of my life. As long as my training continued, she would remain and that’s what I wanted.

A few weeks ago, that want to have my mother-in-law in my life was foreign. Back then I loathed her and thought she spent too much time at our house spewing toxic ideas about me to Maddie. But now I see that all that time and all those vial words about me… they were all part of her plan for us. After the first two weeks of my training I can now accept that she was right. I wasn’t a good husband for her daughter and she was right that I was useless. She only had our best interests at heart and now her plan was coming to fruition through her training and my transformation.

Of course I wasn’t the only one going through a transformation. Maddie was also getting lessons from her mom on how to be more dominant and powerful; how to be the true head of the household. Just as Maddie wasn’t present for my training, I wasn’t present for hers. But every day I saw a little more of what she had learned seep out into her personality.

My once meek and submissive wife was coming into her own as a strong and commanding woman. When once she would refrain from asking me for help, she now demanded it. When once she would do all the household chores and cook every meal, she now assumed I would and would chide me when I forgot. But that wasn’t all, if I did something the wrong way then she was sure to let me hear about her disgust with me. Not only did she make me redo the task, but she watched me and berated my every mistake. It was a side of her that I never thought I’d see. It was a side of her that I never thought would be so arousing.

Thanks to Yvonne’s training, I had learned more about household chores over the last two weeks than I had previously learned in my entire life. It was a wealth of knowledge that I never thought I would need or care about before, but now it was all information that I felt I would need for the rest of my life. Or at least as long as I wanted to continue to please my wife, which I did.

It was hard to imagine that there could be more for me to learn, but Maddie always stressed that there would be. The way she was with me now also made me wonder how much was left with her training. She already seemed like a completely different woman. Would her mom continue to teach her to be more like her? Would her mom teach her to do the things that she did to me? I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to or not because it would be yet another major shift in our relationship, but if Yvonne declared my training complete at some point and handed the keys over for Maddie to be in control… I would still want to feel these new pleasures some how. Could Maddie make me feel the same way that her mother does?

There were still so many questions left unanswered. Luckily, today was Saturday once again which meant that it would be another day of training with Yvonne. I hoped I would get some more answers to my questions today. Or at the least, some more pleasure.


Chapter 2

Third Training Session

Yvonne arrived at our house earlier than normal today. As I answered the door, I saw a fire in her eyes and immediately knew that she meant business. The intensity I saw in her only enhanced the already high level of excitement that brewed inside me. Next to her on the ground was a large black duffle bag which she gestured for me to pick up. I did as she commanded and grabbed the bag before leading her down the hall towards the kitchen where I had been waiting for Maddie to wake up.

As I walked her down the hall, I couldn’t resist grabbing my chest and feeling the pink bra that I wore underneath my shirt. On the outside I was wearing my normal casual clothes consisting of an old t-shirt and gym shorts, but underneath I wore my pink bra and panties that Yvonne had given me during my first training session two weeks ago. Seeing her again made my pink lingerie more apparent to me, more naughty, and I loved how they felt on me.

Yvonne, on the other hand, was exquisitely dressed as normal. She wore a sharp black dress that fell just above her knees. It had a deep v-neck that showed off her cleavage and was held together with a belt around her waist. As always, she wore her tall black high heels that clicked loudly as she followed me down the hall.

Hearing the echo of her heels once again reminded me of last weekend when she first made me wear high heels. And when she first taught me how to suck cock. She had given me the heels to wear just before she made me kneel before her and take her dick-shaped dildo in my mouth. After she dressed me up in a short dress and thigh high stockings, rubbed my legs, and teased me, I took her cock with an insatiable hunger. She had me rub my breasts as she stuffed my mouth and in those moments I had really felt like a woman. But not just a woman. Like the cock hungry slut she said I was.

The thought made me bite my lip as my dick surged in its cage. I wondered if she would have me dress up for her again today and if she had brought her dildo with her. I hoped both were true and based on the heavy bag I carried for her, I had a feeling they were.

By the time we reached the kitchen, Maddie had arrived and was helping herself to a cup of coffee. She was wearing her favorite black leggings with white cut off tank top and a black and pink sports bra underneath. Her workout clothes always made her look so sexy.

“Good morning, baby,” I greeted her. “Why don’t you let me do that for you?”

She looked at me with a smile. “Good morning, babe. And good morning to you, mother,” she said to us. She turned her focus to her mother as she set the coffee pot down and let me step in to complete her drink for her. I had quickly learned the exact amount of cream and sugar to add and she loved having her perfect coffee brought to her every morning. “Do you see how good he is to me now?”

“Good morning, dear,” her mother replied. “I have to admit, your husband here has been much more susceptible to my training than I expected so I’m not surprised that he’s being so good for you. We’re actually quite ahead of schedule.”

Maddie had an impressed look on her face as she took the mug of coffee from me. “Well that’s a pleasant surprise,” she said as she flashed me another smile. “I guess that first talk we had really motivated him. He hasn’t even touched his video games since.”

To my surprise, she was right. I hadn’t played any video games since they first had me lock my dick in a chastity cage. I guess I just didn’t have as much free time when I was doing all the work around the house. The sudden realization filled me with remorse for my former life.

I guess that’s how Maddie used to feel. She was doing all the work while I relaxed. I can’t believe I was such an asshole to her. But that’s all different now. Everything is different and I know we’re both much happier for it.

“He’s definitely motivated by something, that’s for sure,” Yvonne said as she gave me a wink.

Maddie chuckled even though I was certain she didn’t understand her mother’s true meaning. “I can’t wait to find out what that secret motivation is,” she said.

Yvonne looked me over studiously and then nodded as if she was agreeing to something she was thinking. “That very well may be soon. Especially if everything goes according to plan today,” she said.

I felt my heart sink at the implication that my training might soon be over. At the same time, I saw an excitement light up in Maddie’s eyes. “That’s fantastic!” she exclaimed.

Still staring at me, Yvonne added, “Yes. Well, speaking of which, we should probably get started. Evan, in that duffle bag is everything you will need for today. Take it to your room and begin your preparations while I talk to Maddison. There are instructions inside which I expect you to follow exactly.”

My anticipation for what was in the bag exploded; I couldn’t wait to open it up and find out what was inside. “Yes, Yvonne. I will do exactly as you say,” I said with a bow.

Yvonne’s familiar grin spread across her face. “You had better,” she hissed at me. “Today is a big day in your training and your ability to follow directions is crucial.”

The duffle bag hanging from my shoulder suddenly had an extra weight to it as the importance of what was inside became apparent. “Yes, of course,” I replied. I stared at her nervously as I felt frozen in place.

Yvonne glared at me in annoyance and then thrust her arm in the direction of my bedroom. “Go! Go now!” she yelled at me.

Panic consumed me as I worried that I was already failing her test. “Y-yes. Okay,” I stammered. I looked to Maddie and blew her a kiss before turning and hurrying out of the kitchen.

“Bye, babe!” I heard Maddie shout after me. “Make me proud and be a good girl for mother.”


Chapter 3

Being a Good Girl

I entered our bedroom, confused about what I had just heard.

Did she just tell me to be a good girl? There’s no way. She doesn’t know anything about what her mother and I have done… she has even said so herself!

I shrugged off the thought and set the duffle bag down on the bed. My fingers couldn’t wait to unzip the bag and discover what was inside. They ripped open the bag and pulled the sides apart to reveal its contents.

On top of everything was a note containing instructions, just as Yvonne said there would be. It read:

Evan,

To begin today’s training you must first complete your transformation. To do this you must put on the new outfit that I have provided you in this bag. But first, you must use the included razor to shave your body. You are to remove all of your hair below your nose.

You have one hour to complete your transformation.

Do not disappoint me.

-Y

I set the note aside and considered its words.

She wants me to shave my entire body and then wear whatever clothes are in the bag?

The idea of shaving myself made me nervous. I had never shaved any part of myself other than my face and had no idea what it would feel like to shave my legs or body. To distract myself, I anxiously pulled out the remaining contents of the bag. Along with the razor, there was a matching black bra and thong, a short lacy white dress, the black high heels that I wore last weekend, and a blonde wig.

She wants me to shave AND wear a wig? She really wants me to feel like a woman! Is this all still about learning to understand how Maddie feels or is this part of some other plan for me?

I didn’t understand why she was so set on making me turning myself into a woman for her, but I also knew that I had no choice. Both Maddie and her mother were adamant that I do everything they told me to do and if I ever wanted to have my chastity cage unlocked, I needed to continue following their commands.

I let out a deep sigh as I began to undress. I tossed my man clothes into the dirty clothes hamper and neatly folded and set aside my pink bra and panties, assuming that I might wear them again later. I felt sad taking them off, even though I was going to replace them with another pair.

Once naked, I grabbed the razor and made my way into the master bathroom to get started. There, I grabbed the shaving cream I normally used on my face and started spreading it over my legs.

I can’t believe I’m about to do this, but here goes nothing.

After each swipe of the blade, my freshly shaved skin grew much more sensitive. It tingled when I touched it and when I washed the excess shaving cream away, I could better feel the coolness of the water. It felt strange, but also nice.

I continued shaving my legs and then moved my way up my body, shaving my crotch and balls as much as I could around my chastity cage, and then my chest and face. When I was done I couldn’t believe how I looked. I looked so soft and pale. And so feminine.

I also felt much colder. The cold air of the air conditioner was blowing fiercely on my sensitive skin so I hurried back into the bedroom to get dressed. I quickly grabbed the bra and panties and put them on. It felt strange wearing different panties, especially because they were a different cut, but the thong style fit nicely and felt even better in my ass. It didn’t do anything to provide me warmth, however.

I next moved on to the dress, putting it on over my head then down over my body. It was sleeveless and actually more like a chemise than a dress. It was even shorter than the dress Yvonne had made me wear last weekend as it barely covered my panties and left a lot of my ass exposed. I looked around for more clothes to wear and cover my cold body with, but all that was left was the wig and high heels.

No thigh highs this time? I guess she wants to be able to see my shaved legs.

The lack of stockings was a little disappointing as I was wondering how they would feel on my now hairless legs, but perhaps I would find out during another training session. Instead, I sat down to put my heels on. I slipped them on one at a time and felt sexier wearing them. To complete my outfit, I grabbed the wig and slipped it over my head. I tried to get it in place and brush the hair with my fingers, but after struggling for a while I decided to go to the bathroom to use a mirror for help.

I took a seat at Maddie’s vanity and looked at myself in the mirror. When I saw my reflection for the first time I was in awe at the transformation that had taken place. With the wig, lingerie, and dress on over my hairless body, I really looked more like a woman. The sight made my dick swell up. I grabbed one of Maddie’s combs and brushed my wig so that it laid out more like real hair. I looked even better.

I looked around the vanity for anything else that might further improve my look and found a few vials of lipstick. Seeing them once again reminded me of last weekend when I was sucking on Yvonne’s dildo. She said she might let me wear lipstick next time to really feel like a whore. The memory made my dick strain harder.

Should I or would that be presumptuous? I don’t want to do anything to upset her… but it would be so naughty.

I couldn’t resist. I grabbed a container of lipstick, opened it up, and quickly applied it to my lips. It was a soft shade of pink that had a nice gloss to it. It put my feminine look over the top and I loved it.

Now I’m definitely ready for whatever she has in store for me. I can’t wait to find out what it is.


Chapter 4

Discovery

I walked back into the bedroom and quickly realized that there was work to be done before Yvonne came in. Specifically, the bed was a mess and I knew that she would be extremely disappointed and upset if she came in to find me next to a messy bed. I wasn’t sure how much time I had left in my hour, but I decided try to get as much cleaning done while I could.

I started with the bed, removing the pillows and then straightening the sheet. When I next pulled the blanket up, I realized it was being weighed down by the duffle bag that was still on the bed. I grabbed the bag and tossed it to the ground. To my surprise, it made a loud thud as it hit the ground.

I thought I took everything out of the bag…

I kneeled down and spread open the bag once more. Tucked in the bottom corner I found a familiar item. My mother-in-law’s dildo. My body fluttered with delight at the sight.

Her note didn’t mention using this at all… I’m not sure I should make any assumptions so I’ll just leave it here until I know why she brought it.

I reluctantly set the dildo down in the bag and went back to work making the bed and tidying the bedroom. When everything looked pristine, my mind quickly went back to the dildo in the bag.

Maybe I should just hold it while I wait. That way I’ll have it ready for her.

I briefly listened for the sound of Yvonne approaching and heard nothing. When I knew the coast was clear, I hungrily grabbed the dildo from the bag. I sat down on the edge of the bed, holding it. It didn’t take long until I felt silly just holding the erect dildo over my hairless legs so I began examining it. I ran my fingers along the ridge of the head and down the large veins of the shaft. My dick started swelling up the more I touched it.

I still have some time… maybe I should suck it… just a little bit.

I whipped my body off of the bed and on to the floor so that I was kneeling in front of it. The dildo stood tall in front of me for only a few seconds before it disappeared inside me. Feeling my mouth filled with cock once again was exhilarating. I started sucking it fast and passionately, taking the fake cock as deep as I could. The sounds of my slurping and sucking were all that I could hear and turned me on more. I got so into it that I didn’t hear Yvonne enter and didn’t notice her until she was standing right next to me. I jumped when I suddenly saw her legs in my peripheral and gasped when I saw her standing next to me, arms crossed with an intense look on her face.

“Look at you, my eager little cock slut. Getting started without me are you?” she said.

“Oh, umm, I…,” I stammered, afraid that she was upset with me.

Her eyes suddenly opened wide as a smirk spread across her face. “Are you wearing lipstick?” she asked me, surprised.

I quickly wished I hadn’t put it on, but I hadn’t been unable to control myself in the moment. “I thought you would like it,” I answered bashfully.

Her smirk transformed in to a grand smile and she clenched her hands together excitedly. “I do. I love it. Between your lipstick and your eagerness to suck cock… Evan, you have passed my test,” she said.

“I did?” I asked, confused as to what she meant.

“Yes, Evan. You have completed your transformation and now it’s time.”

I still didn’t know what she meant. “Time for what?” I asked.

“I told you that today could be a big day in your training and now it will be,” she said as she walked back towards the bedroom door. “Now that you have passed your test, today will become the day your wife gets the final upper hand in your relationship.”

Before I could figure out what she meant, the bedroom door swung open revealing Maddie standing in the doorway, her eyes wide in shock as she stared at me. I gasped, threw down the dildo, and tried to cover myself up.

“What the hell? What are you doing bringing by Maddie in here?!” I yelled at Yvonne furiously.

She cocked her head to the side and let out a short laugh. “Did you not think she would ever find out? Did you think she wouldn’t notice your suddenly hairless body or the fact that you wear a bra and panties every day? Oh, you sad, pathetic creature,” she said, her voice filled with pity.

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t feel ready for this moment. I curled up into a ball to cover my outfit even though I knew my hairless legs and wig would still be very noticeable.

“This? This is what you have been doing to him?” I heard Maddie ask her mother.

“Yes, dear. I have found that sometimes in life the best way to teach is with empathy. I made him understand how it feels to be you. How it feels to have to do everything around the house. And how it feels to be disappointed sexually,” Yvonne replied. “Don’t worry, though. He never once fought my demands along the way. He was actually quite eager.”

Maddie slowly walked towards me. She no longer look surprised. At the same time, she also didn’t look horrified which was comforting. “Stand up. Let me see you,” she told me.

My body was trembling with fear. I couldn’t believe I was about to let my wife see me dressed as a woman. Seeing my trepidation, she extended me her hand to help me up. I took a deep breath and let it out as I reached out and took her hand to stand up.

Maddie looked at me in silence for what felt like an eternity. I was still shaking as she started walking around me and checked out my backside. “You had him shave his whole body, mother?” she asked Yvonne as she started rubbing my hairless legs. The touch of her soft fingers on my sensitive legs sent shivers through me.

“This was my final test to see if his transformation was complete. If he obeyed by shaving and getting dressed then I knew he would be ready for you,” her mother explained. “Not only did he do as he was told, but he also put on your lipstick. And I found him sucking on my dildo. Neither of those were part of my instructions.”

I cringed at hearing Yvonne tell Maddie about what she had caught me doing.

Maddie gasped. “What else have you been doing to him mother?”

“Like I said, I taught him what it was like to be you and what it was like to be disappointed sexually,” Yvonne answered. “I made sure that whatever happened, he never achieved orgasm. Just like you never do with him.”

Maddie walked between the two of us while silently considering. “You did things to my husband, mother? Sexual things?” she eventually let out.

“They were all necessary, dear. They are what has turned him into your obedient new husband. And he wanted it all.”

Maddie looked at the bed and saw the dildo I had been sucking. She picked it up and held it out towards her mother. Yvonne nodded at her, letting her know that it had been involved. “Well, if your training was about letting him know how I feel sexually with him…,” she started. “Then your training is incomplete.”

Yvonne looked at her daughter in confusion. “Do tell,” she said curiously.

Maddie turned around to face me, the dildo still in her hand. “After we have sex, I wait for him to fall asleep then I grab my dildo to finish myself,” she said. My heart started pounding in my chest as I watched her walk towards her nightstand. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled a small container of lube out. “Baby, it’s time to really know how it feels to be me. It’s time to make yourself orgasm with a dildo.”


Chapter 5

Fuck Me

Maddie handed me the dildo and the bottle of lube. “Go ahead. Make yourself cum,” she ordered me.

My dick was throbbing in its cage, enthralled by her dominance over me and the kinkiness of her demand. “Yes, dear,” I whimpered as I took the items from her. I looked around for somewhere to put the dildo. Somewhere that I could best place the dildo so I could fuck myself with it.

“The ground. Fuck yourself on the ground in front of us,” Maddie said sternly. “I usually sneak out to do it on the couch, but I don’t want you messing up our furniture with your filth.”

I looked at her for confirmation and she gave a curt yet powerful nod telling me she meant it. I looked down at the ground, it seemed so far away when I was standing in high heels. I wasn’t sure how I would be able to position myself the right way, but I knew I couldn’t argue. I just had to try.

I kneeled down and pressed the dildo’s suction cup on the floor until I could tell that it adhered. When I let go, it wobbled playfully and I felt silly that I was about to stick it up my ass. But I had to and I wanted to.

I opened the bottle of lube and squirted a generous amount on the tip of the cock head then lathered it all over the dildo. Feeling the veins and ridge of the head on my palm felt nice, but a handjob wasn’t what I was here for. I turned around and positioned myself on my knees with my asshole in front of the dildo. It was an awkward position, but I couldn’t think of any other way to do it. And this was no longer the time for thinking, I needed to do as I was told.

My hand reached behind me and grabbed the lubed up cock. I scooted backwards until I felt the head against my cheeks. I heard an impatient tapping of heels and looked up to see the two women scowling at me, clearly annoyed that I was taking so long. Realizing that they were watching my every move only made my heart pound faster.

“What are you waiting for? You know you want that cock inside of you,” Yvonne growled at me.

Her words were the kickstart I needed. I pulled my panties to the side and pressed my asshole against the tip. I sat down against it until I felt the dildo penetrate me. A loud groan escaped me as I sat further back and felt the cock go further in. It didn’t take long for me to realize that Yvonne hadn’t fucked me with the entire length of her cock as I could feel it entering previously untouched depths, slowly stretching me out as it moved. Another groan let out of me as a pang of pleasure hit me deep inside.

“Didn’t I tell you he was a cock slut? Look at him taking the whole thing from the start!” Yvonne let out.

“Oh, my. I really had no idea,” Maddie replied. “This changes everything.”

I finally had the cock in me, but now I needed to fuck myself. The motions were all so much easier two weeks ago when I was bent over the bed and Yvonne fucked me. She was in control and was able to push the dildo in and out of me at her will. Now, I had to do it all myself.

I grabbed my ankles and pushed myself up, the dildo sliding out of me as I did. I then lowered myself back down, letting the fake cock fill my ass once more and sending pleasure through my body. I continued this motion, bobbing up and down on the cock, fucking myself.

“Look at your little cock whore go!” Yvonne laughed out.

Maddie joined her laughter and pointed towards me. “And look at his little dick!”

I looked down and saw that my caged dick had slipped out of my panties and was flapping up and down with my movements. In that moment it seemed so small and so useless. I shook my head in shame.

The pleasure intensified the more the cock moved inside of me. It felt like my body had taken over and knew exactly how to ride the dildo to maximize pleasure, alternating between bouncing up and down and grinding on it. Getting fucked felt better than I had remembered it, but it was also exhausting. My thighs were burning and my breathing was heavy. I wanted so much more, but I wasn’t sure my body could handle this position much longer. I started moving my ass in longer strides, letting more of the dildo slide out of me and then pushing it all back in forcefully. It already felt like my asshole was becoming looser and more welcoming of the cock which allowed me to really pound my prostate.

The more I fucked myself, the more there was a building pressure in my dick. But without the ability to get hard, I could tell it was struggling to handle the feeling. I wanted to cum so badly though. I wanted to do right by my wife’s demands.

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t take it any more. Not like this. I slowed down and sat on the dildo, letting it bottom out inside me as I caught my breath.

“You’re not done yet, sissy,” Maddie teased me.

“No, of course not,” I breathed out as I looked around the room for something that could help me. An empty space of wall next to my closet caught my eye and I immediately knew what I needed to do.

I used my fingers to pop the dildo’s suction cup off the floor and held it inside of me while I stood up and walked to the wall. Mother and daughter gasped as I disobeyed their order, but I hoped they would understand that it was necessary in order to accomplish their greater demand. At the wall, I turned around and adhered the dildo to it. Then bent over and continued fucking myself.


Chapter 6

Cock Whore

My left hand reached inside the closet’s frame and grabbed the inside wall while my right hand held the base of the dildo to make sure it wouldn’t fall. I used my grip on the closet’s frame to forcefully pull myself backwards onto the fake cock, fucking myself even harder. It felt great.

“The little whore has some ingenuity,” Yvonne said as she continued to watch next to her daughter.

Maddie scoffed. “But that’s not what I told him to do.”

Yvonne laughed out at her daughter’s words. “Well aren’t you the strict one now. Punish him later if you see fit, but let him do whatever he needs to so he can learn his lesson now.”

Yes, thank you. Please let me keep fucking myself. I don’t want to stop.

I heard Maddie growl as she came to stand in front of me. “Well then he at least needs to do it right,” she said. “Spread your legs, slut.”

I spread my legs apart as far as I could while keeping my balance in my high heels. It didn’t seem to change much, but then she grabbed my hair and pulled my body down until I was horizontal with the floor and my head was in front of her crotch. This new position did change things. I gasped as I felt the dildo go in a little bit deeper.

“That’s better. A good cock slut bends all the way over to take cock,” Maddie said. She then began thrusting her hips towards me as if pretending to face fuck me. “Damn, I wish I had a cock to fuck you with.”

“Mmm, me too,” I said without thinking. I felt my mouth begin to salivate as my tongue traced my lips. It took me a moment to realize that Maddie had loosened her grip on my hair and was silently staring at me.

I looked up at her and she chuckled. “You do?” she asked me.

My instinct was to deny it in shame and embarrassment, but then I realized that I was dressed like a woman and fucking myself in front of her already. “Yes,” I admitted confidently.

She started walking away. I stopped my thrusts to catch my breath while I watched her. She stopped at her bedside table and opened the bottom drawer once again. Her hand reached in and she pulled out a large dildo. “This is what I use to get myself off after you disappoint me. I guess it seems fitting that it will help you get off, too,” she said.

My cock starting pulsing vigorously. I slowly started moving back and forth on the dildo again in excitement. She returned to her position in front of me and placed the dildo on her crotch. “Now that I have a cock, what are you going to do about it, slut?” she spat out at me.

I knew exactly what to do. I grabbed the shaft and opened my mouth, letting her cock fill it. Feeling it enter me made my dick push even harder. It had maxed out its size within the cage and was pushing it out as far as it could, pulling on my balls. It starting flapping higher as I resumed fucking myself faster.

In and out, each of the dildos went. One in my mouth and one in my ass. With both of my holes filled I felt more complete.

“Do you like this? Do you like being double penetrated?” Maddie asked me.

With my mouth full, I could only moan my agreement. “Mmhmm,” I tried to answer.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you, my little whore,” she added. “You’re going to do everything around the house from now on. Everything.”

“Mmhmm,” I again moaned my agreement.

“And your only reward will be my cock when I feel that you have earned it. You’re going to work for cock, you whore.”

That was it. I couldn’t take anymore. The pressure in my dick finally let out in an explosive orgasm. I nearly gagging on the dildo in my mouth as I groaned my satisfaction. As the cum continued to drip out and pool on the floor, I felt my body start going limp. I pulled Maddie’s dildo out of my mouth as I looked up at her. “Thank you,” I said between heavy breaths.

Her eyebrow raised curiously at me as she crossed her arms. “Thank you? Are you thanking me for letting you cum or for letting you be my cock whore for the rest of your life,” she asked.

I briefly considered her question before answering. “Both.”

“Fair enough. You’re welcome. But don’t think that because you just cam that you’re done for today. I’m pretty sure you just made a big mess that needs to be cleaned,” Maddie said. Her hand extended towards the ground and pointed at the large puddle of cum. “Clean it up. With your tongue.”

Her voice was commanding and I knew she was serious. I slowly pulled my ass off of the second dildo and lowered myself onto all fours above the puddle.

“Very impressive, dear,” I heard Yvonne say as I stared at the pool of cum. “I think you have just earned the right to hold his keys.”

There was a sudden pressure on the back of my head. As my face moved rapidly towards the ground, I realized that it was Maddie’s foot pushing me down. “I said lick it up!” she yelled.

I looked up at the two powerful women in front of my as my tongue extended towards the cum. I started to lick and slurp it up as my goddess demanded.

“As for you and your keys, mother,” Maddie added. “Keep them. I don’t think we will be needing them in this household. I like him just the way he is now.”

As I swallowed the last of my cum, I pushed myself back into a kneeling position. Looking up at Maddie, it dawned on me that despite her recent change, she was still nothing like her mother. She was better.

Even though it had just been emptied, my dick started swelling up again in its cage. I couldn’t wait for what our new life held for us.

I couldn’t wait to be my wife’s cock whore.
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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.

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

When Amy confronts Chris, she forces him to reveal his stash of women’s clothing by threatening to reveal his secret to the world. But that’s not all she has planned for Chris. Seeing his secret wardrobe inspires her to make him dress up. And seeing him dressed up gives her an even better idea. To make turn him into her sissy maid.

Read the story of how Amy transforms her husband into the perfect, submissive sissy husband.

A Sissy's Awakening: Embracing New Urges

When Michael's girlfriend, Serena, stumbles upon his secret collection of women's clothing hidden in his closet, his world is turned upside down. Forced to confront his love for dressing up in sexy lingerie, Michael quickly finds himself at a crossroads between honesty and losing the woman he deeply cares for.

At first, Serena suspects deception, believing Michael's confession is merely a cover-up for infidelity. In an effort to test his loyalty, she presents him with an ultimatum: wear a chastity cage or risk losing her forever. Desperate to salvage their relationship, Michael agrees to lock himself in chastity, hoping to prove his commitment and dedication.

Yet, the allure of feeling feminine and dressing up soon proves too powerful for Michael to resist. When Serena unexpectedly discovers him wearing panties, she recognizes that his desires for crossdressing are real.

However, as a final test of his truth, Serena decides to let Michael embrace his femininity and challenges his limits by fully feminizing him. As Michael immerses himself in this transformative experience, his new urges and desires lead him down a path full of surprise. Soon he will discover unexplored depths of passion and self-acceptance.

OEBPS/image_rsrc20E.jpg
CAGED FOR CONTROL





OEBPS/image_rsrc20D.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

THE COMPLETE SERIES
PARTS 1 -4





OEBPS/image_rsrc20F.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

PA
MY TRAINING BEGINS





OEBPS/image_rsrc20G.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

PART 3

A SISSY'S UNIFORM





OEBPS/image_rsrc20H.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

FINAL LESSONS





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




