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Introduction

The idea of a female led relationship appeals to a large and growing number of men. What you will read in this book is a collection of individual scenarios that take place between a Mistress/Wife and her Slave/Husband. Some of the scenarios are actual experiences of mine, some are the experiences of other like-minded individuals, a few are purely fantasy. But then, one man’s fantasy is another man’s reality and vice versa, isn’t that what they say? I’ll leave you to decide which you think is which.

The scenarios consist mainly of conversations between the individuals involved, vary in length and, apart from being roughly alphabetical by title, are given in no particular order. As well as femdom themes you will find cuckolding, enforced chastity, bondage, corporal punishment, enforced feminisation, humiliation and teasing, all in varying amounts and combinations and to varying degrees. You could think of these scenarios as captions but with a description rather than a picture, which leaves you free to form a picture in your own mind, inserting a suitable image of the lady of your dreams – or your fantasies.

Hopefully there is something here for everyone who has experienced, or longs to experience, being married to the kind of strong-willed woman who sees the value of a submissive husband.


The Agreement

She is sitting on the edge of the bed looking immaculate and sexy in a brightly coloured tight-fitting dress. Her hair and makeup are perfect and her eyes twinkle with mischief. He in standing before her staring down at her tiny toes as they poke from the ends of her high heeled leather mules. He remembered how his chastity cage had dug in painfully as he’d lovingly painted those toe nails a bright sexy pink.

Mistress: Turn around so I can see if the lines on your stockings are straight. Why? You want to be my maid, don’t you? Well, do you think I should have a sloppily dresses dressed maid or an immaculate one? You know how I expect you to dress, how I want your make up done and what your duties will be. We’ve gone over the standards I require and you are aware of the consequences for you if you fail to meet those standards. I seem to remember giving you a demonstration with my cane which, from your crying and pleading, I assumed left you in no doubt of my sincerity. Or did I misunderstand you?

Husband: No.

Mistress: Pardon?

Husband: No, Mistress, you didn’t misunderstand.

Mistress: You just added another week to your chastity period and six strokes of my cane to your next maintenance beating. I warned you, if you insisted on our going down this path, I do not do things by halves. As far as I’m concerned, you are no longer my husband, you are a servant. You are not even a man; you are a sissy. Yu will devote every minute of the rest of your life to serving, pleasing and amusing me. In return for your devotion I will give myself over entirely to the pursuit of my own selfish pleasure. That was our agreement wasn’t it? We both signed it remember? You signed it after six weeks of denial and I promised to reward you by allowing you to put your tiny cock inside me for a few seconds to remind you of what you’re missing. You didn’t make it though did you? You started cumming before I could get the cage off, remember?

Husband: Yes, Mistress.

Mistress: Good, and you remembered to curtsy this time too. You need to be doing that every time you speak to me, if you forget again, you’ll be very sorry.

Husband: Yes, Mistress, sorry Mistress.

Mistress: It’s ironic you know; the more subservient you become in order to please me and avoid punishment, the less I respect you. The less I respect you, the more comfortable I feel hurting and humiliating you and the hotter I get for real men. Men who don’t dress as sissy maids and mince around doing housework, curtsying and thanking their Mistresses for humiliating and frustrating them.

Turn around again and lift your skirt, I want to see that sexy little bottom. That ass just begs for the cane doesn’t it? Now turn back and show me your chastity cage. Pull your frilly panties down so I can see it properly. It looks very tight. Does it hurt? I bet looking at me in this sexy dress, all ready to go on a date with a real man has those nasty spikes really digging in, doesn’t it?

Husband: Yes Mistress. Please Mistress, it’s agony!

Mistress: Well only you can stop the pain silly. Just stop having inappropriate thoughts about your Mistress.

Husband: I’m trying Mistress.

Mistress: Well try harder you little slut.

Husband: Please Mistress, you’re just too beautiful!

Mistress: How can I be too beautiful you stupid gurl? Get on your knees and thank me for locking away your sad useless excuse for a cock. Beg me to tease and frustrate you as much as I like, for as long as I like. If you can convince me of your sincerity, I might allow you to kiss my feet. That’s the only part of me you’re allowed to kiss now isn’t it?

Husband: Please Mistress, thank you for locking up my useless cock. I know I can’t please you as a man. I know you deserve better. But I love you so much. I can’t stand how you tease and deny me but it just makes me love you more.

Mistress: Look at you; a grown man afraid to kiss his wife. Never allowed to cuddle her, banned from even holding her hand. And it’s not just for a day or a week or even a month. It’s not a game anymore is it? It’s permanent; forever.

Go ahead wimp, kiss my toes and beg me to keep you as my maid for the rest of your miserable life. Tell me how much you love and worship me. Admit your failure to satisfy your own wife. Beg me to sleep with any man I like, to get the satisfaction you could never give me. Beg and kiss. Kiss and beg faggot!

Husband: Please Mistress, I’m sorry, I love you so much! Please sleep with other men, please Mistress, as often as you wish. I just want you to be happy, I’ll do anything for you, anything you say, I swear!

Mistress: That’s where you belong, on your knees at my feet. You love my sexy feet don’t you maid? The man I’m going out with tonight loves them too, that’s why I’m wearing these sexy shoes for him. He likes to hold my feet while he fucks me. Would you like to fuck me wimp? Do you think you’d be up to it? Or is that spiked chastity cage going to rob you of the ability to even get hard. I hope so. The thought of making you impotent is very appealing. In fact, it’s the only thing about you that is. The rest of you bores me, it always has. The only thing I feel for you is contempt.

You’re boring me now in fact. Go and re-do your make-up, I want you standing at the door waiting for my date to arrive.

Husband: Please Mistress, please don’t let him see me like this! Please Mistress, please!

Mistress: Shut your mouth right now! You will welcome him with a respectful curtsy, introduce yourself and thank him for dating your wife. Knowing him, he’ll probably laugh in your face. If he does you will curtsy again and beg him for permission to kiss his shoes. I want him to be in absolutely no doubt about where you stand in my household.

Are you crying? Let me see. Excellent, that means I’m getting through to you. It’s all becoming very real now isn’t it my darling husband? Is it too much for you? I hope not but, if it is, well too bad. I’ll be bringing him back with me later. I want him to watch me give you your maintenance beating. Then, if you behave yourself like a good little maid, I’ll allow you to kneel at the side of my bed while he makes love to me. So, don’t use up all those tears just yet; you are going to need them later.

Husband: Please Mistress, I…

Mistress: I’m not interested. Get out of my sight!

Husband: Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress. I love you Mistress.

Mistress: Loving me does not give you the right to speak without permission though does it? I’m adding a month to your chastity period for your impertinence. And a dozen to your palms with the leather strap – in front of my date. You will learn maid, one way or the other, you will learn.


Addicted

She is sitting on the couch while he stands in front of her. He is trying to talk to her before her boyfriend gets here, about what he feels has gone wrong with their marriage. He had it all planned, what he wanted to say but he can’t help being hopelessly distracted by the way she is dressed. Black latex dress with full sleeves, red corset, black ribbed hold-up stockings and red suede court shoes. The colour of her nail varnish matches her shoes and her corset. She never used to dress like this until he persuaded her to find another guy to have sex with. The idea was such a turn on for him he couldn’t help himself. How was he supposed to know she would take it so far?

Wife: I’m sorry darling, I can see how much this is hurting you, but I can’t stop. I need him, I can’t live without him. The way he feels when he’s inside me…. I could never give that up. I’d do anything for him, absolutely anything to keep having him in my bed.

Husband: But what about me? Don’t you love me anymore?

Wife: Darling, I will always love you. You are my rock, my soul mate. But I’ll never feel about you the way I do about him. It’s your fault, you wanted me to take a lover and keep you in chastity. I warned you women are different to men; we can’t always separate sex and love. But you said that just made it hotter and more exciting, didn’t you?

Husband: I didn’t know it would go this far. It’s changed you.

Wife: Of course, it has and for the better. Sweetheart, the only thing that turns me on as much as being with him is denying and humiliating you. You’ve always pestered me to do more of that and now that I’m really getting into it, you decide it’s too much.

Husband: I used to be the one obsessed with sex remember, you were never that interested. But nowadays you’re obsessed.

Wife: That’s because my whole life is like one never ending orgasm. Even watching you cry and plead the way you are right now, has me on the verge of cumming. I don’t know why, I didn’t set out to be this way, it just happened. And let me tell you something, if he doesn’t get here soon, I’m going to have to use your tongue. So, stop using it to bitch and moan at me and get it ready to do what its meant to do.


Again

He hears the front door slam and knows his wife’s first ever lover has just left. Shaking with excited anticipation to hear from her what they did, he leaves the rest of the washing up and runs up the stairs two at a time, bursting into the bedroom. She is lying on her front propped up on her elbows, looking at him with a huge satisfied grin. That’s when he knows for sure, she did it! After all their fantasising and role-playing games, she finally gave in to his pestering of her and slept with another guy. She’d met him on a dating site and invited him to their home. She’d teased her husband by making him help her get ready for her prospective lover’s arrival. Hair and makeup perfect, she’d put on black hold ups with five-inch heeled black stilettoes and the short, sexy silk nighty he’d bought her for her birthday.

Wife: That was the best sex I’ve ever had in my life! I didn’t want him to leave! I wish you’d persuaded me to get a boyfriend years ago! Here’s the key to your cage, hurry up and have your little jerk off in my shoe, that’s all you’re likely to get from me from now on. You want both shoes? Oh, you want to hold one over your mouth and nose. Go on then, but don’t expect me to let you out of your chastity cage every time I sleep with him. This is a special occasion, my first time, I don’t want you becoming spoilt. I think once a month or so is more than enough. You should be focussing more on my pleasure and my new sex life like you promised.

Now hurry up, I want to phone him and tell him I can’t wait to see him again.

Husband: Oooohhhh fuuuuuccckkkk…. I looooooove yooooouuu Princesssssssssss!

Wife: Ooops, that was quick, even for you. OK, lick my shoe clean and get that cage back on. I want to sit on your face while I talk to him.


Air

Zip ties hold his wrists, elbows, chest, thighs and ankles securely to a chair. From the erotic way his wife is dressed, he is certain he is in for some wonderful femdom teasing. Her long dark hair hangs down over the shoulders of her white blouse. Her black leather skirt reaches her bare knees. Black leather gloves complete her no-nonsense strict appearance. What makes her even more attractive is the contrast created by her footwear. Fluffy pink mules speak of femininity and domesticity. The two extremes in one woman are an irresistible aphrodisiac to him.

But there is a problem – he is struggling to breath! It was OK at first, even quite a turn on, but now he is beginning to panic.

Husband: Please Mistress, I can’t breathe!

Wife: Of course you can’t. I fastened a plastic bag over your head because I don’t want you to be able to breathe. I want you to panic. I want you to beg and I want you to cry. I want to watch you struggle against those ties. I want to hear you scream until you have no more air to scream with. Then, when you’re on the point of passing out, I’ll decide whether to let you have a quick breath or to just leave you to pass out.

Husband: What the fuck? I’m serious I can’t…. you stupid bitch!

Wife: Do you really think calling me a stupid bitch will help your situation my darling husband? If you want to survive this you need to start apologising for being such a pathetic excuse for a man. Then you need to start pleading with me to take a lover and make you my slave. You’re going to have to convince me that you would welcome permanent chastity without any prospect of relief as a way of demonstrating your devotion to me.

Husband: (Gasping and jerking against his bonds) Ahhhh, Ahhh!

Wife: No? Oh well, I’m in no hurry, how about you? You need to speak up darling, I can’t hear you. It must be the lack of air.


Almost There

She is sitting on a chair in front of her dressing table wearing a white silk basque with suspenders holding up sheer white nylon stockings. Her expensive and classy-looking silk pyjama jacket is white with black pin stripes, unbuttoned to show off the tops of her firm breasts encased in the classy basque. Her legs are crossed, showing off her knee-length soft leather boots in black which have three-inch heels and encase her perfectly formed calves up to her knees. In her right hand is a large heavy-looking pink plastic hair brush.

Mistress: Oh dear, and you were almost there this time. A whole month of good behaviour; cooking, cleaning, being respectful and helping me get ready for my dates. I was almost ready to take off that nasty cage and let you have your little orgasm. But then you had to go and spoil it, getting all stroppy when I told you I’m going away on holiday with Phil. So now, instead of enjoying a lovely dribble on my sexy boots, you’re going to be spanked very severely with my hairbrush. Then you’re going to write a letter of apology to Phil, after which we will discuss how much time should be added to your chastity period.

Husband: Oh no, please Ma’am, I didn’t mean anything by it, it’s just that it was a shock and I love you so much, it makes me jealous and I…I…

Mistress: Alright stop your blubbering and bend over my bed. And I don’t want to hear a sound. Any noise or shuffling around and I’ll start again.

After two dozen full-on whacks to his backside, he is allowed to stand up. Tears roll down his face as he stands before his smiling tormentor rubbing his bright red bottom cheeks with both hands.

Mistress: Are those tears of pain or tears of frustration and humiliation? I didn’t hit you that hard. Dry your eyes and go and write your letter to Phil, or Mr Davies as he is to you. I’m not going to tell you what to write but I’m warning you, it had better be genuine and sincere. You need to apologise to him for thinking you had any right to try and interfere in our relationship. You might want to tell his as well, how grateful you are to him for taking care of your wife and making her happy in ways that you can’t. Reassure him that you know your place as my pathetic sissy servant and wouldn’t dare to even think about competing with him for my affection. If you really want to earn points with me, you could tell him how much you admire him and how you’re completely in awe of him.

Husband: Do I really have to do that Mistress? It’s so humiliating!

Mistress: It’s only humiliating if you keep thinking of yourself as a man. If you just accept the fact that you are a pathetic simpering sissy cuckold it will be much easier for you. Get rid of whatever scraps of male ego you have left; you have no need of them and neither do I. If it helps, bear in mind that debasing yourself to my lover is the only way you will ever get to dribble your worthless sissy slime ever again.

An hour later he has finished the letter and, red faced with embarrassment, has managed to read it out to her as she takes off her boots revealing to his sex starved brain, the vision of her sexy red-painted toe nails through the reinforced toe section of her stockings.

Mistress: Is that it? Now tell me, what kind of man would write a letter like that….and to his wife’s lover? It really is no wonder Phil thinks you are a pathetic looser is it? Oh, don’t start crying again or I’ll give you something to cry for!

Now listen carefully, I’ve spoken to Phil and we’ve agreed; it’s six weeks before we fly off on our holiday and you certainly won’t be allowed any relief until after we get back. You can treat the period leading up to then as an opportunity to show me what a good little sissy you can be. Then, when we get back, Phil will be staying with us for a while, so you’ll have the chance to show him too.

If, and I do mean if, we have time before he has to go home and of course, presuming we can be bothered, we might consider rewarding you. Don’t get your hopes up too high though. The best you can hope for is a ruined dribble, probably with your chastity cage still in place. Little sissies need to learn to be grateful for whatever their betters decide they deserve.

Now go and put my boots away and bring me my cane. Your grovelling letter to my boyfriend has put me in the mood to see some more tears from you. I know, I’m such a bitch, but we both know you wouldn’t have me any other way, don’t we darling?


Amazing

She is lying on the huge king-size hotel bed. The sheets are rumpled and mostly on the floor. She is wearing black stockings, a dark blue silk nighty and a huge satisfied smile. Her lover is by the bed searching for his discarded clothes and dressing.

Wife: That was amazing! I had no idea sex could be that good! Where have you been my whole life? We need to do this again and soon! Next time you can stay the night, I want to wake up in your arms.

Lover: What about your husband?

Wife: Oh, don’t worry about him, this was his idea. He loves the thought of me cuckolding him. I’ll be calling him soon to come back, that’s why you have to go. We’re taking it in stages. This time he’s sitting in his car waiting for me to text him that you’ve gone. Next time I’ll have him at home doing housework while we spend the night together. Eventually I want you in my own bed, maybe for the weekend or longer. He’ll love it. I’ll have him serving us drinks and snacks dressed in his little maid’s outfit.

Lover: No way! You can’t be serious!

Wife: Oh, but I am darling, I’m very serious. My husband yearns for me to dominate him. It’s actually great fun, you can join in and help me if you like, but only when you’re ready. Once we get to that point there’ll be nothing to stop us being together whenever we like. I’ll be all yours my sexy hunk.

Lover: Will he be fucking you when you call him back here then? Is that how it works?

Wife: No way, why would I? It would literally be an anti-climax after I’ve been with you. I already keep him in a chastity belt for weeks at a time. He’s just going to have to get used to it being permanent. I might let him out for a couple of minutes on his birthday or our wedding anniversary.

Her lover has left and she has fluffed up some pillows so she can recline on her side facing the door as she waits for her husband. There is a knock at the door.

Wife: It’s OK honey, you can come in, he’s gone. Was it hard for you sitting in your car waiting, knowing your beautiful wife was in a hotel room, probably in bed with another man? I bet you enjoyed it too though, didn’t you? You’ve been pestering me to cuckold you for ages, well you got your wish babe and it was amazing! I told you I had some misgivings about it didn’t I? Well, not any more. He was perfect; a gentleman but a real man too.

Husband: Did you…I mean…

Wife: Yes, of course we had sex…three times actually. I know, that’s what I mean about him being a real man.

Husband: I hope you used the condoms I got you.

Wife: Relax honey, of course we did. I even asked him to knot the ends and leave them on the edge of the bathroom sink for you to see. I thought you’d like that.

Husband: You are such a tease!

Wife: Well of course I am silly, isn’t that the whole point? I’m your cuckoldress now and I’m going to keep you in chastity while I flaunt my infidelity in front of you.

Husband: So, you want to do it again?

Wife: You’d better believe I do! Are you shocked that your quietly sophisticated wife can be such a slut? Well, not really a slut; I don’t want multiple lovers, I just want him, he’s perfect.

Husband: We talked about this remember? There are risks involved with you seeing the same guy again.

Wife: Yes, I know, I could end up becoming emotionally involved with him, but you’ll just have to trust me. Having just one lover and with him and I being exclusive to each other means we won’t have to worry about condoms in future. Then I can give you the cream pie you’ve always fantasised about, can’t I?

Husband: I don’t know, this is all happening much faster than I thought baby.

Wife: Why don’t you come over here and kiss my feet to thank me for cuckolding you. I kept my stockings on for you. No honey, don’t bother taking your clothes off, there won’t be any more sex going on in this room tonight. Well, not unless my lover comes back, ha, ha, ha!

Husband: But I’m still your husband!

Wife: Of course you are, but I can hardly expect him to be exclusive to me if I’m not going to be faithful to him, can I? You are my husband but you are not my lover, not any more, not while I’m seeing Tony. Now cheer up and stop looking so surprised, you must have been expecting this. In fact, knowing you I bet you were hoping for it weren’t you? Be honest, how often have you fantasised about me taking a lover and cutting you off?

Husband: But that was just a fantasy, this is real.

Wife: Yes, it is. I’ve teased you about doing it many times and now I’m taking it to the next level. Just think how exciting it’s going to be; watching me getting ready, dressing in sexy clothes and under wear, knowing it’s all for another man. Wanting me so much; aching with frustration in your little cage; knowing that Tony is getting what should be yours and yours alone. You’ll spend nights wondering what I’m doing with him, what kind of sex we’re having, what I might be doing for him that I’ve never done for you. Imagine the frustration, the humiliation! You are going to love it. And because I have Tony, so am I.

Husband: I know this was my idea baby but, now it’s real I…

Wife: Straighten your face right now! You’re right, this was your idea and now that I’ve started to enjoy it, suddenly you are having second thoughts. Well that’s just tough. I won’t have you trying to top from the bottom. We are doing this. If you are not strong or committed enough, fine, I’ll be strong and committed enough for both of us. What we are doing is incredibly special and I won’t have you ruining it just because you can’t cope with a little denial. Get used to it!

Husband: How long for? It would help if I knew what sort of timescale you are thinking of.

Wife: I don’t give a fuck about your timescale. This will be for as long as I decide. If I’m going to be your Mistress and you are going to be my slave – also your fantasy by the way – then, as my sexual horizon expands, yours needs to contract. And before you ask, no, I’m not saying you’ll never have an orgasm. I’m saying they will be restricted. How restricted will depend on your behaviour and on my mood. You will cum when I allow you to, how I allow you to. The more you protest the less often it will be. I want to see from your eagerness to please me how much you love me.

Husband: But I could please you right now by making love to you if you just…

Wife: No! Pleasing me in bed is Tony’s role now. You will have to find other ways to win my favour. You can start by doing all the housework, cooking meals and doing laundry, as well as pandering to my every whim. Preferably while dressed appropriately in the little maid’s outfit I’ve bought for you. Most importantly, I want to see you doing everything you can to support my affair with Tony.

Remember sweetheart, I love you and I’m doing this for you…well for us. Now let me see a nice smile. There, that’s better. You know I’d never do anything to hurt you or our marriage. But, for this to work, you are going to need to let go and trust me. Now go and get the condoms from the bathroom that Tony left for you.

Got them? OK, hold them up and think about where they’ve been. Somewhere you won’t be going for a long time, maybe not ever. Well, maybe with your tongue if you’re a good boy, but definitely not with that tiny thing you have between your legs, ha!

Look at how stretched they are. Imagine how big Tony’s cock must be, much bigger than yours sweety. Do you see how much cum he spurted in there? Three times he came for me and I came for him too, so many times I lost count. Would you like to kneel at the side of the bed and kiss my feet while you hold onto those condoms baby? You love my feet, don’t you? Especially in stockings. Go ahead honey, show me how turned on you are that your sexy wife has a boyfriend. Good boy. That’s the only way you’re allowed to kiss me from now on. My lips belong to my lover.

Husband: I love you so much!

Wife: I know honey, and you’ll always be my number one feet kisser. Now I want you to do something special for me, to prove you’re completely on board with our exciting new life. I want you to ask me nicely to take Tony as my boyfriend, my lover, to be faithful and exclusive to him for as long as I want to. Ask me to cuckold you, to keep you locked in that tiny chastity cage and only let you out when I think you deserve it and I can be bothered.

Husband: Please take Tony as you lover, be his girlfriend, be faithful only to him. I want you to cuckold me again, over and over, keeping me locked in chastity for as long as you want to. Please only release me when I deserve it and when you are in the mood. I love you.

Wife: Thank you sweetheart, that was very nice.

Husband: Can I just ask you…when I get out of the cage, if I can’t make love to you, will you give me a blow job… if I’m really good I mean?

Wife: Certainly not! You’ll get a very quick disinterested hand job if you’re lucky. If I can’t be bothered to do that you may have to do it yourself, over the toilet bowl probably. So that nasty watery dribble gets flushed away as soon as possible. Imagine the contrast between that and where Tony’s thick potent cum will be going – inside your unfaithful wife’s hot, wet pussy. Or mouth. Or maybe even ass. No, of course I’ve never let you do that. But you’re not Tony, are you?

Now enough talking, go to the bottom of the bed. On your knees cuckold, that’s right. Now, I want you to put those condoms – Tony’s condoms – in your mouth. Don’t argue, don’t think about it, just do it. Do it for me. All of them, that’s it. Can you taste me on them? Can you taste your unfaithful wife’s pussy?

Husband: (Nods his head).

Wife: Good. Now you’ve tasted your Mistress, it’s time to taste your Master. Take them out of your mouth. Now bite the end of each one and squeeze my lover’s cum on my feet. You are so lucky, aren’t you? You’re going to be allowed to lick my lover’s cum from my sexy feet. Tell me how lucky you are.

Husband: Very lucky Mistress.

Wife: Yes, you are. Now show me what a good clean up maid you are. And remember, the next time you taste Tony’s cum you’ll be licking it from my pussy. My unfaithful married pussy. Won’t that be nice?

Several minutes of licking, sucking and forced swallowing later…

Wife: Now leave me alone, I need to sleep. My boyfriend has worn me out. I’m not used to so much hot, energetic sex. Not after so many years of putting up with your pathetic fumbling, pretending to enjoy it and faking my orgasms. I have a lot of wasted time to make up for and so do you. But we’ll get there honey, don’t worry. I have a real man now. Go and flush those empty condoms away then lie on the floor and cuddle my shoes. We can both dream about all the incredible sex I’m going to have now and how much I’m going to tease and deny you.

Mmmm, I can still feel him inside me…so big…so hard! I don’t think I’ll ever be able to go back to putting up with your little cocklet ever again. Why would I? Oh, and before I forget, I’m going to stay the night with him next time. You can stay at home, doing housework in your little maid’s outfit. I’ll have a lovely cream pie for you when I get home.

After that I think I’ll invite him over to meet you. I might even let you watch us make love in what used to be our marital bed. You’ll need to be dressed appropriately of course…as my maid. I think it’s important for everyone to know their place right from the start. Goodnight cuckold, sweet dreams.


Apologise

She is sitting on a stool in the bathroom. Her nylon covered legs are crossed and her gaze is fixed on the shoe of her raised foot which is hanging from her toes. He stands over the toilet, trousers round his ankles. It is a special day for him. A month of celibacy, locked in a chastity cage is finally over and he has his wife’s permission to pleasure himself. Her instructions were to do it over the toilet and hurry up.

Wife: For goodness sake, get a move on. I want the cage back on as soon as possible. It’s been over a minute now. If you were as desperate as you said you were, you’d be done by now.

Husband: Look at me please! I need to look into your eyes, to cum for you.

Wife: No, I will not. I want you to feel lonely and ashamed when you do this. And when you cum I’d better hear you apologising for being a disgusting pervert and wasting so much of my time. Then, once the cage is back on, I want you to ask me nicely to make you wait three months in future.

Husband: Oh Mistressssss, ohhhhh I’m ohhhhh cumming for ohhh you I love youuuuuu!

Wife: Pathetic and disgusting as usual. Flush the toilet and get your cage on now! Then on your knees and take off my shoe. I want your mouth filled with my foot while you beg for three months of chastity.


Are You Sure?

He is lying on his back on their bed, completely naked, head propped up on two pillows so he can look down at his gorgeous wife. She is lying between his legs gently holding his erect cock in both of her small hands. She is wearing a tiny pair of light blue cotton panties, opaque black hold up stockings and an expensive black cashmere sweater, the neckline low enough to show the tops of her large firm breasts. Her makeup has been expertly applied to give her a sexy but sophisticated look. Her long dark hair is tied back in a pony tail and large hooped ear rings dangle from her ears. She is smiling sweetly as she looks up at her husband, bending her legs at the knee and kicking her feet slowly in the air, knowingly taking full advantage of her husband’s foot fetish. His now rock-hard cock pulses between her fingers in response. She has promised him one of her amazing hand jobs and, knowing full well how skilful his wife can be when the mood takes her, he is shivering with excited anticipation. From the look on her face though, it seems she has something she wants to discuss.

Wife: Sweetheart, I was wondering; you know you said it would be really sexy if I slept with another guy? And I said I wasn’t interested. Well, I think I might have changed my mind. There’s this guy at work who keeps hitting on me. He’s a rep who calls once a week. I’ve told him I’m married but he still asks me out every time. The thing is, I need you to be sure. There’ll be no going back. I can’t un-sleep with him. I don’t want to do anything to damage what we have together. So, think about it and tell me – do you really want me to fuck another guy? If you’re even slightly unsure then say so now.

Husband: Why have you changed your mind?

She fondles his swollen balls with one hand as she begins lightly stroking him, barely making contact.

Wife: I’ve seen the bulge in the front of his trousers. He’s big, I mean really big. And handsome, a little arrogant maybe, but very handsome. There’s just something about him. I get butterflies in my stomach just thinking about him.

His cock bobs with lust as she stops her movements and looks at him coyly.

Wife: I think your naughty cock is answering for you honey; you’re dribbling. Does it turn you on listening to me talk about another man? A man who wants to fuck your pretty little wife. A man your pretty little wife wants to fuck right back. It does doesn’t it? Your cock can’t lie, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so hard, you’re throbbing between my fingers!

His eyes close tightly as he groans his lust, thrusting his hips from the bed, desperate for more friction from those beautiful hands.

Wife: Woe there cowboy! Calm yourself down! You’re almost cumming from thinking about me in bed with him, aren’t you? With me kissing him and pulling him down on top of me, opening my sexy legs and wrapping them around his waist. I’ll be begging him to put his huge cock inside my unfaithful married pussy. Kissing his lips, his face, his neck. Scraping my nails down his back and telling him how big he feels, how hard!

With a guttural groan of lust his eyes roll back in his head and he cums, once, twice, three times……She is just laughing, clearly pleased with the ruined orgasm she has inflicted on her spouse….four times, five….the spurts are growing weaker and his cum is running down the length of his still hard organ, coating her fingers as she gently grips the base of his cock.

Wife: Ooops, someone’s excited about becoming a cuckold, aren’t they? I think we’d better invest in a chastity cage for you if I’m going to sleep around. We can’t have you going off like a fire hydrant every time I talk about my lover, can we? The thought of locking your cock away while I enjoy a different one is actually really hot! I might keep you in chastity full time so I can focus on my boyfriend’s cock. I won’t cut you off completely though; I’ll still use your tongue.

Finally spent (he believes), he lies panting for breath as his wife giggles.

Wife: Did you enjoy that sweetheart? I know I ruined it, but that’s what you like isn’t it? You love it when I’m a bitch to you, I know you do. Well you’re in luck because I intend to be one heartless bitch of a wife to you and one hot little slut for Mike. That’s my future lover’s name by the way. We’ll be Mike and Sasha and you’ll be Sasha’s cuckold, won’t you? Sasha’s cuckold husband, that’s you honey.

To his amazement, he is cumming again!

Wife: What, again? Are you fucking kidding me? I can’t believe what a fucking pervert you are! You literally can’t stop cumming thinking about another guy taking what should be yours! Maybe we should have done this years ago. Like starting on our wedding night maybe. How hot would that be? Having Mike consummate our marriage while you watch, all locked up in your little chastity cage.

He can’t breathe, can’t think straight, the pulses are so strong, he’s never cum like this before, never! When it finally stops it takes a while for him to remember where he is. He can hear his wife’s soft voice but it takes a minute for him to understand what she is saying.

Wife: I think the sooner we get this naughty cock locked away the better. Mike will be in tomorrow. He’s going to get such a surprise when I give in to his advances this time. I might let him take me to lunch so we can discuss our first date. I think I’ll wear my little leather skirt with some nice stockings for work tomorrow. I want him to see that I made an effort, that I want him. I’ll tell him I discussed it with you and you’re fine with it. To prove it you can book us a nice hotel room. I’ll phone you when I’m with him so you can thank him for taking care of me.

To his amazed delight, she takes his still hard cock in hand once more and begins to rub the sweet spot under its head with her thumb, ever so slowly and lightly. He sinks back onto the bed, enjoying her touch but certain he has nothing more to give.

Wife: Now, are you done or do you have one more shot in there for me? Come on honey, show me how excited you are about your wife becoming another man’s slut. Show me how much you love me. It’s going to be a long time before I touch this thing again so you’d better make the most of it.

Surely not! It can’t be…but it is! As he feels the last dregs of spunk being dredged from the bottom of his twitching balls and launched up and out along the length of his cock, his mind reels with the realisation of what he has agreed to. Has he agreed? He can’t remember! All he knows is the love and lust he feels for this amazing woman!

Wife: There it is! Well done baby! Three times! Three lovely ruined orgasms for my cuckold hubby. I wonder if I can make Mike cum three times in quick succession. What do you think? Of course, his orgasms won’t be ruined. He won’t be squirting into empty air and dribbling all over himself either, will he? He’ll be cumming inside your sexy wife. In my mouth, in my unfaithful pussy. Maybe even in my tight little ass. You love my ass don’t you baby? But I’ve never let you take me there have I? How do you think you’ll feel when I tell you I gave it to Mike? Don’t worry though, cos guess who will get the huge privilege of licking me clean after my dates. That’s right my darling, you will. Because I love you so much!


Baby’s Play Time

They are in the bathroom. She is sitting on the corner of the bath dressed and ready to go out. She is wearing a long brown suede skirt with a brown cotton jumper, cut low to show off the tops of her firm breasts. A wide leather belt cinches her waist emphasising her stunning hourglass figure. Her stockings are 15 denier and tan coloured. Her dainty stockinged feet are enclosed in a pair of pink slip-on fluffy slippers.

He is fully enclosed in a plastic romper suit. His ankles and wrists are held firmly in a set of stocks which make it impossible for him to move from his sitting position on the bathroom floor. His head is encased in a latex hood with holes for eyes and mouth. The hood is decorated with the exaggerated facial features of a baby. A large dummy or pacifier fills his drooling mouth and is secured in place with a wide ribbon round his head.

Mistress Mommy: You must be very hot in there. I love the way the mask just completely removes your identity. You’re just an anonymous sissy baby. Look on the bright side though, you might never have been able to satisfy a woman sexually but you will be perfect for the kind of guy who is into adult babies.

The man I spoke to online will be here any minute now with his two friends. I’ll be going out with my boyfriend so you can have some privacy. Are you excited? Is your tiny little baby dicklet trying to get hard? I’m sorry I can’t take off your chastity belt, my boyfriend just flat refuses to give me the key. I don’t think he likes you very much.

Not to worry, I’m sure you’ll have lots of fun with your new friends anyway. And, if I get good reports from them about your behaviour, I might let you have my stockings to suck clean when I get home tomorrow.

She pulls her skirt up to reveal her stocking tops.

Mistress Mommy: Be warned though, if I get a single complaint, I’ll be testing out my new dragon cane on that sissy bottom of yours. In fact, I think I’ll leave it out for your visitors in case they think you’d benefit from a little encouragement. I’ve left an assortment of plastic bags too. Oh, I didn’t tell you, did I? Silly me. They are really into breath play. I told them how you love to be suffocated. Well, maybe not love…but it does get you excited doesn’t it? And I’m sure they’ll be careful not to snuff you. That would be the end of their fun wouldn’t it?

She leaves the bathroom for a few minutes and returns carrying her leather jacket with the fur collar and cuffs. She has changed her slippers for a gorgeous pair of two-tone brown leather boots, knee length with four-inch heels.

Mistress Mommy: I’m going now. I’ll leave you tied in here. I’ve told the guy that the key is under the mat so they can let themselves in. Remember these gentlemen expect to find a fully compliant sissy baby when they get here. You shouldn’t be under any illusions. You are going to be fucked, beaten and suffocated just like in the fantasy you told me about. I hope you’re not regretting telling me about it now. If you are then tough, make the most of it, it’s the only sex life you have now.

Now come on you silly baby, crying isn’t going to change anything. In fact, I suspect finding their sissy baby sex doll sobbing its heart out would be the icing on the cake for these guys. And you know your crying doesn’t bother me now, in fact I quite like it. It always gets me wet seeing you so frustrated and humiliated.

She lifts her skirt at one side to give her poor baby the benefit of her stunning legs in stockings and sexy boots.

Mistress Mommy: Here, think about my sexy stockinged legs wrapped tightly around my lover’s waist while you wait for them to arrive. Ponder over what you’ve lost and what I’ve turned you into. I’m going to leave them a note on my way out asking them not to go easy on you or take any notice of you if you cry and beg them to stop. I’ll be thinking about you begging and pleading for air as they beat and fuck you, while I lie in my lover’s arms. When the plastic bag, wet with condensation and sweat, clings to your face and fills your mouth, make sure you’re thinking of me. When you pass out and they bring you round just so that they can beat and fuck you while they suffocate you again, bear in mind they’ve already asked me if they can buy you and I’ve told them I’ll think about it. Bye baby, have fun with your new friends. I’ll see you tomorrow…maybe.


Beg Her Friend

His wife scares him but her friend Susan completely terrifies him. She always went out of her way to humiliate and embarrass him, found fault in everything he did and took every possible opportunity to make his life a misery. On one occasion several months ago his wife had tortured him by denying him access to the toilet all day. He was desperate by the time her friend Susan arrived and when, through sheer nerves, he spilled a tiny drop of wine on the carpet as he was serving her, she shouted at him and slapped his face. The shock caused his overflowing bowels to loosen and he’d pissed himself right in front of her. Of course, after that neither his wife or Susan missed any opportunity to remind him that he was so scared of her that he was liable to wet himself if she shouted at him.

Tonight his wife had promised him a rare opportunity to get out of his chastity cage. He was overjoyed until she instructed him to kneel at Susan’s feet with his hands on his head as his cock waved in the air.

Susan: I’m warning you faggot, if so much as a single drop from your little cock lands on my shoes, I will thrash you within an inch of your miserable life!

Her shoes her so sexy, she was so coldly beautiful and he was so in awe of her, it had been three months since his last release and that had ended in a ruined orgasm. He couldn’t help it, how could he? He couldn’t help it and they knew that as they sat together on the sofa in front of him, sipping wine and taking turns to aim gobs of their spit at his wide open mouth.

Wife: You disgusting piece of shit! How dare you drip your filthy slime on my friend?

Susan: Has he? Oh you dirty little faggot, you have haven’t you?

Husband: I’m so sorry Mistress Susan, I couldn’t help it!

Wife: Go and fetch my riding crop right now! You can bring it back her, kneal and offer it to Susan. I’d better hear you begging her to thrash you and really hurt you! Ask her to make you cry like a little girl!

Susan: If that disgusting sad little erection is still there when he gets back I’ll be thrashing that as well!

Wife: Yes, I think you should. I’ve never seen such disrespect! Feel free to deal with as you see fit Su darling! When you’ve finished with him its my turn. He’s going to learn never to disrespect my friends ever again.


Better Husband

She is sitting on her dressing table stool watching her husband carefully putting away her clothes after he spent the morning ironing them. She is wearing a fluffy mohair jumper in a cream colour that is accented by the softly coloured silk scarf around her neck. Her skirt is made of soft brown leather and short enough to show off her beautiful legs from mid-thigh to just below her knees. It looks like she is wearing stockings but actually they are sheer nylon tights made cleverly to look like stockings (the best of both worlds for those – like her husband – with a fetish for such things). He boots, of the softest black leather with three-inch heels, gleam from their recent polishing by her husband. Her long auburn hair is draped over her shoulders, her makeup is perfect and she drips with expensive jewellery. Her legs are crossed with the delicate fingers of her tiny hands clasped together on her knee. She looks like a normal, if unusually attractive wife who takes pride in her appearance, but she is actually so much more.

Mistress: You know, since we put you in that chastity cage, you’ve been a much better husband. It was definitely worth getting you pierced and spending the extra money for a made to measure model. You didn’t think you’d be able to go a whole month wearing it did you? But here we are, six months later without so much as a single ruined pity orgasm for you. I’m so proud of you!

My boyfriend – I still feels strange saying that – can’t understand how you cope with the frustration. He gets so horny he’s like a wild animal if we go more than two days without making love! But he doesn’t realise how much you love me and worship me, does he? He can have me any time he likes, whereas you are my little born again virgin, aren’t you? Apart from kissing my feet and sucking my toes, which are privileges you have to work very hard to earn, and of course licking me clean when I sit on your face after Dave has had his way with me, you’re not allowed to touch me, are you? So, you have to find other ways to please me, don’t you sweetheart? And you do please me, well most of the time you do.

I love not having to lift a finger in the house now that all housework, cooking, cleaning, laundry and so on are your responsibility. I have so much free time to enjoy myself now. I think that’s the best part of our new marriage arrangements. Although, having a sexy hunk for a boyfriend is pretty amazing too. And teasing and denying you is such fun! I’ve even started to really enjoy punishing and humiliating you which was hard for me at first. But I worked at it and didn’t give up, because I know it’s what you want, what you need to be happy.

Oh, and speaking of being happy, I forgot to tell you; Dave is taking me away for my birthday at the weekend. I know you and I have always spent our birthdays together, along with Christmas, our Wedding Anniversary and so on, but things are different now. I need to show my boyfriend that he’s my priority now and you need to learn your place and accept that. We’re going to go shopping for an engagement ring while we’re away. Now don’t panic, I’m not divorcing you or anything; why would I spoil things? Dave and I just think it would be more appropriate for me to wear his ring instead of yours.

Or do you think a woman like me should be wearing her servant’s ring? What’s wrong, don’t you like me referring to you as my servant? You can hardly argue, standing there wearing my old clothes, trying to get the laundry put away in the hope that you will have time to get the bathroom cleaned from top to bottom and the kitchen spotless before I get back from having lunch with the girls. Because you know what I’ll do to you if it isn’t all done on time and to my exacting standards don’t you? You’re afraid of me, of what I can do to you aren’t you? So, if you’re not my servant, what are you? My maid? My cuckold? A toy for my amusement? You have a good right to hang your head in shame. You are a pathetic excuse for a man, aren’t you? Answer me! Or shall I cane the answer out of you before I leave? Then I’ll be late so I’ll have to cane you for that as well won’t I?

Husband: Please Ma’am, please don’t cane me, please! I am your servant and your maid. I’m anything you want me to be. I just want to make you happy.

Wife: It’s alright sweetheart, don’t cry. You know how angry I get with you sometimes. You really should be more careful about annoying me, shouldn’t you? I swear sometimes you make me think you do it on purpose because it turns you on when I’m a bitch to you.

Husband: I don’t do it on purpose Ma’am, honestly.

Wife: There you go again contradicting me. You really are your own worst enemy. And you’re so emotional these days. I only have to look at you the wrong way and you burst into tears. Maybe it’s the constant frustration; so much sexual tension with no hope of release; it must be terrible for you, poor baby. I can’t begin to imagine how desperate you must be to get out of that nasty cage and get some relief. It’s been so long hasn’t it sweety? And you’ve tried so hard I know. Never mind though, you only have another three days to go to reach your six-month target.

Hang on though, I just realised something, I won’t be here on your release day, I’ll be away with Dave, won’t I? Never mind, we can do it one day after I get back. After waiting six months I hardly think an extra few days is going to matter, is it?

Husband: Please Ma’am, may I kiss your boots?

Mistress: I suppose so sweety, but it won’t make any difference. And don’t you dare get any of your dreadful drool on them; you know how careful I am with my appearance now. I have to work very hard if I’m going to keep a man like Dave. If he decides to call or I bump into him somewhere I need to be immaculately turned out for him.

He kneels with his hands clasped submissively behind his back to apply his devoted tongue to her gorgeous boots. The smell of the warm leather mixes with her expensive perfume causing his head to spin. He looks up at her with a pleading expression.

Husband: Please Ma’am, it’s your birthday.

Wife: Yes, and?

Husband: I wanted to cum for you on your birthday. To show you how much I love you.

Wife: You are a silly boy. But you’ve given me a wonderful idea – something very special you could give me as a birthday present. Not as special as the engagement ring Dave is buying me but much nicer than watching you play with yourself for the few seconds it will take till you have your sad little dribble. Would you like to hear my idea?

Husband: Yes of course, Ma’am. You know I’d do anything to make your birthday special.

Wife: Right, well what I’d really like you to do for my birthday is to ask me to cancel your release. It would be such a turn on for me knowing that, despite how desperate you are to cum, you are even more desperate to please me. Think how impressed Dave would be.

Husband: I don’t care how impressed he would be!

She slaps him hard across the face.

Wife: Mind your manners maid and show more respect for your betters!

Husband: I’m sorry Ma’am, I didn’t mean…I was just….

Wife: You’ve already gone six months without relief, doing it again should be easier. You’re half way there already. And imagine how it will feel to be free of the cage after twelve months, to experience your first orgasm for a whole year! In a way I envy you. I cum more times in a week than you’re likely to for the rest of your life. Which makes your super-rare orgasms so special, don’t you see? This is such an opportunity for you sweetheart, for us. You don’t need to decide right this minute, you can tell me when I get back.

She stands to leave, looking down at the grovelling slave kissing her boots with such abject devotion. It brings a cruel smile to her face as she contemplates the power she wields over the man who was once her soul mate. They say power corrupts and she knows, in her case, it’s true. She has changed so much. From the shy little housewife, she was, into the cruel demanding bitch she has become. Life is good!

Wife: You know slave, I’m so glad we decided to do this. I love my life now. I love being Dave’s girlfriend and I adore being your Mistress. In fact, to show you what a wonderfully kind Mistress I can be, even though it is MY birthday, I’m going to get you a wonderful present. If you agree to wait another six months for your release, I’ll order a set of spikes for your chastity cage. I know your tiny thing can’t get hard in its little prison anyway, but you still try, I know you do and I want it to stop. The pain of the sharp little spikes digging in every time your sad little cocklet gets excited about you licking my boots, or sucking my used panties, or whatever else turns on a pervert like you, will remind you to be more respectful. I think that would make you an even better husband.

Husband: Please Ma’am, no, please don’t! I’ll be more respectful I promise!

Wife: Of course, there is always the risk that the spikes will eventually render you impotent, but does that really matter? For the sake of a once a year dribble into the toilet bowl, what difference does it make if you can’t get hard? Anyway, I’m going out now. I’ll inspect your work when I get back and you know what to expect if I find any faults, however minor. It’s high time you bucked your ideas up, I’ve been far too lenient with you. Spare the rod and spoil the maid I say. So, from now on, I demand absolute perfection from you in everything and woe betide you if I don’t get it!

I might bring the girls back with me actually; you know how they love to see you. So, make sure you’re wearing your new maid’s outfit, the one Dave bought for you. I want full makeup and wig too and put on those six-inch heels, you need to get used to wearing them. And cheer up for goodness sake! You are very lucky to have such a wonderful understanding wife who caters so selflessly to all your depraved fantasies and fetishes. I know what you need so just relax and let me help you become what you really are – a stupid sissy faggot who can’t satisfy his gorgeous wife. Oh, for goodness sake, more tears! I was joking…well sort of. Honey, you tried being a man and it didn’t work. You’re not equipped for it. If you want to be happy then you need to give yourself to me, totally, completely. To use and abuse for my own convenience and amusement. It sounds terrible and, for most men it would be, but you’re not a man, are you? Dave is a man and you could never even dream of measuring up to him, now could you?

Husband: No Ma’am.

Wife: Good boy…or should I say gurl? Why don’t we ask Suzy and Karen what they think you are when they see you all dressed up for them? While they’re inspecting you, I’ll tell them what Dave is getting me for my birthday. One of them is bound to ask you what you’re getting me and that will be your chance to tell us all your decision. They’ll be so impressed if you decide to give up your release date and ask me to fit the spikes, I know they will. I bet Suzy will want to put you over her knee and spank you like she did last time. Karen will probably want to spit in your mouth and over your face, you know what she’s like.

But sweety, I’m not going to pressure you, this is your decision. At the end of the day you either love me and want me to be happy…or you don’t. Now get on with your housework, I’m off out to have fun with my friends.


Birthday Boy

He woke her with breakfast in bed this morning and, hoping to jog her memory that it was his birthday today, he presented her with a gift. It was an expensive set of underwear consisting of bra, panties and suspender belt, all in fine purple silk with black lace trim, and a pair of black silk stockings. She has a date today, despite it being his birthday and he is hoping such a sign of obvious encouragement from him will earn him a reward.

When she comes down stairs later she stands in front of him and lifts her dress.

Wife: Alright, since it’s your birthday, you can have a quick look at the underwear you bought me. Do you like it? I bet my date will love it! He’ll get to fuck me in it though, whereas you will only get to wash it…in your mouth first if you’re a good boy. Now go and get on with your housework. He’ll be here soon to pick me up. If he speaks to you remember to call him ‘Sir’ and keep your eyes down; you know what happened last time.

He knows time is running out and he has to ask…

Wife: Can you have what for your birthday? My shoes? Well, you’d better ask my date. You know how possessive some guys can be. He might not like the idea of my husband getting his kinky pleasure from something I’ve worn for him. I’ve already promised you my underwear. It’s up to you. I suppose if he says no you can always try again and ask whoever I date on your next birthday.


Birthday Treat

She sits on a bamboo stool in her bedroom. Her dress is bright and summery. Her hair and makeup were done professionally by a visiting beauty therapist earlier. Her smooth tanned legs are bare and crossed and her pink painted toe nails show invitingly through the ends of her black leather platform sandals. She has a white towel with which she is wiping her hands.

Mistress: Right, that’s enough teasing for now, let’s have that chastity cage back on. Oh, don’t start whining sweety, you’ll make me cross and then your birthday will be spoiled won’t it? Or do you think twelve months without relief and fifty strokes of my cane would make a nice birthday present? You’ve been much more obedient lately and that was your reward but, I’m warning you, don’t push your luck.

Now, I know it’s your birthday but my house isn’t going to clean its self is it? So off you go. And remember, Deshaun is coming over tonight and he likes fresh sheets on the bed.

Erm, excuse me! I think you’re forgetting something. You know how I like you to say thank you.

Husband: May I kiss your feet Mistress?

Mistress: Since when are you allowed to kiss my feet you silly thing? You know what Deshaun said, it’s the bottoms of my shoes only. Now get on with it and show some enthusiasm, unless you don’t want to be able to sit down for the next few days. Kiss my feet indeed! I think my boyfriend needs to have another serious talk to you, birthday or no birthday!

I suppose I do have lovely feet though, don’t I? And these sexy shoes that Deshaun bought me are very sexy. Keep licking, there’s a good boy. I suppose I shouldn’t really blame you for wanting to worship them. You’re just trying to express you love for me aren’t you sweety? If you were a real man like my boyfriend, you’d make love to me like he does. But you’re not, are you babe? So, you just have to hope for the chance to worship me. Come on then, since it’s your birthday, you can lick the inside of my shoe. I hope you appreciate what a wonderfully kind wife you have.

Imagine if I was to let you kiss the bottom of my foot. Would you like that?

Husband: Yes Mistress, more than anything!

Mistress: I bet you would. What if I allowed you to lick them? To slide your tongue between my toes. How would you like to suck my sexy toes, one by one? Would that be a lovely special treat for your birthday?

Husband: Yes Mistress, it would be the best present ever!

Mistress: But do you think you deserve such an honour? Do you?

Husband: Please Mistress, I…

Mistress: Why am I asking you what you think? No one cares what you think. I don’t think you deserve such an honour and I very much doubt if Deshaun would either. Perhaps you should ask him when he gets here. It might help to sway him if you wrote him a nice letter telling him how much you admire him and how grateful you are to him for taking care of your wonderful wife. Go and write it now, before you start your housework. You can read it out to him while he and I enjoy a glass of wine before we leave.

Later that evening, just before she leaves to go out with her boyfriend, she finds her husband in his room. He is bent over, touching his toes, knickers around his ankles and red-striped bottom on full display.

Mistress: Oh dear, you got the cane on your birthday after all didn’t you darling? I don’t think Deshaun thought you were sincere enough. I’m sure you’ll try harder next time, won’t you? I don’t think it helped your cause when I told him you’d been pestering me for relief all day either, did it? I know. It wasn’t exactly all day…well, it wasn’t really pestering either was it? The thing is though sweety, I have to show him my loyalties lie with him as my boyfriend. If that costs you the odd good hiding then I’m afraid that’s just too bad.

Anyway, I’m going out with Deshaun now, so come on, get those panties pulled up and get back to your housework. You don’t want to earn another caning for laziness, do you? And cheer up sweety, it’s your birthday!


Baby Sitter

She is sitting cross legged at the end of the bed. Her stunning legs are bare and her high heeled black sandals show off her perfectly formed feet with brightly painted red toe nails. Her dress is simple but elegant, short and sleeveless in black with a plunging neckline. Her husband shuffles into the room, red faced with embarrassment as she tilts her beautiful face to one side, looking him up and down with a smile that breaks his heart.

Mommy Wife: Have you come to say night night sweetheart? You do look cute in your new baby clothes, don’t you? Did you enjoy having Amy change your nappy? She was very keen to do it. I think she finds the idea of you being dressed and treated as a baby while I go out with a real man hilarious. It’s very kind of her to babysit you while I’m out though, isn’t it? I hope you’re going to be a good boy for her. I’ve already told her she has my permission to punish you as she sees fit if you cause her any problems. I’m sure you won’t though, will you sweety? Being babysat by a nineteen-year-old young girl, which is – what – less than half your age, is embarrassing enough without her putting you over her knee for a sound spanking.

Let me see you waddle up and down for me. I love watching you do that.

Baby Husband: Mmmmpfff

Mommy Wife: What did you say? I can’t hear you with that huge dummy in your mouth. Did you say who am I going out with? What business is that of yours? Suffice to say he is a very handsome and successful man, a real alpha male, nothing like you sweety. I’ll probably be staying with him all night but don’t worry, you’ll have Amy here to look after you. If I get a good report from her when I get home tomorrow, I might let you kiss my feet and suck my toes. You love it when I let you do that don’t you? Actually, it will be nice for me too after a long evening of dancing and a wonderfully long night of making love. Now don’t get upset, I know you love me. I love you too, but I need a real man to do the things you can’t.

Come on now, you’re drooling. Go and ask Amy to dry your eyes and wipe your chin then she can get you secured in your cot for the night. I’ll pop into the nursery to say bye before I go. That’s my good boy. Shall I hang a pair of my worn panties from the unicorn mobile above your cot? You can watch them going round and round while you go to sleep and dream about all the naughty things the man will be doing to me in his bed. Things little babies like you never get to do, ever.

He is secured in a large baby cot. Three nappies bulk out his bottom half. They are covered by pink plastic pants with tight elastic around waist and thighs. A latex romper suit with pink teddy bear design and a pair of pink socks with pink ribbons complete his nightwear. A delightful baby bonnet is wrapped tightly around his head. Its colour matches the baby pink blind fold and dummy. His hands are encased in thick woollen fingerless mittens, also in pink. He is held immobile with a full leather body harness secured to the sides of the cot. His wrists and ankles are strapped securely to the four corners of the cot.

Mommy Wife: Look at you all snug in your little cot, you look adorable sweety. You won’t be able to see my panties though, not when Amy has blindfolded you. Never mind, I’ll just hang them here on the corner of your cot. Night night my darling, sweet dreams. Try not to wet your nappy, you know how mad that makes Amy. You’ll be starting your day with a very sore bottom tomorrow if I know her. Bear in mind too, you have a relief day coming up tomorrow. If she cancels that you’ll have to wait another three months! Bye baby.

Late the next morning she finds her husband still secured in his cot.

Mommy Wife: Hello baby, have you been a good boy for Amy? Why is there a vibrator on your pillow? Has Amy been teasing you with it? Poor baby, you must be even more desperate for that relief now. Well I’m afraid you’ll have to wait. Amy has gone now and you know Mommy doesn’t do that anymore. Besides, she’s left a note here that says she’s cancelled your relief because you used a naughty word when she was teasing you with the vibrator. Oh well, it’s your own fault, you’ll just have to be on your very best behaviour for the next three months and see if she forgives you.

I’m off to bed now, you can stay there and think about your behaviour. And that nappy had better stay dry or you will be going over my knee for a hairbrush spanking before you write your apology letter for Amy. She’s such a lovely girl, I won’t have you disrespecting her. Now get to sleep!


Birthday Present

She is lying face down on the bed in just a sexy little purple silk nighty, black hold up stockings and strappy high heeled sandals. Her chin rests on one hand as she watches something on TV and her ankles are crossed with her knees bent so her feet wave in the air. He has just finished cleaning the en-suite bathroom after she got ready in there. It is his birthday and he has been on his best behaviour all day, rushing to meet her every need in hope and anticipation of a birthday treat. It is now over three months since she allowed him out of his chastity cage for a ruined orgasm and he is desperately excited that relief, even if it is ruined, might be awarded him by the gorgeous wife he has devoted himself to.

She is aware of him hovering and, after ignoring him for a while, finally acknowledges him.

Wife: Alright, since it’s your birthday…

His long-imprisoned cock swells desperately against the walls of its prison.

Wife: You can lick the bottoms of my shoes clean. But hurry up, my boyfriend is coming over and he’ll be here soon. You know what happened the last time he arrived to make love to me and found you hanging around.

The anti-climax is unbearable and his heart sinks.

Wife: It’s not my fault he doesn’t like you. I think it just annoys him that you ever touched me. He’s very possessive. I’ve told him I don’t let you anywhere near me now but he still gets jealous so what can I do?

Once again, his wife has surprised him with her devastating cruelty. He is despondent over the trashing of his hopes for relief but even now he knows, as does she, that her cruelty only makes him love her more. It is a downward spiral he cannot escape and does not want to. He bends to kiss the soles of her sexy shoes, wishing desperately that she might allow him the huge honour of applying his devoted tongue to the heartbreakingly pretty little painted toes he can see close up, peeping from her sandals. He jumps as there is a knock at the door.

Wife: That will be him. You’d better answer it and apologise for being here, then get out. I’ll be asking him to stay the night so you’ll have to sleep in your car again. Happy birthday sweetheart, I’ll keep my stockings and panties as a present for you, you can suck them clean tomorrow, OK? Now get out!


Blowjob

She sits on the toilet with the lid down. She looks so vibrant and playful with her long dark hair tied back in a ponytail. Her blue and white pin striped blouse hugs her slender figure and contrasts beautifully with her dark blue ruffled silk skirt. Her bright red nails look amazing as she crosses her legs and interlaces her fingers over her knee. He can’t help being mesmerised by the crisscross of straps across the top of her soft leather dark blue court shoes.

Wife: Alright, I said that, if you made a good job of cleaning the bathroom, I’d let you ask me one question, so go ahead sweety.

Husband: Have you ever…you know…had him in your mouth?

Wife: You want to know if I’ve given him a blowjob? Of course I have. I know I’ve never done that for you but he’s the kind of man who expects it. To be honest, I made a bit of a mess of it the first time. A little bit of his cum went in my mouth but the rest went all over my face and in my hair. He didn’t complain though, in fact he was very nice about it. I’m getting better with practice now. Are you proud of me?


Brad

He has spent the morning working hard in the garden doing all the jobs he knows will make his wife happy. She has come out of the house in a light summer dress with stockings and heels. She looks stunningly beautiful and he is painfully aware of the contrast she makes with him, dirty and sweaty as he is. His hopes are raised though by the fact that she has obviously taken great care over her appearance and, despite the hot weather, is wearing the stockings that she knows drive him crazy with lust for her, his pretty young wife. She takes a seat on a garden chair and breaks the news to him. She will not be spending the day with him.

Wife: Oh sweety, don’t cry. I know it’s your birthday and I promised to unlock your cage and allow you to look at me while you have your sad little dribble. But Brad wants to take me away for the weekend. He’s taken time off work and I’d hate to disappoint him. And you know how happy it makes me when that big brute fucks my brains out. You do want me to be happy, don’t you?

To his astonishment, she lifts her dress up to her neck revealing the most incredibly sexy underwear he’s ever seen.

Wife: Would it make you feel better if I showed you the sexy new underwear, I was going to surprise you with for your birthday. I thought you’d like to look at me like this while you make your birthday cummies. Don’t worry though, it won’t be wasted, I’m sure Brad will enjoy it in your place. If you’re good I might even let you lick my panties clean when I get home. Then you can wash them by hand and put them away until your next release day on your birthday next year. Oh dear, I think I might be just making it worse. Silly me.


Bride

We wanted to do something special for our wedding anniversary. It was me who said it would be an incredible tease if she spent the night of our anniversary with her boyfriend instead of with me. She thought it was a great idea and decided to order a new outfit that would be super sexy but also appropriate to the occasion.

I was working on the long list of chores she’d left me when she sent a picture message to my phone. It showed her dressed in a sexy bride outfit complete with white stockings and veil. She had a glass of champaign in her hand as she sat on the end of a huge four-poster bed. Her boyfriend must have taken the picture. She was smiling at the camera. They clearly hadn’t made love yet as her hair and makeup were still perfect. There was a message from her attached to the picture.

Wife: Hi babe, how do you like my outfit? My boyfriend loves it! He said he wishes he’d been there on our wedding night to take me in my bridal wear. I wish he had too! While you’re working hard on your chores and your little dicklet is twitching away in its cage, I want you to think about him taking me dressed like this. Think about me giving myself to him. He’ll be kissing me and making love to me while I wrap my stockinged legs around him and tell him how much better he is than you. Now get back to your housework cuckold, while I get back to my lover.

About an hour later I got another picture message. She was still dressed as a sexy bride but this time she was facing away from the camera. She was leaning over to arrange some balloons on the bed. The balloons said Happy Anniversary. Her skirt was pulled up at the back showing her tight little ass cheeks with a silk thong dividing them. Her white lace stocking tops served only to accentuate the smooth sexiness of her thighs. She was wearing a silk garter, which I recognised with a painful pang of jealousy, as the one she’d worn on our wedding day. Something blue!

Boyfriend: Hey man, I just wanted you to see this. Look at that ass! I’m sorry pal but I have got to have that! I can’t believe she never let you go there. I hope you realise, when a man takes a woman’s ass, he owns her! I guess that means you’re losing your wife, and on your wedding anniversary too!

The third message was from my wife again. She was lying on the bed supported by a pile of pillows behind her. Her makeup was smudged and her hair was all over the place. She still had on the dress but I could see a rip in it and her veil was wonky. She was holding up one of the balloons with the Happy Anniversary message,

Wife: Happy Anniversary darling! I hope you’re enjoying our wedding anniversary as much as I am. Phil is on fire for me! I’ll have to wear sexy outfits for him more often. I have some special sexy news for you darling. We didn’t use condoms this time. Don’t be mad at me, I know when we discussed it neither of us was sure but I really wanted this anniversary to be special. Just think – I’ll be coming home to you tomorrow full of another man’s cum! I hope that excites you as much as it does me.

I was fighting a losing battle trying to immerse myself in housework and laundry, trying not to think about her with him. It had been an incredibly erotic idea in theory but, in practice, I was going insane with jealousy and cuckold angst! I kept looking at my phone hoping for another message, some sign that she hadn’t forgotten me completely in her lust for her lover. Nearly two hours later it arrived. It showed her laid flat on her back, dress now badly ripped, one stocking laddered, the other pooled around her ankle. The veil was gone but she was still wearing the garter, although I dreaded to think how much of her lover’s cum had run down the inside of her thigh and soaked into it. I couldn’t see if she was still wearing panties as she held one of the Happy Anniversary balloons between her knees. I could see she was still wearing her cute white lace gloves as she held another glass of champagne.

Wife: Last message for tonight babe, I’m worn out! I thought you might like to see a picture of me like this, shagged and satisfied by a real man on our wedding anniversary. I’m going to take off what’s left of my outfit now and put on those lovely new silk pj’s you bought me. Then I’m going to cuddle up to my boyfriend. You have to sleep on the kitchen floor remember, like a good little slave. You can dream about me, warm and happy in the arms of my lover. Good night sweetheart. Oh, and don’t worry, I’m keeping my stockings and panties for you.

The next morning, I was putting the final finishing touches to the house in preparation for the return of the woman I love from her night of anniversary celebrations with her boyfriend. I was anxious and excited when her message arrived. It showed her kneeling on the bed in a brown skirt and cream silk blouse. Her long brown skirt was pulled up round her waist, showing off a pair of very sexy French knickers I’d never seen before and I wondered if they were a present from her lover. Her knee length brown leather boots were new too, I’d given them to her as an anniversary present before she left. They looked incredible with a pair of cream coloured hold up stockings. She had her head turned toward the camera but her long dark hair had fallen over her face.

Wife: Hi darling, I’ll be home soon. Phil wants my ass one more time before we check out. He says it’s to remind me who I belong to now. I wonder how that makes you feel, knowing your sexy wife belongs to another man. Are you jealous baby? Don’t worry, you’ll always be my husband. Who else could I find to take care of all the housework and wash my clothes? Not to mention cleaning up my lover’s mess. I think you’re going to be doing a lot more of that in future. I might even bring Phil home with me so he can watch you lick his cum out of me. I bet he’d enjoy watching me cane you too. I haven’t done that for a while because you’ve been so well behaved, but maybe I should start again.

Wouldn’t that be a wonderful anniversary present for you sweetheart – cleaning another man’s cum out of your wife then being soundly caned, all watched closely by your wife’s lover? Ooh sweety, I’m getting horny just thinking about that! It’s a good thing my lover is here. See you soon babe.


Black Man’s Whore

The couple are in a hotel room. The man they have been in contact with online for the past three weeks has just arrived. He is recently arrived from Africa and speaks little English. The friend who translated for him during the on-line conversations is not here today. The husband answered the door when he knocked and showed him into the room. He sat straight down beside the wife on the end of the bed. He is staring lustfully at her as she looks nervously toward her husband who stands watching them.

She is conservatively dressed in a blue pin-stripe jacket and skirt with a tailored white cotton blouse. Her gorgeous legs are crossed revealing the tops of her black stockings and suspenders. She jumps when their black visitor places his hand on her thigh.

Wife: I hope you’re sure about this honey because the way he’s looking at me, I don’t think he’s under any illusions about why he’s here. The thought of him fucking me right here in front of you is making me so wet, I could cum right now!

Husband: I don’t think he speaks any English.

Wife: I don’t care, I want him and I want you to watch him take me. I want you to see how hot I can be for a real man, how much of a slut I can be with a huge black cock inside my married pussy. If his cock is really as big as he said on-line honey, you are about to see your precious little wife become a black man’s whore right in front of your eyes.

She turns to her visitor and they kiss deeply. To her husband’s amazement, she slides to her knees and undoes the guy’s trousers, pulling them down with his underpants to reveal a semi-hard black cock that causes them both to gasp in amazement at its dimensions. Her hands shake as she grasps it in reverence. She can barely manage to get it in her mouth despite stretching her jaw to its fullest extent. She looks over at her husband who has taken a seat in fear of his legs collapsing at the sight of his gorgeous conservative wife enthusiastically sucking a huge black cock. After several minutes she pulls her full red lips from it with a pop.

Wife: Mmmm, he tastes so good, so manly, so potent! I might let him cum in my mouth first, so he’ll last longer when he fucks me. You don’t mind do you honey? I know I’ve never done that for you, never had your little cock anywhere near my mouth, but this is different – he is different. After this I’m going to be different too, I hope you realise that. No more putting up with your pathetically feeble attempts at love making. I have Mbutu now, my black stallion, my bull. I’m going to be exclusive to him. I’ll still be your wife of course, but I’ll be Mbutu’s woman, his bitch, his whore. You can jerk yourself off thinking about that…on the rare occasions I can be bothered to let you out of your chastity cage.

Mbutu has grabbed a handful of her long dark hair, which she spent so long styling to be perfect for her lover, and forced her mouth back onto his enormous cock. She makes choking sounds and tears roll down her beautiful face as her stud uses her mouth to get himself off. When he cums there is too much for her to swallow and the surplus spunk leaks from her stretched red lips to run down her chin and drip onto her expensive blouse. Finished with her mouth, her lover pulls free his still rock-hard cock and points to the bed. She scrambles to shed her clothes and obey his order. Her husband has never seen her like this, so wanton, so brazen in her desire to give herself, to be fucked by this man she only just met.

On her knees on the bed, wearing just her stockings, suspenders and tiny panties, she closes her eyes in lust as her black lover gets behind her, pulling her to him and mauling her breasts as he bites her neck.

Wife: Oh Mbutu, I’m yours! Take me, make me your white whore! I’ll do anything you say! It felt so good when you came in my mouth! I need you to cum in my pussy too. Please my darling, fuck me! With my husband watching, please fuck me! Fuck your slut! Show my husband how a real man fucks a woman. He’ll never touch me again, I swear! I’m yours for as long as you’ll have me! Please baby, I need your black cock inside me making me a woman!

Her husband is struggling to deal with the emotions crashing through his brain. He had fantasised about this for so long, they both had, but never in his wildest dreams would he ever have believed his wife of twenty years, the mother of his children, could behave like such a slut. It was breaking his heart, the things she was saying, but he’d never been more turned on, never loved her more, never wanted her more! The metal chastity cage he’d been wearing constantly for the past month in preparation for their adventure, had never felt more restrictive, more painful.

What must this man think of his wife, not to mention of him? Did they have hot wives and cuckolds where he came from? His question is answered as Mbutu rips her panties off and throws them at her husband with a sneer of contempt. With practiced ease he then forces her onto her back, grabbing her feet to lift her legs up and away from him, exposing the glistening and swollen lips of her pussy to his rampant weapon. As, without ceremony, he slides inside her welcoming married pussy, she screams. Her husband rises from his chair to go to her aid, to remind her about the condoms they brought with them, but realises she is cumming; the scream is one of pleasure, followed by many more. When finally, she opens her eyes to look over at her shocked and worried husband, he knows from her expression that their relationship has been forever changed.

Wife: Why did I put up with you for so long? You never made me feel like this, not in twenty years! You cock is so small, I could only ever cum on your tongue. Now look what I have, he’s huge, magnificent! You must feel so inadequate, my poor tiny dicked husband. Never mind, if you’re good, maybe I’ll let you lick me clean after my dates with him. You’ve fantasised about that; I know you have.

Mbutu lifts one of her legs over his head allowing him to remain inside her as he lies down beside her. She turns her body toward her husband, lifts and bends her leg to slide her tiny nylon covered foot behind her lover’s thigh encouraging him to resume thrusting into her. Her husband has a perfect view of the giant black cock filling his wife’s most sacred place as the black stud slides his huge hand behind her neck, pulling her face towards his and invading her eager mouth with his wet tongue. When their intimate kiss finally ends, she turns her gaze on her husband.

Wife: Come on then cuckold, come and lick my clit while a real man empties his beautiful huge balls inside me. Slide your tongue up and down his cock too, and kiss those nuts. Show us both that you accept your place as our clean up boy. My loving husband is now just a rag I use to clean my pussy. I’ll never be able to look at you the same way. You’re a pathetic cuckold, a sad excuse for a man. Next to Mbutu you’re nothing but a sissy faggot.

With a deep bellow Mbutu begins to unload what feels to her like gallons of thick heavy spunk deeper inside her than any man has ever been. She swears she can taste it on her tongue once more and the thought brings on another earth-shattering climax; her third? Fourth? She’s lost count. Then she realises through her post orgasmic haze, that he isn’t stopping. His still iron hard cock is pumping her poor bruised pussy once more. What kind of man is this she wonders as she passes out from yet another epic climax.

As she comes round, she becomes aware of her husband kneeling by the bed holding her hand and looking down at her, a look of love and concern on his face. Mbutu is still pounding away, selfishly taking his pleasure as if she is nothing but a means to an end. That thought has her on the verge of cumming yet again but she forces herself to address her loving husband.

Wife: He’s still as hard as an iron bar honey, what a man he is! I’ve never cum so hard or so many times! I think I’m falling in love with him. I can’t believe…. oh fuuuuuuck, I’m cum cum cummmmming agaiiiiiin. Ohhhhhh, fuuuuuckkkkk! Mbutu! Mbutu my darling I love you! I need you so much! You can have me any time you like. Just say the word and I’ll drop everything to be with you. My husband will help won’t you babe? You’ll help me see him whenever he wants me won’t you sweetheart? Please, for me, because you love me, pretty please! Ohhh fuuuuckkkkk, Mbutu, Mbutu, Mbuuuuutuuuuuu!

I’m sorry babe, I can’t be without this now, not now that I know what I’ve been missing. I want him to move in with us. He needs somewhere to live so he can get out of that horrible hostel. He can live with us, can’t he? Say yes baby please, say yes! You can give him money so he doesn’t have to work. He can spend all his time with me…. inside me. Oh honey, say you want this too. It’s your fantasy isn’t it? It will be perfect I promise.

Impatient with his bitch’s ramblings to her clearly inadequate wimp of a husband, Mbutu grabs her face in both of his massive hands. His fingers wrap tightly in her hair as his thumbs force their way into her mouth, making a gap he spits into at the same time as his massive cock deposits yet another heavy load directly into the womb of his white whore. He watches with a huge smile on his face as her eyes roll back and she passes out once more. Then he turns to the husband and uses some of the few English words he’s learned.

Mbutu: Woman…belong…me…you fuck off…now!


Can’t Breathe

He is very securely tied to a strong wooden chair with a combination of zip ties and duct tape. His beautiful wife sits on the couch just a couple of feet away. She is wearing the pink rubber dress that is her boyfriend’s favourite. In combination with her white stockings, sexy grey suede open toed high heels and fluffy grey dressing gown, it makes her a wet dream of sexuality and soft femininity. She is watching him carefully from under the hood of her dressing gown quiet amusement.

Wife: You’re wasting your time struggling. Those ties and all the tape he used to tie you to that chair are far too strong for you to snap. You’re stuck there until he decides to release you. I can see it’s hard for you to breathe, the plastic bag is steaming up and sticking to your face isn’t it? Sorry, I can’t help you, he told me to just watch you suffer until he gets back from the pub. There’s no way I’m going to risk disobeying him – he might do the same thing to me. It’s your own fault anyway, you shouldn’t have hesitated when he told you to lick me clean after her made love to me.

Stop panicking, you’ll just use up your air faster. Try to relax, he shouldn’t be long now. You saw him poke a couple of tiny holes in the bag, so you know you must be getting some air. Maybe not as much as you’d like, but that’s your problem, you should learn to do as you’re told. Oh dear, are we going to have a few tears now? Is that supposed to make me feel sorry for you? Well it doesn’t, so save your energy for breathing.

You’d just better hope that, when he gets back, he’s more interested in letting you breathe than he is in fucking me in this rubber dress. I wouldn’t bank on it though. Or should I say, ‘Don’t hold your breath!’ Ha!


Can’t Refuse It

There are two gorgeous women kneeling close together on the king-sized double bed. They are both in very sexy stockings and underwear; his wife is in black and her friend is in white. They are both watching him as he goes about his chores, tidying the bedroom, picking up and folding their carelessly discarded clothes, dusting and polishing like a good little maid.

Wife’s Girlfriend: I see what you mean; your hubby does look kind of cute in that maid’s outfit. I can’t believe he actually begged you to put him in chastity and take a lover. What kind of man would do that? I bet he got a surprise when you chose another woman as your lover. We are going to have so much fun together and a lot of it will be at his expense. Oh, look at him blushing! He really has no idea what he’s let himself in for does he?

Wife: No, but he…or should I say it…is going to find out. No more housework for me. No cleaning, no cooking, no laundry, nothing. All my time is free time, to do as I please. And the best part is, the more selfish and cruel I am, the more I humiliate and abuse it, the more it loves and adores me. What woman could refuse that? Not me!

Wife’s Girlfriend: Tell him…sorry it…to strip off it’s uniform and lie on the bed so we can torture it.

Wife: You heard the lady, sissy, do as you’re told.

The maid is quickly undressed and lying on his back between his two female tormentors, who lie on his thighs. His wife takes a key from her necklace and unlocks his chastity cage. Her girlfriend holds his swollen blue balls in her hand while she plays idly with his painfully erect penis.

Wife’s Girlfriend: Ooo, I think someone’s excited about us releasing it from its chastity cage. Are you excited little maid? Do you think after; how long is it; six weeks or something? Do you think we might finally feel sorry enough for you to let you have your pathetic little dribble?

Wife: I think it’s going to cry. Are you going to bubble like a baby, right in front of my girlfriend? How embarrassing! Can you imagine how pathetic she must think you are?

The girlfriend moves forward, sticking out her tongue as if she is about to lick the head of his cock. He groans and lifts his hips in anticipation, but she pulls back with a look of contempt.

Wife’s Girlfriend: You know I think it actually might be expecting you to let it cum. So much for wanting only to serve your every need babe. All it’s really bothered about are its own filthy perverted desires. Isn’t that right, you little slut? Well I have news for you, your wife is mine now and she has no interest in cocks, especially little ones like yours that go off then go soft after a few seconds of pathetic fumbling.

Wife: Sorry slave, I told her about your shortcomings as a lover, your issues in the bedroom, shall we say? She’s my girlfriend so I tell her everything. We laugh about it all the time. She’s going to be looking after the key to your chastity cage from now on too. Just in case I have a moment of weakness. So, you’d better be nice to her or you might never get to cum ever again. On the bright side though – you will have the pleasure of seeing us together a lot more because I’ve asked her to move in with me. So, you’re going to have two sexy Mistresses to serve now. Aren’t you lucky?

He can’t trust himself to speak as he watches his wife and her girlfriend kissing and tongue wrestling just inches from his poor deprived cock.

Wife’s Girlfriend: I don’t think it knows whether to panic or cheer babe. What do you think maid? How hot does your sexy wife look when we kiss? I bet you’d give anything for the chance to fuck her right now wouldn’t you? Not going to happen wimp, not on my watch.

Wife: What do you say slave, is this torture enough for you? After six weeks of being locked away, your little cocklet must be fit to burst seeing me like this! You know the penalty for cumming without permission though don’t you? And you need permission from both of us now.

Wife’s Girlfriend: I can’t speak for your wife but, as far as I’m concerned, you have a long way to go before I’d even consider giving you my permission. I want to see proof that you have totally given up any and all selfish needs and desires in order to devote yourself, body, mind and soul, to this hot little bitch. I want you to be falling over yourself to please her, to convince her you worship the ground she walks on.

You have to give up everything for her. Your rights as a husband, your manhood, what little self-respect you have left. You need to lay it all at her feet in return for the honour of remaining in her life as the pathetic, cross-dressing faggot she has nothing but contempt for.

Wife: Mmmm, yes please! But I want it to worship you too. No matter how horribly you treat it, it has to show it loves you as much as I do.

They push his legs apart to give them room to lie on their sides in the gap staring up at his red and sweating face. They have lifted their legs up to rest their feet on the headboard of the bed. His wife’s shoes are black patent leather stilettoes and her girlfriend’s are white patent leather stilettoes with a cute little strap over the top of her foot. They are both holding his straining, bobbing cock now, their French polished nails scratching and teasing him to the point of insanity.

Wife’s Girlfriend: I’m sure it will learn to love me, won’t you slave? Even when I beat it, humiliate it, put it in painful bondage for hours, torture it, spit in its face, tease and frustrate it. Even then, it will love me because its Mistress loves me. Won’t you? You sad, fucked up little pervert!

Wife: Oh, you made it cry again. I don’t know if it can take much more. Maybe we should take pity and let it cum. Look at our sexy shoes slave. Would you like to lick them clean, inside and out? You would? It will mean no cumming for you. Not today, not next week, maybe not next month. Not until my girlfriend decides you’re ready. It’s up to you to decide what you need the most. To cum or to lick our shoes. Hurry up and decide or you’ll get neither.

Wife’s Girlfriend: I can’t believe you, you sad piece of shit, you’d rather have our shoes, wouldn’t you? I knew it! I tell you what slave, if you beg me to cane you first, we’ll keep the shoes on while we make love. Then you can lick them clean afterwards, OK? Right, cage back on quickly!

Wife: Just a second babe, let me give it three quick little tugs, just to remind it what it’s missing. One, two three, cage back on like you were told slave, now! Let me check the lock…. right, now get out. We’ll call you back when our shoes are ready for you.

Wife’s Girlfriend: Bye loser, missing you already, ha!


Card Game

He has been called to the patio where his Mistress wife is enjoying a chilled glass of white wine in the sunshine. She looks immaculate as always. He, on the other hand, looks ridiculous in a tight latex maid’s uniform, black stockings and locked on heels that are so high they have been killing his feet since the moment he put them on. Despite lots of practice and repeated painful thrashings as encouragement from his Mistress, he still struggles terribly to walk in them.

He presents himself with a respectful curtsy and awaits her instructions. She smiles up at him and uses the toe of her patent black leather court shoe to lift his skirt exposing his creamy hairless thighs and the black straps of his suspenders.

Mistress wife: My boyfriend and his buddies require a maid to serve them at tonight’s card game so I’ve volunteered your services slut. You’ll serve drinks and snacks, give blowjobs for winning hands and then go home with the overall winner. I’d better not get a single complaint or you know what to expect. I want to hear afterwards what a good little sissy slut you are, how obedient, how eager to please, is that clear? And don’t look so upset, you were the one who begged me to make you my sissy maid. It’s not my fault if I’m better at being your Mistress than you expected. Oh, and this will be a regular event so get used to it. Dismissed.


Challenge

She is wearing figure hugging denim jeans with a flowery feminine top that bares her chest and her shoulders. Her tiny feet are in his favourite sandals, the black strappy ones with one-inch platform soles and three inch heels, her pink painted toes poking invitingly from the ends. She leans forward as she looks him up and down, her chin resting on her upturned fist. She looks like a beautiful feminine lady and she is, but she is also so much more.

He stands in front of her dressed, as usual now, in the sissy maid outfit that used to thrill him but, right now, makes him feel weak and pathetic. It has taken a lot of time and a huge amount of persuasion to get him to this point. Things have gone too far; he needs to put a stop to it now or he can kiss goodbye to what’s left of his manhood. He knows this, but knowing it and doing something about it, faced with the sweetly innocent gaze he knows hides a cruelty he never would have believed his wife capable of until they began what was supposed to be a fun game. That casual cruelty thrilled him at first but he has learned now to fear it.

Wife: Come on then my big strong manly husband. I believe you think you can force me to unlock your little chastity cage. And you’re not happy about me going out with my fitness instructor, is that right?

Husband: Well, yes…I…I…I just think it’s…you know…gone a bit too far and…

Wife: And what? And you’re putting your foot down, is that it? The foot with pink painted toe nails. The foot encased in sheer nylons. The foot wearing the girly pink heels with cute ribbons. That foot? Well go ahead then, show me what a tough, no-nonsense king of guy you are. Take charge of your marriage and whip your cheating wife into line!

Husband: I don’t want to fight with you babe, I just…I mean you can’t…

Wife: Wrong on both counts. I am not your ‘babe’ as you put it and I can do anything I like. You gave me this control; all the ideas came from you to begin with. You even let me take all those pictures of you prancing about like the sissy you are, sucking my dildo and various other disgusting things. Well you messed up dear. You underestimated me, my commitment and my ability to, not just meet, but exceed your expectations as your Mistress.

Now this can go one of two ways. Option one: You can get out of what is now my house, since you were gullible enough to sign it over to me, and prance your sissy way off down the road in your pathetic sissy maid costume, since I’ve disposed of all your other clothes. Then I can file for divorce and hand one copy of all those very embarrassing pictures and videos to my solicitor to use in court and another copy to any newspaper that will take an interest.

Husband: No please, I’m sorry…I…I didn’t mean…

Wife: Silence! You speak only when you have permission in my house. Now, option two is that you apologise profusely for daring to challenge my authority. You ask me very nicely and very humbly to cane you severely before I leave, when I come back and every day for the foreseeable future.

Husband: Please Ma’am, I love you so much, I just wanted to be able to show you.

Wife: You may show me your love and devotion in the only way open to a failed husband like you – by obeying my every word, by striving tirelessly to meet my every need and by devoting every waking moment to my happiness without the slightest regard to your own. Clear?

Husband: Yes Ma’am, I will, I promise! Thank you, Ma’am!

Wife: That’s better. Now you may kiss my feet, then I want you in position over the dining table, panties round your ankles. Place my cane on the table beside you. My date will be here soon, I want him to witness your punishment. Then I believe you have some laundry to complete.

Husband: Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am!

Wife: Get out of my sight! Oh, and sissy…

Husband: Yes Ma’am.

Wife: Don’t ever challenge me again.

Husband: No Ma’am, of course not Ma’am.


Changed

He is busy ironing a huge basket of clothes in the spare room where he now sleeps most nights. She comes storming in and stands right in front of the ironing board, arms crossed over her firm and ample chest and foot tapping the floor ominously. Obviously, she has just read the note he left for her on her dressing table. Nervous as he is, he can’t help thinking how beautiful she is in her figure hugging little black dress, black stockings and incredibly high heels. Her long dark hair shines with vitality and her makeup is perfect, highlighting her mesmerising eyes and full sensual lips. Did she look this stunning before she started sleeping with other men he wonders?

Wife: What do you mean, you want me to stop seeing him? It was your idea, you wanted me to lock you in a chastity belt and cuckold you, remember? Well I’m sorry but it’s too late to get cold feet. I’m having the best sex of my life! I don’t need or want you for that any more. And besides, I’ve been developing feelings for him. I warned you I might struggle to separate sex from love, didn’t I? But you said that just made it more exciting. So, what’s changed?

Seeing the tears forming in her husband’s eyes, she calms down slightly and sits down on the bed. The sound her nylons make as her legs cross causes his caged cock to swell as much as its tiny prison will allow. He tries desperately not to stare at her legs.

Wife: I understand how frustrated you must be honey, it’s been what…three months or something?

Husband: Just over four months actually.

Wife: Well whatever. I doubt if my boyfriend could go three days without cumming. But he’s not a wimpy cuckold like you, is he? Wimpy men like you don’t need regular sex like real men.

Husband: But you said when we started that I could cum at least once a month.

Wife: No, I did not say that at all. I said I would consider allowing you relief of some kind every month or so but it would depend on your behaviour. Do you really think your behaviour has been good enough to earn an orgasm, even a ruined one?

Husband: I’ve been doing all the housework and…

Wife: Yes, I know, you do the housework, cook our meals and do the laundry. It’s very nice but you shouldn’t be doing it for your benefit to earn a reward. You should be doing it for me, to please me and because you love me. You should be glad to do it to give me the freedom to spend more time with my boyfriend.

She lies down on the bed allowing her skirt to ride up exposing her stocking tops. He knows she’s doing it deliberately, to distract him, to tease him to drive him insane with love and lust for her and for a second, he is angry that she can manipulate him so easily. When did he become such a loser?

Wife: Now don’t get annoyed or I’ll have to cane you again. You must still be sore from yesterday when I had to punish you for the mark I found on my boots. I don’t want to have to beat you again so soon but if you keep this up, you’ll leave me no choice.

Husband: I love you so much, please don’t leave me!

Wife: Sweetheart, I’m not going to leave you, whatever gave you that idea? You’re the best husband a woman like me could possibly have. But you need to understand once and for all…it’s not a game anymore. It’s real and it’s for ever. I’ll never stop cuckolding you. When I can eventually be bothered to unlock your belt, it will only be to fit a spiked one. There aren’t going to be any more erections for you, ever, I’ve decided.

Part of him knew this was coming, or at least suspected it. What the hell was he supposed to do now? He didn’t want to burst into tears in front of her, he still had some self-respect left, though not much. Besides, she’d probably enjoy watching him sobbing pathetically over his lost manhood. So, he made to leave the room, hands over his face to hide his tears.

Wife: Where do you think you’re going? If you walk away from me without being dismissed, without a polite curtsy, I will string you up and cane you until you pass out. Then I will leave you and you’ll never see me again.

With an enormous effort, he manages to halt his desperate flight and perform a quick curtsy to his Mistress.

Wife: That’s better. Now once more with a smile. Good. Now tell me, who has the sexiest wife in the world?

Husband: I do.

Wife: That’s right my little cuckold. And you need to remember just how lucky you are to be able to say that, don’t you? Good, then let’s consider this silliness finished. Would you like to kiss the bottoms of my shoes before you get back to your ironing? You would? Alright then, just one little kiss on the sole of each shoe. We don’t want you becoming spoilt, do we? That would just be something else I’d have to beat out of you. Off you pop then sweetheart, my clothes are not going to iron themselves.


Chastity

He is on his knees washing the bathroom floor when she walks in and sits down on the toilet seat. She is wearing tight blue jeans and a pink top that shows off her newly toned physique. On her feet are a red pair of plastic platform sandals.

Wife: It’s amazing the difference it’s made, locking you in that chastity cage. We have a much happier marriage because you are a much nicer husband. And the weird thing is, the longer I keep you locked and deny you relief, the more eager you are to please me. I love it! I don’t have to lift a finger around the house now and I have you at my beck and call 24/7. You just can’t do enough for me, can you? You didn’t even object when I started dating my fitness instructor, did you?

Husband: I just want you to be happy.

Wife: I am happy sweetheart, I’m very happy. I love my new life and I never want it to change. I certainly wouldn’t want to go back to the way we were. But the problem for you is that there really isn’t any reason for me to unlock you, is there? In fact, there is every reason for me not to. I love the way you are now and I never want you to go back to who you were. I’ve learned to live without that little thing between your legs so I don’t see why you shouldn’t be able to do the same. Between my new boyfriend’s huge cock and your devoted tongue, I’m have more and better sex than I’ve ever had in my life. Keeping you locked seems like a small price to pay for a happy marriage, don’t you think? Small being the operative word, ha!

I’m sorry babe, I’m being cruel. But I’m sure you agree with me. I mean, if you really love me as much as you say you do, you must want me to be happy, right? It’s not like you’re in any position to argue any way really, is it?

Husband: But if I could just have one last orgasm…

Wife: No, I don’t think that would be a good idea at all sweety. It would just undo everything we’ve worked so hard for. I wouldn’t do that to you, I love you too much and I value what we have too highly to risk losing it.

She crosses her arms and leans forward, her head cocked sweetly to one side, gorgeous long dark hair cascading over her shoulder. He knows he can never resist that look.

Wife: Why don’t you come and kiss my little beanie sandals? You know how you love to slip your tongue through the gaps to lick my feet. There now, isn’t that nice? Now you’d better fetch me my cane. No, you haven’t done anything wrong at all darling, but I know how hard this can all be for you. There are bound to be times when it just becomes unbearable for you. I want you to know I understand and I’m here for you. But, at the same time, I need to make sure you understand that there is no alternative for you, no way out and no chance of me changing my mind. I intend to enforce your chastity by whatever means necessary. I have to be cruel to be kind, to be strong for you, because I love you.

Now go and get my cane, quickly now. We’ll get this unpleasantness out of the way then you can go back to your cleaning. You’re really getting to be very good at it now aren’t you. I have to look quite hard sometimes to find something to punish you for. Don’t worry though, if necessary, I can always make something up, can’t I? We need our special time together don’t we. I need to dominate and hurt you and you need that too I know. Now hurry up, I’m adding two strokes for every second you keep me waiting. Then I’m going to cane your hands for taking too long to clean my bathroom.

Husband: Please Ma’am, I love you.

Wife: I know sweety, I know.


Choices

He is dressed in all his finery, full maid’s uniform including stockings, heels, wig and mop cap. She has tied him securely to a metal support column in the basement. His cage has been removed and his panties pulled down. After a full year of teasing and denial, locked 24/7 in the tiny metal device, his long-denied cock is raging hard. It feels strange to have the freedom to get an erection after so long. He feels excited but naked and afraid to. What if she changes her mind? What if he does something to upset her. Surely, she will have mercy on him. He’s waited so long, worked so hard to please her!

He hears her heels on the basement steps and shivers in fear and anticipation. Her expression gives nothing away as she leans in to spit full in his face. He blinks the saliva from his eyes and thanks her. She slaps his face and orders him to be silent. Then, reaching up under her skirt she pulls down her knickers, steps out of them and forces them into his mouth. A rope is then run between his red painted lips and back around the column pulling his head back and completing his immobility as well as securing his gag.

Happy with the helplessness of her maid, the lady produces a yellow pair of washing up gloves.

Mistress: I don’t normally have any use for washing up gloves do I sissy? But when it comes to physical contact with that disgusting tiny thing between your legs, I’m happy to make an exception. Now, as a special treat for our wedding anniversary, I’m going to give you thirty jerks of your little embarrassment, one for every year of married bliss.

He groans and closes his eyes in ecstasy as he feels her rubberised fingers around his cock. His legs have gone week and, if not for the ropes securing him to the metal column, he would surely collapse.

Mistress: If you manage to hold off from cumming, I will lock your cage back on until next year, untie you and you can get back to your duties. But if I see one tiny drip of sissy slime, I will replace your cage with the spiked one and you will get 30 strokes of my dragon cane to your lazy slut arse, 30 strokes of my riding crop to the front and back of your thighs and, finally, thirty strokes of my leather tawse to the palms of your hands. So…are you ready my darling? No need to cry, you’ve waited a whole year for this, now just relax and enjoy. Happy Anniversary sweetheart.


Chop Chop

He has been waiting at home for her, hoping she will be alone and ready to give him the treat she promised. When she arrives with an older man, a stranger, he is devastated. They just ignore him and start making out on the couch. Soon she is naked except for her stunning knee length brown leather boots. The man is naked from the waist down and wastes no time thrusting his large erect cock into her moist married pussy. He doesn’t know whether to be pleased or humiliated when his wife speaks to her lover.

Wife: Would you mind if my husband kisses my boots while you fuck me? It’s just that I promised him a little treat for his birthday. Oh, thank you, he won’t get in the way, I promise. Sweety, come here, the nice gentleman says you can kiss my boots while he fucks me. Isn’t that nice of him? Are you going to say thank you?

Husband: Thank you Sir.

Older Guy: What a pathetic faggot your husband is. No wonder you need me. Why the fuck do you stay with him?

Wife: Because I get to live a life of leisure, being fucked senseless by real men like you of course, while being waited on hand and foot by my husband.

Older Guy: Well tell him to fuck off now, I want to fuck that tight little married ass! He can come back to lick you clean afterwards.

Wife: Oh wow! Sweety, did you hear that? What do you say? Now off you go, get out of the gentleman’s sight before he changes his mind.


Christmas Schedule

She is in fancy dress ready to go to a Christmas Eve party with her boyfriend. While she waits for him to call and collect her, she is informing her husband of his schedule. He tries to concentrate on her words but her outfit is driving him crazy. She has on a ‘Santa Dress’ from Anne Summers. It’s soft red velvet with white furry trim and very short, showing off her beautiful smooth thighs above the frilly lace tops of her white stockings. She even has a Santa hat to match and an impossibly cute pair of matching platform pixie boots. After months of teasing and frustration locked firmly in a chastity cage, how is he supposed to think straight?

Santa Wife: On Christmas morning I want you up at 3:45 ready to begin your detention at 4am. You will wear full schoolgirl uniform including plaited wig and ribbons. You will maintain perfect posture with a straight back and no slouching throughout your detention. Remember, there are cameras in every room now, including your schoolroom and I don’t even need to watch them live, they record automatically, so I can check them at my leisure.

During your detention you will write out 100 times in your very best handwriting, ‘I will not be receiving any Christmas presents this year because I am a naughty, ungrateful little slut’. If you make a mistake you will cross out the whole line neatly and start it again. If you make more than one mistake per page you will tear up the whole page and start it again. When your lines are complete you will write a 2000-word essay entitled, ‘How My Failure To Be A Man Forced My Wonderful Wife To Take A Lover’. When everything is finished you will present the lines to me for checking. The essay you will read out loud later in the day.

Once I’ve checked your lines there will be a uniform inspection. You will be caned for any imperfections I find in either your lines or your uniform. After which you may serve breakfast to my boyfriend and I. When we’re finished and you’ve washed the dishes and put them away you will be allowed to take a bowl of plain porridge made with water. Then, while my boyfriend and I exchange gifts, you will stand in the corner and entertain us by singing Christmas Carols. Any mistakes or pauses in your performance will earn you further strokes of the cane.

After we’ve finished opening our presents we will listen to you read out your essay. I will use my leather tawse on the backs of your legs to keep you focussed and punish any hesitation, mistakes or lack of sincerity. After that you may change into your maid’s uniform to prepare and serve Christmas Lunch.

Once you finish cleaning up after lunch your services will not be required so you will be gagged and bound and shoved into a cupboard out of the way. Now, is that all understood? Good, you are dismissed. Oh, I forgot, one more thing, Merry Christmas darling.


Coat

She is standing in the doorway of the master bedroom with a haughty look on her face, arms crossed and watching her husband as he hurries around the room tidying up the mess she has left as usual. Since this new chapter in their relationship began, she has become increasingly careless about the mess she leaves behind her because she knows it will be quickly taken care of by her devoted former husband, now skivvy. He tries not to stare at her in her ankle length black leather coat and perfectly polished patent black leather court shoes with four-inch spiked heels. She is a picture of dominant sexuality, while he is a pathetic caricature of domestic servitude.

He had pleaded with her earlier to allow him to take a picture of her when she was ready. Something for him to treasure and set as the home screen on his phone.

Mistress: Hurry up and take your picture pervert. I’m picking my boyfriend up from work and he won’t be happy if I keep him waiting.

Skivvy: Will you be letting me know where you’re staying please?

Mistress: No I won’t, it’s none of your business.

With hands that shake with pent up lust for his gorgeous wife, he snaps his picture.

Skivvy: Are you wearing something nice under your coat?

Mistress: You know what I’m wearing under my coat, you bought it didn’t you? You’d better hope he likes it too or it will be another three months in chastity for you.

Taking pity on her hard-working skivvy she unbuttons her coat and lets him see one side of her body. The black leather basque is breath taking and the sight of her smooth thighs above the lace tops of her black silk stockings almost breaks him.

Mistress: There, are you satisfied now? This is what my boyfriend will be getting tonight while you are slaving away on the list of chores I’ve left for you. Are you jealous? You should be. I’ll never dress like this for you, not any more. I have a lover now so I don’t have to put up with your pathetic fumbling any more. Are you getting upset? You look like you’re going to cry. You need to remember who started this. You are the one who begged me to take a lover and be a bitch to you, remember?

Her words hit home and he can’t help the tears that roll down his face. She is just so beautiful! What has he done? She sits down on the end of the bed and crosses her incredible legs. He is kneeling on the floor in front of her, arms full of her discarded clothes and shoes.

Mistress: Alright cry baby, come on, you can have two minutes to kiss my shoes and tell me how much you worship me. But don’t you dare mark them, I need to be perfect for him. Do you know how pathetic you look down there? It’s a fact that the more dominant I am with you, the more submissive you become. And the more submissive you are the more dominant I become. It’s a bit of a vicious circle isn’t it?

That’s enough, now sit up and let me see you fiddle with your little cock cage. Amuse you Mistress skivvy. What kind of man allows his wife to lock him in chastity while she takes a lover anyway? You look like you’re going to cry again. Is it the frustration? Are you desperate? Do you need to dribble your worthless slime so badly? Do you baby? Would you like me to take off that nasty cage so you can show me how much you love me? Would you?

Skivvy: Yesssss…..oh please yes! It’s been so long! I can’t stand it anymore! I can’t think about anything else! Please, if I could just cum, then we could talk and I….

Mistress: Shut the fuck up you pathetic wimp. If you were any kind of man you wouldn’t be on your knees begging for the chance to cum. Real men, men like my boyfriend, take what they want, they don’t beg for it. Wimps like you don’t deserve to cum, ever. So, get it through your thick skull – the cage stays on, its permanent unless I change my mind one day. But I’d advise you not to hold your breath. In future you should be more careful what you wish for.


Complete Cuckold

They are standing in the large kitchen area of her home. Her husband is at work. She has invited the black guy in front of her to her home to discuss the surprise she is planning for her husband. She has asked him to strip down to his underpants and, so he knows she means business, she has removed her dress, leaving her in bra and panties with black stockings and black patent stilettos.

Wife: I need you to understand, I’m not interested in a one-night stand. This is not about casual sex, I want a full-time lover, a man to replace my husband in my bed. I want him to see me owned by another man. This was his idea and I’ve warned him that, if I do what he wants me to then I will be doing it properly, no half measures. I don’t expect you to understand this but I do need to know you’re fully committed to it. You have to give a convincing performance; you’d be taking me from my husband and making me your slut.

Bull: Before I answer that question, why don’t you get on your knees and show me why I should spend my valuable time and energy helping you and your faggot husband play your little game?

He could not have given her a more appropriate response and she smiles as she sinks to her knees, pulling down his underpants as she does. She gasps as his huge cock springs out and slaps her across the face. Despite her apparent bravado, she has never had a man’s cock in her mouth before, not even her husband’s so she is a little nervous as she stretches her lips to accommodate him.

Bull: That’s my girl, suck it good, take it all! You’re gonna be spending most of your time impaled on that cock from now on. You want me to own you? I’ll own you like you won’t believe you little married whore! I’ll stretch out every one of your holes so you can never go back to a tiny white dick ever again. I will fucking ruin you bitch!

Oh yea, that’s right. Lick it, get that tongue working. You a black man’s whore now bitch. You do what I tell you, when I tell you. I don’t give a fuck about your little game or what your pansy ass husband wants. Now get over on that counter top and show me what you got for me.

She hurries to obey her new man, feeling the excitement of finally doing what she has been teasing her husband with for so long. She is quickly up on the breakfast bar, laid on her back, propping herself up with her elbows.

Bull: Pull those panties to one side, I want to see the pussy I own. Does your husband know what a cock-hungry little slut he married?

Wife: He’s not man enough to find out. That’s why I need you baby. I need you more than I can possibly tell you.

Bull: I can see that in your face. And now I can see that sweet little pussy too. It don’t look like its ever seen a real cock before.

Wife: Only my husband’s. I was a virgin when we married. I had no idea there were men like you until he showed me online. When he begged me to try one, I pretended not to be interested for a while then gave in. He knows I’m seeing you while he’s at work but he thinks we are just meeting for coffee and a chat. I want to surprise him.

Bull: Oh, he’ll be surprised alright when he sees what I done to his precious little virgin wife.

Wife: I want you inside me, all of you. I want to know what it feels like to be properly fucked! I want you to show me what I’ve been missing. Put a condom on quickly please!

Bull: What the fuck you talking about – condom? You my bitch girl, I don’t use no condoms with my bitch! If I fuck you, I fuck you bare, skin on skin. Then, when I fill you with my potent black seed, you’ll have some real evidence to show your cuckold husband.

Wife: I shouldn’t…but…I need this so much…I don’t think I care anymore. Just fuck me! My husband wants to worship me, to put me on a pedestal. He fantasises constantly about me giving my body to another man while treating him with the contempt he deserves. I warned him I might enjoy it too much to stop. He said he wanted me to do it anyway, so fuck him.

Bull: As long as you’re sure. You ain’t never gonna be the same woman again. You ain’t never going to see him the same way either.

Wife: Oh fuuuck, I feel it, it’s so big, so fucking big! I’ve never been surer of anything in my life! Oh, fuck me my darling, my stud, my raging black bull, fuck your whore! I’m yours now. Oh, fuck yes! I’ll never let him touch me again except to lick me clean when you’re finished with me. He thinks I’m going to unlock his chastity cage tonight while I tell him about you, but he’s wrong. I might never unlock it, why should I?

Oh, darling please, please, please, I’m cumming! I’ve never felt like this before! I’ve never, oh fuuucccckkkkk! Never come from being fucked, never with a cock inside me, just his tongue……oh, oh, ooooooohhhhhfffffuuuuucccckkkkk!!!

Bull: Hey bitch, you with me? I think you passed out on me. I’m just getting started here. I hope you’re on birth control cos I’m gonna bust a nut way up in your sweet little married womb, you hear me?

Wife: Yes, my darling, yes, give me it, give me your cum, I want it, I want it! We’ve been trying for a baby for ages. I promised him I’d always use condoms if I ever decided to go ahead and sleep with someone.

Bull: I can stop if you want, but you better say quick cos I’m close. That tight little pussy of yours has got me ready to cum in record time! I’m gonna cum bitch! In you pussy or in your mouth I don’t care which but I am fucking unloading in you!

Wife: Yes, cum in me. I want your cum in my pussy and my mouth. Pussy first, my pussy needs it! My ass too. I want you to take my ass. I’ve always told my husband the idea disgusts me and any woman who does it is a complete slut. But I am a slut, I’m your slut and I want your cum, in me, on me, everywhere…..oh darling I’m there again…. cum in me babe….cuuuuuummmmiiiinnnnmmmmeeeeeeeee!

Bull: Ahhhhhhhhhhggggggggggg, fuuuuuccccck bitch, aaahhhhgggghhhhhhh, yea!

His heaving, sweating body collapses on top of her and she wraps her arms and legs around him, holding him, kissing his face, thanking him for fucking her. Eventually he stands up but she is unwilling to let him go and clings to him. He lifts her and turns to push her against the wall.

Wife: That was amazing. I need more of that, a lot more! You can come here any time or I’ll come to you. I don’t care if its day or night. I don’t care if my husband is here. All I care about is you fucking me again! I’ll do anything you want, anything!

Bull: Let’s go upstairs. I wanna fuck you in your marital bed. And I want that ass you promised me.

Wife: My husband will be home soon. Can you stay with me? I want him to find us in bed together. Then I want to tell him about us. I want to tell him his fantasy finally came true. I want you to tell him I belong to you. Will you? Please my darling.

Bull: Yea, why not. Now show me your bedroom, it’s my bedroom too now.


Compose Yourself

She perches on the edge of a heavy wooden desk. Her appearance is enough to make him shake in genuine fear. Tight, long-sleeved white cotton blouse, equally tight black leather trousers, black stilettos and matching black leather elbow length gloves, she is a force to be reconned with. Her perfectly straight long dark hair cascades over her prominent breasts and her bright red lips curl into a cruel smile as she flexes the thick bamboo cane across her thigh.

Madam: I’ll give you a moment to compose yourself then we’ll continue. I told you my rules before we started. Perhaps you’ll listen more carefully in future. Any strokes you fail to count and thank me for out loud will be repeated. If you move or try to protect yourself the stroke is repeated. For every second you remain out of position, you earn an additional stroke. It’s not rocket science. Even a worthless excuse for a man like you should be able to grasp a few simple rules.

Now, your initial allocation was 12 strokes. You’ve had 16 so far and now you have another 4 to go making 20 in total.

Husband: Please Madam, I’m sorry, I just can’t take any more. I’ve learned my lesson I swear!

Madam: You are wasting my time with your begging so you now have 6 more strokes to go.

Husband: Oh no, please, I said I’m sorry, you don’t need to hit me again, please Madam, please! May I just kiss your shoes Madam, to show how sorry I am?

Madam: Very well, you may kiss my shoes and tell me how much you love and worship me.

Husband: Oh, I do Madam, I really do! (kiss kiss) I worship the ground you walk on! (kiss kiss) I’d do anything for you, anything! I love you so much! (kiss kiss).

Madam: I hope you enjoyed that, since it has cost you a further 6 strokes. You now have 12 strokes to go, the same amount you started with. Are you ready to begin or would you like to increase your torment yet further? You look terribly sore. I’ll give you 6 and then I may have to pause to use my vibrator before I administer the final 6. Well…I say final but that’s assuming you can manage to remain in position this time.


Congratulations

She has called to see her husband in the tiny one room flat he now occupies. She slips off her coat to reveal her outfit of short black leather dress, black hold up stockings and over the knee black leather boots. She is a dominatrix dream! Her hands are on her hips showing off her long brightly painted red fingernails. Her engagement, wedding and eternity rings twinkle in the light of the naked overhead light bulb. Her long dark hair hangs over her right shoulder as she tips her head to one side, a big smile on her beautiful face.

Wife: Congratulations on six whole months without once begging for relief, I’m so proud of you! Now that you’ve done the first half of your chastity sentence, the last six months will be easy.

I’m glad we decided you should move into this little flat too. I much prefer not having you under my feet. And I can visit you any time I like, can’t I? It must be easier for you too, in your sexually frustrated state, not to have look at me all the time wishing you could make love to me or even just touch me. You really look forward to my visits though don’t you? Especially when I bring you my dirty washing to take care of. Are you still remembering to wash my underwear in your mouth before it goes in the machine? It must be torture having my sexy knickers and stockings hung up to dry all over your room, reminding you what a sexy wife you have.

Husband: I don’t mind, it helps me to feel close to you.

She moves past him to sit at the bottom of his small single bed. There are no bed covers, just one of her old dressing gowns and an old pair of her slippers as a pillow.

Wife: I was telling Rob how well you are doing while we were in bed and he asked me to pass on his congratulations too. Isn’t that nice of him? He still wants to move in with me but I’ve told him we need to wait until your training is finished. There is no way I’m going to spend my time cooking and cleaning and doing laundry for him, not when I have a willing little maid. So, we’re sticking with him sleeping over a couple of nights a week. And, of course, I stay a couple of nights at his place. I think that helps to keep our relationship fresh and exciting any way. He’s like a wild animal most nights, especially when I dress like this for him. Do you remember when I used to dress up for you? I know, it seems silly now doesn’t it?

I hope you’ve been practicing the little sissy song and dance you’re going to do for Rob when I bring him here to see you on your birthday. Why don’t you run through it now so I can check its perfect?

Reluctantly and with his face bright red with embarrassment, he prances and lisps his way through the terribly humiliating version of ‘I’m a Little Teapot’ with the words changed to ‘I’m a Little Sissy’ and the actions altered to match.

Wife: Well, you seem to be getting the hang of the little girly voice now don’t you? I think we’ll have you using that voice all the time now. It’s so much more appropriate, don’t you think? After all, a pathetic little sissy faggot should not just look and act like a pathetic little sissy faggot, he should sound like one too. So make sure you do…at all times…I don’t ever want to hear anything else from you…is that clear?

He hangs his head in resignation knowing that there is no point in arguing with her. She holds all the cards. Even if she didn’t have all those horribly embarrassing photos and videos of him, he would still find it impossible to disobey her in anything. He loved her so much he just could not contemplate not being a part of her life…however minor.

Wife: Cheer up silly, your relief day will be here before you know it. After that you will have two years in chastity remember? Then three and then four and so on. I know it might seem unbearable now but we’ll get there sweety, I promise, you and me together, one day at a time, OK? Now let me see a nice smile or I won’t want to come and see you next time. You don’t want to put me in a bad mood either; not when I haven’t given you your deterrent caning yet.

How about if I give you a little treat first, to cheer you up and help you forget how desperate you are to have your little cummies? Why don’t you pull off my sexy boots and suck my toes for a little while? I wore them in bed for Rob when he called to see me in his lunch hour. I thought I’d keep them on just for you. Do you see how I look after you? Come on then, show me how you worship my sexy feet while I tell you about the friend Rob wants me to sleep with. He looks very nice in his photograph and you know I do anything Rob tells me to. I am his woman after all.

He looks up from kissing her tiny nylon encased toes with tears in his eyes. How did it come to this? How did he lose this beautiful creature? And why do her betrayals always cause his cock to strain so hard and so pointlessly against the unyielding metal walls of its prison?

Wife: Save the tears for your caning sweety, you’re going to need them.

Her phone beeps and she sends him to retrieve it from her handbag. He immediately goes back to kissing her tiny feet, basking in the heady scent of her perfume and the warm leather of her boots.

Wife: Oh, hang on sweety, I have a message from Rob. He’s bringing over the guy I told you about. I’d better go, I don’t want to keep them waiting. Maybe I’ll have more time next week to let you suck my toes. You have my dirty washing to kiss and cuddle, anyway don’t you?

Or…I could text Rob back and ask them to come here. That way you could do your little routine for Rob while I entertain his friend. I know there isn’t much room but I’m sure we could manage. You’ll have to try not to be distracted by our fucking while you’re trying to concentrate on your dance though. Do you think you could manage that? If you do a really good job Rob might even let you lick me clean afterwards. Now that would be a treat for you wouldn’t it?

OK, I’ve asked him and he’s answered, they’re coming here. Rob says he wants to talk to you any way. He wants to move in with me ahead of schedule, how exciting!

Husband: But you said it would be later, after my training is finished.

Wife: I just reminded him of that, now let me remind you about your little girl voice, what did I say?

Husband: Thowy Mithwith.

Wife: You will be when its caning time, I’ll make certain of it. Oh, Rob says we’ll just forget about your first year of chastity and go straight to two years. I guess that means no relief for you this birthday honey. Still, it’s only another 18 months, I have every faith in you.

He's asking me if I’ve given you your deterrent caning yet. I think he wants to do it. He probably wants to show off to his friend. Oh, I just remembered; now you’re on your two-year chastity period, all canings are doubled. I wonder if he’ll let his friend give you some of it. I’ll ask him.


Cummies

She is lying on the bed in a pink and black Playboy bikini and knee length leather boots. He boyfriend just left after spending the day with her. She has been trying holiday clothes on for him in excited anticipation of their two weeks in the Maldives which is now only a week away. Her husband was not included in their preparations but could hear the laughter and later, the now familiar sounds of uninhibited sex coming from what used to be his marital bedroom. He has been called in to tidy up and his wife watches him work from her relaxed post coital state.

Wife: Hurry up and finish that. The key to your chastity cage is on my dresser. Get it and unlock your cage. Let me see, does that feel nice? Rob left a used condom for you on there too, can you see it? Now you can keep your promise. I let you see me in my new bikini so you have to put on Rob’s used condom. He wasn’t very happy when I asked him to wear it but, when I explained why, he thought it was hilarious. Wow, it’s a bit big isn’t it? Was your cock always that small? I can’t remember. Maybe it just looks smaller because I’m used to Rob’s now. You’d better get one of the small ones you used to use and slide it on over the top. I don’t want any drips on my carpet. Now come and kiss my boots and beg me for permission to make your little cummies in my boyfriend’s used condom. Remember, when you’re finished, you pull it off and put it straight in your mouth. And don’t forget to turn it inside out. If I see any hesitation, you’ll get an extra month in your cage next time, so show some enthusiasm.

Having managed to get both condoms in place over his rock-hard cock, he kneels and kisses his wife’s boots.

Wife: Good boy. Now right hand behind your back. You can only use the thumb and first finger of your left hand. You shouldn’t need any more than that with your tiny little embarrassment. To think, I can wrap both my hands around Rob’s cock and there’s still more than enough sticking out to fill my mouth. Oh well, I suppose that’s why he’s my lover and you’re my cuckold husband isn’t it?

Right, you have one minute and not a second longer, off you go … 50 seconds to go … oh, wait, stop. I forgot … I promised Rob I’d video you with my phone … now where is it? Got it, right, sorry sweetheart, carry on … and smile for the camera! Oops, I forgot to reset the timer, never mind you still have nearly 30 seconds left, that should be ample for a premature ejaculator like you.

You’re going red in the face, are you excited darling? Has it been a long wait for you? 20 seconds left. Hang on, that’s my phone ringing, I’d better answer it, it might be Rob. Hands behind your back sweety.

Hi darling…yes, he’s doing it now…or he was…I’ve got him on pause, ha, ha! Of course I’m videoing it for you, we can watch it together tomorrow night. OK, see you soon baby, love you.

Now, where were we? Oh wait … time’s up! Oh dear, you didn’t even manage a little dribble, did you? You mustn’t have been as desperate as you thought you were. Maybe Rob’s right and once every three months would be enough for you. Anyway, cage back on quickly now. I want to watch you sucking on that condom. It’s a pity it’s only Rob’s cum in there but I doubt if your little offering would have made much difference any way would it?


Date Night

She is dressed smartly and sexily, ready to go out. A long drown skirt, soft brown mohair sweater with wide leather belt emphasising her slim waist, soft leather knee length boots in three shades of tan complete her look. She is holding up the pink fluffy dressing gown she wore while she dried and styled her hair and carefully applied her makeup.

Wife: Would you like my dressing gown to cuddle while I’m out on my date?

Husband: Yes please. Thank you.

Wife: If I like him, I’ll probably be staying out so don’t wait up. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.

She sits on the bed and pulls her skirt up her legs revealing her stocking tops.

Wife: Look babe, I’m wearing the stockings you bought me for my birthday. I told you I was keeping them for a special occasion. I’m keeping my wedding rings on because he said it’s a big turn on for him. I hope he appreciates all your hard work applying my nail polish so my hands will look sexy wrapped around his big cock.

Husband: Will you keep your boots on if you have sex with him?

Wife: I have no idea. If he wants me to I probably will. Not that it’s any business of yours. Perhaps I’ll tell you tomorrow while you’re licking them clean. Or perhaps I won’t. Now give them a quick kiss and go and get my coat. I’m so excited! I feel like a school girl on her first date!


Different

She is sitting on the leather couch in the conservatory waiting for her boyfriend to collect her. She looks stunning in a figure-hugging leopard print dress, black leather jacket and gloves, black stockings and black suede wedge heels. Her hair is so long it reaches her waist and shines in the sunlight which floods the conservatory. Her makeup is classy and adds to her sophisticated appearance.

Her husband is busy ironing her clothes. He has been up since 6am working on his housework and knows it will be well after dark before he can hope to finish the long list of chores, she has left for him. As he tries not to stare at her mesmerising beauty, he is struck by the contrast between them.

Husband Thinks: Our situations could not be more different. There she is, immaculate and sexy, anticipating another weekend of fantastic sex and multiple orgasms with her young lover. While I face yet another weekend of domestic chores, locked in a chastity cage with zero likelihood of release for the foreseeable future.

I ache to hold her and kiss her! She is my wife! But I know that is not what she needs or wants from me. She has someone else for that now. Someone better. As her cuckolded husband, she has made it very clear that I will never again be allowed such privileges. Instead I prove my love for her through devoted service and chastity.

In a moment of weakness, I blurt out that I love and worship her which, fortunately, makes her smile. My hopes are raised that, on her return, after beating me for the inevitable faults she will find in my work, I may be allowed to lick the bottoms of her shoes. But her beautiful smile lulls me into a false sense of security. I forget my place and make a stupid mistake. It was me who encouraged her to develop a heartless sadism toward me, her submissive husband. Now I commit the unforgivable error of asking if, as a special treat for my birthday, which is tomorrow, she might take pity and allow me a huge honour. I ask for more than I deserve; to be allowed, on her return, to kiss the insides of her shoes.

Her smile disappears in an instant to be replaced by a look which seems to be a combination of disappointment and anger. The disappointment is far more painful to me than any beating could be as a result of her anger. I drop to my knees to apologise. I am panicking, crying, mumbling, begging her forgiveness, which I know I don’t deserve. As I look up at her the return of her gorgeous smile breaks my heart in two. She is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen! Tears roll down my face as she just sits, quietly enjoying her complete dominion over me, her helpless cuckold husband.

Only I know what a cold sadistic heart hides behind that smile. Her lover will get all her passion, her love and her affection. I will doubtless have my beating doubled or perhaps trebled and my time in unbearable chastity increased yet again. It is no more than I deserve. But she is, she is so much more than I deserve.


Difficult

He is at the kitchen sink washing dishes wearing an elaborate and frilly black and white maid’s outfit complete with white stockings, lace-topped white socks and stilettos with five-inch heels. His face is made up to look like a cheap slut and his blonde wig is ridiculous. He jumps in fear when his wife storms into the kitchen. Unlike him she looks beautiful and sophisticated in an electric blue figure-hugging evening dress, tan coloured stockings and impossibly high black stilettos that make her beautiful legs look even more stunning.

In her hand she holds a vicious looking leather tawse, two inches wide, twelve inches long and a quarter of an inch thick. Before he has the chance to beg for mercy, she has lifted his skirt and started laying the strap across his frilly pantied bottom.

Mistress: I know it’s difficult for you seeing me with another man, but you’ll just have to get used to it. You gave up the right to be respected as my husband, as a man, or even as a human being when you became my sissy maid. Now, after I’ve tanned your backside you can go back in there and apologise to him for your attitude.

The blows keep coming and the pain is unbearable but he dares not make a sound. Instead he grits his teeth, huffs and puffs and squeezes his eyes shut, praying for it to be over. All he did was forget to curtsy to her boyfriend when he demanded a beer. Well, not so much forget as try to get out of humiliating himself to such a horrid extent. It was a stupid mistake; he should have known better. There was no way his wife would let him get away with the slightest show of disrespect to her or any of her friends. Especially not to her latest lover, a man she seemed to be infatuated with.

Mistress: He is staying with me tonight in what used to be our marital bed. You can bring him breakfast in bed in the morning. After you’ve cleaned us both up with your sissy tongue, I’m going to ask him to put you over his knee and spank you. We’ll see how manly you feel after you’ve thanked him for making love to your wife and for putting you in your place.


Disrespectful

She has spent all day at the beauty parlour getting her hair, makeup and nails done in preparation for her date tonight. Her dress is new, as is her underwear and her shoes, all curtesy of her husband. His reward is to be released from a whole month of chastity to kneel at her feet and relieve himself into a pair of her worn panties.

Husband: You look amazing! Please look at me, I need to look into your eyes. I love you so much!

Wife: No, I won’t look at you, not when you’re doing that. I know I promised to let you do it once a month, but how do you think it makes me feel to have you ogling me and playing with yourself? I’ve gone to a lot of trouble to look nice for Mike and you’re spoiling it with your sordid lusting after me. Just hurry up and get it over with. In future you can go in the bathroom on your own and do it. It’s so disrespectful!


Do As He Says

He has come home early from work to surprise his wife but he walks in to find she has a visitor. The man is standing behind her, his arms around her, hands on her bare pussy. Her dress is pulled down to her waist revealing her firm bra-less tits. It is also pulled up to reveal her stockings and bare pussy. Her hands are behind her back and her husband wonders why until he realises the stranger’s fly is undone and she is playing with the formidable erect cock that protrudes from his trousers.

Stranger: Your wife told me about the little maid’s dress you like to wear. Go put it on now and I might let you watch me fuck her. Look at your wife; she’s gagging for a real man’s cock! Tell him slut!

Wife: Do as he says honey, please! I need him inside me!

The husband hurries off to change, what else can he do? He’s wanted to watch his wife with another man for so long. Having to let this stranger see him dressed as a sissy maid is humiliating but, he hopes, a price worth paying. When he gets back to the lounge, the stranger is sat on their leather couch with the beautiful wife impaled on his cock. She is facing away from her lover, mouth open and eyes glazed in lust.

Stranger: You took too long faggot, I’m already inside her, she couldn’t wait, could you slut? Get on your knees faggot and lick my balls while I give your horny wife what you obviously can’t. Do it now, before I take my belt to your sissy ass!

In a daze the husband complies, entranced with the raw animal lust between his wife and her lover. He knows the sex was never like this between his wife and him and never will be. She probably won’t even let him near her after she’s seen him on his knees before another man, licking his sweating balls. He should stop, make a stand, prove his manhood, but that ship already sailed. He knows it and it fills him with cuckold angst. He’s never been so turned on in his life!

The man picks up his slut as he stands and throws her back onto the couch. He orders her to lift and spread her legs which she does with obvious enthusiasm. Grabbing a handful of her long dark hair in one hand, he uses his other hand to guid that huge cock back to her boiling pussy. She screams as he penetrates her balls deep in one thrust.

Stranger: Get over here and get a close up view of my cock taking what used to be yours loser. Look at her face (he slaps her face and yanks at her hair). I fucking own this bitch now! Ask me to cum in her. Ask me to shoot my spunk deeper inside this whore than you’ve ever been. Beg me to bust a nut in your unfaithful slut of a wife! You’ll never be where I am ever again!

Husband: Yes please, please fuck her! She wants it! I want it! I want you to fuck my wife, fuck her like she’s never ever been fucked before!

Stranger: Look on the coffee table. There’s a chastity cage. It’s for you. Use the ice in that ice bucket to shrink your tiny excuse for a cock even further. I got you the smallest cage size because your wife said you only have a tiny cock. Now put it on, I want to hear the lock click shut before I cum in your wife. Slut, tell your sissy husband to lock away his pointless little dick for good. Tell him you never want to see it again. Tell him whore!

Wife: I’m sorry baby, but you have to do it. I don’t ever want to see it again. Oh fuuuuucccckkkk, I can feel him cumming! I can feel his hot spunk jetting into my womb!


Doesn’t Want Me

Husband: I love to watch her getting ready for a date with her boyfriend. Standing in front of the bathroom mirror in white silk basque and stockings drying her stunning long dark hair. My beautiful wife, the mother of my children, the only woman I ever loved, my soulmate, teases me mercilessly about how long it’s been since I was last inside her and how she’s forgotten what my cock felt like. I do most of the housework, cooking and laundry now to give her more free time to spend with him. She rewards me by allowing me to watch her prepare for her nights of passion. Occasionally she takes pity on me and allows me to jerk myself off into her worn panties as I kneel at her feet.

She says that Dave always makes her cum multiple times and that often the initial penetration is enough to have her screaming his name and clawing at his back as she cums. After he leaves and I’ve eaten her to several more orgasms, I beg her to let me make love to her. The answer is always, ‘No’, stated firmly but with a teasing smile that melts my heart.

Wife: Dave fucks me so well, I don’t want any other cock, honey, especially not one I’d hardly feel. My pussy belongs to him now and always will. You can still be my clean-up boy though. You can clean my house and then clean my pussy when Dave is done with it.


Earn Your Keep

She is sitting in their hotel bedroom waiting for her husband to come out of the bathroom. Her long chestnut coloured hair hangs over her shoulders and down past her firm breasts. Her blouse is expensive; sexy but sophisticated, as is her short leather skirt which just covers the tops of her opaque stockings. Her knee length boots are soft Italian leather and match her skirt perfectly.

Wife: Come on out of the bathroom and let me have a look at you. I know you’re nervous but you’ll get over that.

Husband: (muffled through the door) Please don’t make me do this.

Wife: Now don’t start that again! You know if you want to stay with me as my sissy maid, you have to earn your keep. The only way you can do that is by having men of a certain disposition pay to fuck you. You should be grateful, it’s the only sex life you’ll ever have.

The door opens and he shuffles out, head down, skirts swishing.

Wife: You look lovely, like a little transvestite sex doll ha! Mince over here and give me a nice girly twirl. Good, now remember to keep your eyes down at all times, speak only when spoken to and always use the girly voice we practiced, then you’ll be fine. Let me see you walk up and down in your new heels. Sway your bum more, hands out to the sides, wrists bent remember. That’s better. Now pout those sexy lips and flutter your fake eyelashes. You are such a little slut! The guys are going to love you! Just make sure you’re respectful, address them as ‘Sir’ and do whatever they tell you to, quickly and with enthusiasm. If they happen to get a little rough, you’ll just have to put up with it. You’re a worthless little whore; you’d do well to remember it.

Husband: I can’t breathe in this corset!

Wife: Don’t be so silly, of course you can breathe. The corset has to be tight to give you that lovely girly figure. I can cane the backs of your legs to take your mind off it if you like. I thought not. Now don’t start crying, you’ll ruin your makeup, then I will definitely cane you! That’s better, now let me see a nice sexy smile. Think of all those big strong hairy men having their way with you.

Husband: But I’m not gay, please, I can’t…

Wife: Don’t start with the ‘I’m not gay’ routine! You’re a sissy in a pink dress bought for you by your wife’s lover. Your worthless little cock is locked away in a tiny cage. You’re going to spend all day sucking cocks. That sounds pretty gay to me!


Edge

She has persuaded her husband that the only way to save their marriage is for him to agree to be locked in permanent chastity. It’s his own fault for cheating on her. He doesn’t even know why he did it, he loves his wife; worships her. But now she doesn’t trust him and, he suspects, wants her revenge on him for hurting her. She was going to leave him, but he finally persuaded her to give him another chance – but only if he agrees to her terms.

She is lying on their bed looking incredibly beautiful in a stunning white virginal silk basque and stockings, waiting for him to come out of the bathroom where he is fitting the chastity cage she told him he has to wear. He is very worried about where their relationship is going. Her smile as he walks self-consciously over to her and hands her the keys, breaks his heart and gives him his first experience of having his attempted erection quashed.

Wife: It’s OK to feel terrified sweetheart. The pain you’re feeling really turns me on. Why don’t we get your new life started in a nice way by having you lick my pussy until I cum? If you could keep thinking while you do it about the fact that I’m taking your orgasms away forever, you might even manage to cry and, believe me, that will absolutely send me over the edge!


Embarrassing Moment

Husband: My most embarrassing moment was when my wife’s boyfriend made me learn the children’s nursery rhyme, ‘What are Little Girls Made Of?’ and had me perform it, complete with actions, for her birthday. He even bought me a sissy-girl outfit to wear. I’ll never forget the look of amused contempt on her beautiful face. I knew then that she would never look at me the same way again.

They locked me in the basement with a huge mountain of ironing that night, while they went out to celebrate her birthday. Once the ironing was done, I lay on the cold concrete floor and cried myself to sleep. The next day my darling wife took pity on me and allowed me to kiss her feet and suck her toes as I apologised for being such a sissy and not man enough to satisfy her. I cried again as I swore my undying love for her and begged her to let remain in her life in any capacity she would have me.


Excited

She has spent all day getting ready and she looks amazing. Short sleeved, fitted silk blouse in cream with black silk pencil skirt, fifteen denier black stockings and black leather court shoes with a one-inch platform and five-inch heel. Her long dark hair shines with radiance and her make-up is perfect – sexy but sophisticated. She presents herself to her husband.

Wife: How do I look?

Husband: Mmmmnnngggg.

Wife: Good, I want to be perfect for my first date with him. He’s such a hunk, I feel like I could get pregnant just from looking at him! Anyway, you’ve made a really good job of cleaning the house sweetheart. I’m sorry I had to cane you earlier but I’m just so nervous about making sure everything is perfect. I bet your bottom is sore on that hard chair. The ropes aren’t too tight, I hope? I’m still getting the hang of the whole bondage thing, but I’m a quick learner. How does the panty gag feel? I can’t believe I managed to get three pairs of my dirty knickers in your mouth. I hope you like the taste. I’m so glad we decided to do this, I can’t wait to feel a real man’s big cock inside me instead of your little thing. I want you to know I really appreciate you going along with this, I’m going to do everything I can to make it as exciting for you as it is for me.

I’ve got a surprise for him; would you like to see?

She sits down on the bed and pulls up her skirt to reveal a new tattoo on her right thigh.

Wife: It’s a heart with his name and mine. You don’t think it’s too much do you? I don’t want to scare him off, he’s a real catch! I suppose, worst case scenario, if it doesn’t work out between us, the tattoo will still serve as a sexy reminder of our little adventure. I’m such a lucky girl! I have a handsome stud for a lover and a husband who’d do absolutely anything for me. What more could I ask for? You’re lucky too though, aren’t you baby? You get to watch your sex wife’s first time with another man. Do you have as many butterflies in your tummy as I have?

Why are you staring at my sexy new shoes? Would you like to kiss them, maybe even lick the insides? I bet you would, you love my sexy feet, don’t you? Well imagine how much sexier these shoes will be after I’ve worn them for him. After I’ve had my legs wrapped around his waist, maybe even over his big strong manly shoulders!

I wonder if he would like to watch you kissing them. We do need to find ways to show him that you know your place. I’m sure the sissy maid outfit will help, not to mention you being gagged with my panties and tied to a chair. I want to make absolutely sure though that he understands that I belong to him and you are no threat to that. Maybe after he’s made love to me, I could pull his underpants over your head. You’d have to spend the rest of the night tasting your unfaithful wife’s pussy and smelling her lover’s cock. I think that would definitely do the trick; don’t you honey?

Or would you prefer me to tie one of my shoes over your face so you can smell the warm leather mixed with my perfume? Perhaps if you’re good, I’ll do both. That would be such a huge treat for you wouldn’t it my little cuckold husband? You’d have to promise to do something special for me in return though. You’d have to promise to lick me clean. Not tonight, I’m not releasing you from that chair until he leaves tomorrow. When he’s gone though, you could show me how much you love me by cleaning up after him. That can be your job from now on – my little cum licker. Would you do that for me? Would you?

Driven mad with lust for his gorgeous wife, turned on hugely by her teasing and the thought of her infidelity, all against the background of three months of enforced chastity she insisted was a condition of her agreeing to make his female domination fantasies a reality; he can only nod his head in resigned awe of this beautiful, sexy creature.

Wife: Thank you cum licker. I know you love the taste of my pussy and I’m sure it will be even better when it’s full of my lover’s potent seed. You’d better make sure you get every drop hadn’t you, otherwise I might get pregnant. Then you’d have to look after our baby while my boyfriend and I make another one.


Extra Month

He has been on edge all day. Today is the first of the month, release day, a chance to relieve the unbearably desperate need to cum. He has been trying to keep busy all day to keep his mind off it. His wife is in her bedroom entertaining her latest lover. The man should he leaving soon, then he will be allowed to present himself to his wife to plead for his relief. Perhaps, if she is feeling generous after her afternoon of passion, she might even jerk him off herself, she hasn’t done that for months. If not, maybe she will give him her discarded panties to wank himself into. If so, he wonders if he dares ask her for permission to kiss her feet while he does it. How incredible that would be!

He is brought back to reality with a bump when he hears the bell ring. That is the signal she uses to summon him to her. But the man hasn’t left yet? After knocking and being told to enter, he moves to the side of the bed where she lies, clearly in post orgasmic bliss. She is wearing the beautiful silk teddy he bought her last Christmas and it causes a pang of jealousy that the first time she has worn it has been for another man.

Wife: I’m sorry babe, I know it was supposed to be your monthly release tonight but, when he wants me, he wants me. What can I do? We agreed I should put my lovers first, remember? Why don’t you give my feet a quick kiss while he’s in the bathroom? Then you can bring us some wine. And straighten your face! It won’t hurt you to miss one little orgasm. I was going to make you ruin it anyway. Besides which, I’m sure it will be even nicer after you’ve waited an extra month.

Of course, if there’s a problem, I could always just glue the lock of your chastity cage shut and save myself the unpleasant task of watching you dribble your worthless slime every month or so. Would you prefer that?

Husband: No Ma’am, please not that. I’m sorry, I was just being selfish, please forgive me.

Wife: Yes, you were and we’ll discuss that in the morning. Right now, I need my feet kissing and a glass of wine so spit spot!


Facefuck

He is kneeling at his wife’s feet, hands clasped in his lap, looking up at his Mistress wife as she stands over him. He can’t help feeling utterly inferior in the pink maid’s outfit that has become his normal daily attire. He trembles like a scared little girl under the onslaught of her anger as she wags an accusing finger in his face. He has always found her even more beautiful than normal when she is angry. Her hair and makeup are always impeccable as is her outfit. She looks exactly like the successful, intelligent, sexy and demanding business leader that she is.

Mistress: I’ve warned you about this before! If my boyfriend calls round here when I’m out, it is your responsibility to take care of him and to provide whatever services he requires, including sucking his cock if that’s what he wants. You do whatever he tells you to do and you do it with a smile and a curtsy, do you understand? Or are you too much of a dumb bimbo to take in simple instructions?

Husband/Maid: No Ma’am, I understand, I’m sorry Ma’am.

Mistress: I don’t know who the fuck you think you are but you’d better get your act together! You are a fucking sissy maid, a pansy, a faggot cock sucker, so start behaving like one!

Husband/Maid: Yes Ma’am, I will Ma’am.

Mistress: I’m warning you, if I get one more complaint from my lover about you, I will throw you out on the fucking street! You signed everything over to me remember? That means if you leave, you leave with nothing but the pathetic little maid’s outfit you’re wearing. If that’s what you want then just keep trying my patience you little slut, see where that gets you!

Husband/Maid: Please Ma’am, please don’t throw me out! I’ll do better I promise! I’ll suck your lover every day if he wants me to, his friends too! Oh, please Ma’am, please don’t make me leave, I love you so much! Please let me be your maid, I’ll do anything, anything at all I swear!

Mistress: When he gets here you will apologise on your knees and beg him to face fuck you any time he likes. You’ll tell him you worship him and his cock is the most important thing in the world to you apart from me, got it?

Husband/Maid: Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am.

Mistress: Then I’m going to string you up and cane you till you pass out while he watches! I simply will not have you disrespecting him, he is too important to me. It’s not just him who is more important to me than you, his cock is more important to me than you. I suggest you keep that in mind in future!


Failed Inspection

He knocks at his wife’s bedroom door and enters when she answers. She is sitting on the edge of the bed with one foot up on the bed as she fastens the tiny buckle on her shoe. He catches a glimpse of her stocking tops before he guiltily drops his gaze to his feet.

Husband/Maid: Excuse me Ma’am, you told me to report to you at 6pm to discuss my failed uniform inspection.

Mistress/Wife: Why did you fail this time?

Husband/Maid: Please Ma’am, there was a wet spot on the front of my panties.

Mistress/Wife: Why didn’t you ask for permission if you needed the toilet?

Husband/Maid: I didn’t Ma’am…I mean it wasn’t even pee…I just…please Ma’am it was…

In his long-denied state of hyper sexual frustration, just the sight of his Mistress’s cute little furry teddy bear slippers on the floor beside the bed, causes his cock to rage futilely at the unyielding walls of its prison. He is so pathetic now and she is so beautiful. It seems to him that the more beautiful she becomes the more pathetically awestruck he feels. Or is it the other way around? He can never seem to think straight in her presence any more. She asked him a simple question and he is stuttering like a love-struck little boy.

Mistress/Wife: It was what?

Husband/Maid: Pre-cum Ma’am. It was pre-cum, I’m so sorry!

Mistress/Wife: And do you really think that’s any less disgusting? Why can’t you control yourself?

Husband/Maid: I’m sorry Ma’am, it’s just…I mean…it’s been so long…I…

Mistress/Wife: I see, so it’s not your fault, it’s mine because I haven’t let you cum for three months, is that it?

Husband/Maid: No Ma’am…it’s my fault but…it’s four months now and…

Mistress/Wife: If you correct me again slut, I’ll make sure you never cum again for the rest of your miserable life!

Husband/Maid: Sorry Ma’am, it’s just that I love you so much and you’re so sexy and beautiful and it’s driving me crazy that I can’t even touch you or…

Mistress/Wife: Why on Earth would I want a disgusting creature like you touching me? You make my flesh creep! Fetch my cane right now!

He hurries to obey, panicking now that he may have blown any chance of relief in the near future. He needs to placate her somehow, make her see how devoted he is, how much her loves and worships her! He hates the cane with a passion but he will happily endure it if only she would let him cum!

Mistress/Wife: Get those disgusting wet panties round your ankles and bend over!

The pain is excruciating as he tries desperately not to cry out. She likes him to remain silent unless she is in the mood to hear him sob and beg. Each blow is agony but he somehow forces himself to lift and present his backside for her cane after each stroke, hoping to please her with his submission.

Mistress/Wife: Stop your snivelling, it was only twelve strokes. Stand up and look at me.

Even through tear filled eyes she is breath takingly gorgeous in a new figure-hugging grey dress. His heart aches for her even more than his bottom aches from the damned cane.

Mistress/Wife: In future you will wear panty-pads to soak up your filthy slime. Now stand facing the wall, hands on head. Move! Leave your knickers around your ankles slut! Get your nose against the wall. You can stay there until my boyfriend gets here. He can send you to bed.

She moves up behind him and he cries out in lust and longing when he feels the gentle scrape of her long, painted nails over the painful welts that have risen in neat rows across his ass.

Mistress/Wife: I love watching him boss you around. It’s such a turn on when you call him ‘Sir’ and rush to obey his every word. You’re so terribly afraid of him aren’t you my little maid? And with good reason.

Just then there is the noise of someone entering the house, footsteps on the stairs and then her boyfriend is there in the bedroom doorway.

Mistress/Wife: Hi darling, I’m ready. My pathetic excuse for a husband is waiting to say hello and thank you for taking me out. I had to cane him again for being a filthy pervert. He just doesn’t seem to learn. Maybe, if you moved in with me, you could sort him out.

Boyfriend: Sounds like a good idea, maybe I will. What do you think pervert?

Husband/Maid: I don’t know Sir.

Boyfriend: It seems to me that you don’t know much at all, except perhaps how to be a disgusting pervert! Do you?

Husband/Maid: Yes Sir…I…I mean…no Sir! Thank you for taking my wife out, Sir.

Boyfriend: Get to bed you fucking loser! I want to be alone with you wife. Say goodnight to her and tell her how much you love her.

Husband/Maid: Goodnight, Ma’am, have a wonderful evening. I love you so much!

After sliding on a little leather bolero jacket, she walks over to her husband and spits in his face.

Mistress/Wife: Do not wipe that off. Go to bed, I have no use for you. I’m going out with my boyfriend.


Fair

He has gone to his wife’s bedroom almost bursting with excitement. When he sees how she’s dressed he is certain that tonight is the night. She is lying on the bed watching TV but clearly dressed for something far more, in black stockings, high heeled strappy sandals and a short sexy purple silk nightdress, the one he bought her for her birthday, his favourite. He has a big grin on his face as he speaks to her.

Husband: Hi babe, you said I should come and find you when I finished washing the dishes.

Wife: Really? Why did I say that?

Husband: You said tonight would be reward night, remember? You promised.

Wife: I know I promised you relief tonight, but I’m watching TV now, so you’ll have to wait until another time.

Is she teasing him, he wonders? She can’t be serious, can she?

Husband: It’s been three months now! I’m desperate! I need to cum so bad!

Wife: So, you’ve been chaste for three months, so what?

Husband: But you didn’t dress like that just to tease me, did you?

Wife: Yes, I did actually. What about it?

Husband: But that’s…you can’t…it’s so unfair!

Wife: Since when do I have to give a shit whether or not I’m being fair to you? I don’t remember that being one of the ‘femdom rules’ you came up with when we started this. In fact, I’m pretty sure my being cruel and unfair to you was something you really wanted. Or did I misunderstand you?

Husband: No, of course you didn’t, it’s just it’s a lot harder to deal with in reality. Can I have your stockings and your shoes to cuddle instead then?

Wife: No, you cannot! I’ll be keeping them to put on again tomorrow for my boyfriend.

Husband: But you know that nighty is my favourite. I didn’t think you would wear it for anyone else.

Wife: Well, let’s face it, thinking was never your strong point, was it? And neither was sex, which is why I have a boyfriend. And when a girl has a sexy hunk of a lover, she has to always look her best for him. If that upsets you then tough! If you were more of a man, I’d be wearing it to make love with you. But you’re not, so suck it up loser!

Husband: But I was so looking forward to tonight!

Wife: Look, you can either stand there and take advantage of the opportunity to have a good look at what you can’t have, or you can get on with some housework. I’m not bothered either way as long as you shut up and leave me in peace.


Falling For Him

After spending the day visiting her hairdresser to have her hair done, the beauty parlour to have her makeup and nails done and shopping for a new sexy outfit, she is ready to go. She enters the lounge and sits opposite her husband. He is awestruck by her beauty. Her new dress is a figure hugging fawn coloured number, low enough to show off her cleavage and cut high enough to hint at the dark bands at the top of her stockings. Her gold coloured strappy sandals have a one-inch platform and a five-inch spiked heel.

Wife: Are you sure about this honey? So far, it’s just been amazing sex with him but, if I go away with him for the weekend, there’s a very real chance it could become more…a lot more. Are you ready for that? If I let myself fall for him, I can’t undo that. I’ll never leave you, but I’ll belong to him. You understand that, right?

Husband: Yes, I understand. I know you don’t  really get why I would want this and I don’t know how to explain it. It just blows my mind, the thought of you with another man. The fact that I love you so much only adds to the sexiness of it. It’s become an obsession for me that I just can’t shake, I have to see it through.

Wife: OK, as long as you’re sure. I won’t be asking you again. Now go and put your maid’s uniform on, I want you appropriately dressed for when he gets here to pick me up. It’s important for him to see that you are no competition for him. I expect you to be polite and submissive. You don’t speak unless he speaks to you first. You address him as ‘Sir’ and you curtsy like the submissive sissy you are.

After several moments he returns and sheepishly enters the lounge. His uniform is designed to humiliate its wearer with its femininity and sissiness and boy, does it tick all the boxes!

Wife: Well, I don’t think he can possibly have any respect for you as a man once he’s seen you like that, it’s perfect! I wouldn’t be surprised if he fucks me right here in front of you before we leave. I hope so, because then you can beg him for permission to lick me clean. Bear in mind, if you do, that’s probably going to be the only chance you get to touch my pussy from now on, you sad loser.

Husband: Please don’t let him see me like this! It’s too much! It’s beyond humiliating!

She stands up, turns around and kneels on the sofa with her back to him, lifting her skirt as she does so, to reveal her suspenders and tiny black silk panties.

Wife: Come and kiss the bottoms of my shoes while you look at the sexy ass you’ve lost to a real man.

Husband: Please, could you take off this damn cage, its killing me! I need to cum so bad! The way your dressed for him…I can’t stand it! If I could just get some relief, even if I have to do it myself. I’ll ruin it if you want me to, just please baby, I need it!

Wife: Absolutely not! You can consider the chastity cage more or less permanent from now on. I’ll be giving him the key too, so don’t waste your time asking me again.

Husband: Oh please, don’t do that, it’s humiliating enough as it is. I want to belong to you, not some other guy.

Wife: I’m not interested, you should have thought about that before you begged me to find a lover. Your sex life is over, while mine is just beginning. I love you honey, remember that. Now go and wait at the door for him.

When her lover arrives, he is amused to be greeted by his girlfriend’s husband, wearing a ridiculous sissy maid’s outfit. He can’t help laughing as the guy welcomes him with a bright red face and shows him to the lounge. She is waiting there for him. Laid on the couch looking incredibly hot and he wonders once more why a guy married to a woman this hot would want to give her to another man. He decides not to question what he will probably never understand and just make the most of it. The husband/maid leaves the room, closing the door softly behind him and he walks over to his woman.

Wife: Hey baby! Did you like my hubby’s uniform? He begged me to let him wear it for you. Why don’t you shout him back in here and make him watch you fuck me? It would be a wonderful start to our sexy weekend, don’t you think? There’s something I need to tell you too – I think I’m falling in love with you.


Fantasy

She is propped up on a cushion, lying on the huge fourposter bed. Her long dark hair frames her beautifully made up face and her wrists, fingers, ears and neck drip with the expensive jewellery he has bought her over their twenty years of marriage. Her stunning pink latex dress is very feminine, especially with those white stockings and impossibly cute little white socks with lace frills. She is watching her husband carefully, obviously taking huge pleasure in his predicament. His feet are spread wide with ankles tied to opposite legs of the bed. His wrists are similarly attached to the tops of the bed posts. The starfish position is uncomfortable and makes him feel extremely vulnerable as well as completely helpless. Her lover comes out of the en-suite bathroom and she asks him something.

Wife: Are you sure you put enough holes in that plastic bag you fastened over his head, darling? It’s getting all steamed up and he looks like he’s starting to panic.

Lover: Are you worried about your poor husband?

Wife: No, I’m not worried about him, I just don’t want him passing out. Not yet anyway. I’m going to enjoy watching you flog him with your belt and I’d also really like him still conscious when you make love to me, so he can see how good we are together and how much in love we are.

Lover: You are a total bitch, you know, that right?

Wife: Yes, I am a bitch, but only to my pathetic excuse for a husband and he deserves it. He even asked for it. This is his fantasy, so don’t hold back darling. Feel free to really lay into him. I want to hear him sobbing in pain, begging and pleading for the mercy he knows he’ll never get. Then I want to hear him gasping for breath, starving of oxygen, as I lie in your arms.

Lover: Fair enough, keep an eye on him while I use my belt. If he starts to pass out let me know and I’ll loosen the bag, let him have a couple of breaths, then refasten it and we’ll carry on. You do want him to pass out eventually though, right?

Wife: Oh yes darling, yes please! I want him to suffer for as long as possible, that’s all. Ideally, I’d like him to pass out when he sees you cum inside me and I’m screaming your name.


Fat And Hairy

She is in the living room, laid back on the couch, naked apart from her white strappy sandals with clear heels and platform soles. Her landlord is also naked and has her ankles grasped in each hand, pulling her legs apart exposing her unfaithful pussy to his raging hard dribbling cock.

Wife: My husband hates you. He said you’re an ugly, fat, hairy bastard. He’ll be home any minute now. I can’t wait for him to see you fucking me! I’m so hot for you! I love how big you are, how fat, how hairy! You’re like a wild animal! Do you think I’m beautiful? I’ve seen how you look at me. You’ve wanted me, lusted after me for weeks, haven’t you? Well now I’m yours for the taking.

Please don’t cum until he gets here though. I want him to witness you filling his sexy little wife with your thick potent seed. I’m going to tell him I’m in love with you and that I want to have your baby! You will put a kid in my belly, won’t you? Say you will, please, say you’ll make me pregnant with your huge cock! Oh, I’m going to cum just thinking about it! Fuck me you bastard, you huge ugly bastard, fuck me!

My hubby won’t dare challenge you, he’s afraid of you. He knows you could easily hurt him and throw us out on the street.

Oh, I hear the front door, he’s here! Cum in me, fill my married pussy, give me your baby! This is going to humiliate him so much! He worships me! He’ll hate you even more when he has to watch my belly swelling with your child. You’ll beat him for me, won’t you? Every day if you like. Oh fuuuuccckkk, I’m f f f fuuuucccckkkk! I’m cuuuuuuuummmmminggggggggg!


Feelings

He was expecting a weekend away with his wife to rekindle their relationship. The games they’ve been playing recently; the female domination, the enforced chastity and the cuckolding; all initially at his suggestion, have been great fun. But she has played her role so well, he’s been getting worried it might be difficult for them to go back to a normal relationship. Hence the weekend in a posh hotel, the champagne, the dinner reservations in her favourite restaurant and so on.

She looks stunning too, in her sexy but sophisticated secretary outfit and he can’t wait to make love to her, but first he wants to explain how he feels, how much he loves her and wants to go back to a normal loving relationship. Unfortunately, things are not going entirely according to his plan as she has just sat down on the desk that occupies the corner of the room. Her feet, in shiny black stilettos, rest on the corner of the bed and her skirt rides up to show the tops of her hold-up stockings. Her beautifully manicured fingers are wrapped around the glass of chilled champagne he just poured for her.

She tells him she has a surprise for him, her lover; the man they’d chosen for her together on the dating site several months ago, is booked into the same hotel. She has planned a cuckolding weekend for her husband. Angrily, he asks her why she has done so and suggests jealously that perhaps she prefers her lover’s company to his now.

Wife: If you must know, the answer is yes, I am developing feelings for him. I warned you when you first brought up the idea of my taking a lover that it might happen. It’s not just about sex any more, we make love. I’m sorry if that hurts you but it’s true. I can’t help it; I just want to be with him all the time. I ache to have his arms around me, his lips on mine. I feel empty without him inside me.

Husband: Have you told him you love him?

Wife: No, not yet, not in so many words, but I’m sure he knows. Do you want me to tell him? I would have thought that would appeal to you with your kinky fantasies.

Husband: Does he know about me? I mean that you’re married, that we…

Wife: Of course, he knows about you. He’s really understanding about my being married, so long as I promise not to have sex with you. He’s very possessive like that. I told him I’m a one-man woman and he’s my man. He loved that.

Husband: You didn’t tell him about the chastity belt.

Wife: Oh, but I did, he thinks it’s hilarious that I keep you in chastity. We often have a good laugh about me leaving you at home slaving away at your housework and cleaning all my shoes while I’m in bed with him. He can’t understand why you put up with it, but we know, don’t we baby? We know you worship the ground I walk on and the thought of me being with another man drives you crazy with love and lust for me, don’t we, my little cuckold husband?

Husband: But I planned this weekend just for the two of us. I wanted it to be special.

Wife: It will be special you silly boy. In fact, I’ve just had the most amazing idea! You know you and I have never had anal sex, even though you pestered me about it for years? I’ve never felt the urge with you and I’ve always told you it’s disgusting and women who do it are complete sluts. But I’d love to do it with him! Just think, I’d be giving him something I’ve never allowed you and never will.

No matter what happens in the future, you will always know that I gave him something I never gave to you. Remember that time when we argued about it and you said that any man could fuck a woman’s pussy but, when he takes her ass, he owns her? You do remember that don’t you? Well that means, if I give him my ass, he will own me. Would you like that? I would, I would like that a lot! In fact, why don’t you get on your knees and beg me to give him my ass baby? Do it honey, show me you want this as much as I do.

Overwhelmed by the sheer beauty and dominance of the woman he loves, added to the desperate sexual frustration she has reduced him to over the previous months, he can see no alternative and does as she says.

Wife: Good boy! Now kiss my heels, lick them like the pathetic cucklold you are. Now kiss your way up my legs. Do it slowly and respectfully, I want to feel your love and devotion in every kiss. When you get to the top, I have a very important job for you, a job only a submissive cuckold husband can do; I want you to lick my ass to get it ready for a real man to fuck with his big hard cock! Don’t forget, I’m a virgin down there, so I need lots of lubrication.

Applying himself to his task with a devotion only a truly submissive cuckold husband could possibly understand, he kisses, licks and lubricates the woman he adores. It is a privilege to serve her this way and he is determined to please her.

Wife: Good job cuckie, now off you go before my lover gets here to claim what’s his. Don’t worry, I’m be sure to tell him what a good job you did preparing my ass for him and how keen you are for him to have it and to own your wife. I suppose you’ll have to come back later or you’ll have nowhere to sleep. Maybe, if you ask him nicely, my lover will let you have his room. He won’t be needing it.


Femdom

He is naked on hands and knees, polishing the hardwood floor of the lounge in their house. His wife sits relaxing in a comfortable armchair watching him and amusing herself, as she so often does now, by teasing him.

Wife: Never mind what my boyfriend says sweety; your new chastity cage looks very cute. It’s so tiny and I love the fact that it’s lined with those nasty little sharp spikes. That must really add to your misery and torment. I’m so glad we decided to try a femdom relationship. It’s such a turn on for me, being able to have wild uninhibited sex with anyone I like while, at the same time, denying you any form of relief at all! I know we said it would just be for a trial period, but I could never go back to a vanilla relationship now, not now that I’ve experienced this.

Just look at us – you’re working away on your never-ending list of chores, dreaming hopelessly of one day pleasing me enough that I’ll take pity on you and remove that awful cage for just a minute. While I’m sat here, a lady of leisure, wondering which will hurt you the most and break you soonest, my new wooden paddle or my riding crop. How many times do you think I’ll need to sit on your face until you pass out before you beg me to snap off the screw head on your chastity cage, damning you to a life of never-ending sexual frustration?

I just wish we’d started this ten years ago on our wedding night. Imagine how desperately horny you’d be by now. And think of all the lovers I could have had. Oh well, we’ll just have to try to make up for lost time, won’t we dear? And, of course I’ll have to punish you severely for not suggesting we have a Femdom relationship earlier.

I won’t let you down you know. I’m going to do everything I possibly can to drive you insane with sexual frustration. I’m going to punish you so harshly, so unfairly and completely without mercy. And last but not least, I’ll be humiliating you by sleeping with as many men as I can. You will never make love to me, kiss me or hold me ever again. But you’ll politely thank every man who does. Think about that while you’re polishing my floor, washing my clothes, cooking my meals, while you’re crying and begging as I beat you for no reason other than my own amusement and, especially, while you’re polishing all my shoes while you wait for me to come home from one of my dates.


Flogging

She is standing at the top of the stairs waiting for him when he gets in from work. His eyes widen in lustful adoration as he takes in her outfit. Sexy black bra and French knickers set, stockings and suspenders and thigh length black shiny boots with five-inch spike heels. Then he notices the leather cat o’ nine tails hanging down from her right hand.

Mistress: Hello darling, guess what, my boyfriend is here and he wants to watch me flog you. He didn’t believe me when I told him how much I like to hurt you, he wants to see for himself how far I’ll go. I’ll need to string your wrists from the hook in the bedroom ceiling and gag you too. If I do a good job, he’s promised to come round every weekend and even stay over sometimes. But only if each time I have you screaming and begging until you pass out. Sorry babe, I can’t pass this up, he’s gorgeous, I really like him. Come on up and I’ll introduce you.


Fluffy Slippers

She is still in her silk pyjamas and cute little fluffy slippers, wearing pink rubber washing up gloves and, since she is no longer burdened with mundanities like washing dishes, he knows it must be that time again.

Wife: Right, let’s get that cage off, get you washed, shaved and balmed and get it locked back on again. You’d better get some ice from the freezer as well. We don’t want that little thing making any silly attempts to get hard do we? You know how angry it made me last time. Come on now, no silliness, you’ve been doing really well. Three months gone already and only nine more to go so don’t spoil yourself now.

He hates these cleaning sessions. The blessed relief of getting out of that damned constricting cage, only to be chilled, roughly scrubbed, shaved and rubbed with Tiger Balm is enough to bring real tears of frustration to his eyes. He feels so helpless and pathetic, which is exactly her intention.

Wife: There now, that wasn’t so bad was it? All done until next week. Come on now, dry your eyes, I’m proud of you.

Husband: It stings, it really hurts, please, take it off again and let me wash it off!

Wife: Certainly not, you know the routine by now. You need to be discouraged from taking any form of pleasure in having your little cage removed and the best way to achieve that is to have you dreading the process. Now pull yourself together and stop being such a baby! Why don’t you put on the new maid’s outfit my boyfriend bought for you? Then you can get on with your housework. Make sure you put fresh sheets on my bed too, he’s coming over this afternoon. If you get all your housework done, I’ll let you help me get ready. I think I’ll wear my pink latex dress for him, he loves that one, especially with the white hold-up stockings and the cute little frilly socks.

You used to like it too didn’t you? Does it upset you when I wear sexy things for another man?

Husband: You’re teasing me again!

Wife: Well of course I’m teasing you, silly. What would be the point of keeping you in chastity and taking a lover if I couldn’t tease you? You are silly sometimes.

Husband: I can’t stand it, not for a whole year, it’s too long!

Wife: I’m warning you, stop this silliness right now. A year is not too long at all. Remember, after your one-year release, you get locked up for two years, then four and so on, doubling each time just like I promised you. I’m pretty sure one year will seem like a piece of cake pretty soon, now won’t it?

Several hours later, after completing the housework he is allowed to help his wife get ready for the visit of her boyfriend. He both loves and hates these occasions. Loves because it is a chance to be close to her, to revel in her beauty, her smell, her sexuality. Hates because he knows none of it is for him, a fact she loves to teasingly remind him of as he lays out her incredibly sexy outfit, paints her toe nails for her and fetches those stunning grey suede shoes, the open toed ones she knows drive him crazy for her. He tries to be brave, after all this was all his idea originally and he can hardly complain when she turns out to be so incredibly good at it, but he simply can’t stop the tears that occasionally role down his face. He tries to hide them but she notices and recognises them for what they are; a sure sign that she is playing her part well and her husband is experiencing in spades, the frustration and humiliation men like him crave so much. He’s lucky to have her and she him, they are perfect for each other and their plunge into the Femdom lifestyle has proved that beyond all doubt.

She sends him to get her a glass of wine and, when he returns, she is sitting on the edge of the bed looking astoundingly sexy in her pink latex dress, white stockings, socks and some incredibly sexy shoes. Her stunning long dark hair frames her perfectly made up face as she smiles at him. She is wearing her soft fluffy grey dressing gown over her outfit and has her hand on the cute fluffy slippers she has placed beside her on the bed.

Wife: Have you made sure there’s plenty of beer in the fridge for him, babe? Right, well listen, I’ve been thinking. I know it was your idea in the first place for me to lock you in chastity and find a lover, but that doesn’t mean I don’t feel sorry for you sometimes. The frustration of going without any orgasms at all, not even ruined ones, for so long must be hard for you to deal with and it’s only going to get worse as time goes on. My sex life has improved in leaps and bounds but, apart from a handful of increasingly well-spaced out releases, yours is pretty much over isn’t it?

It’s OK, don’t get upset. I want you to know, I’m proud of you. The way you try so hard to please me and give me as much time and freedom as possible to spend with my lover makes me very happy. Which is why I was thinking of allowing you a special little reward.

Husband: Oh fuck! Thank you, thank you, thank you! I won’t let you down, I swear! I just need to cum so badly! I won’t ever pester you again, I promise!

Wife: What on earth are you talking about? I promised you a year in chastity and I keep my promises. Especially when they are made to someone I love. No, I said a year and a year it will be…at least. Now what I was going to say is, how would you like to have my fluffy slippers to cuddle while I’m making love to my boyfriend?

Husband: What? But I thought…

Wife: I’m not blind, I’ve seen how you look at them, what they mean to you. Which is why I often tease you by wearing them for him. He likes to rub his face on them when my legs are over his shoulders. But that’s none of your business and besides, I’m wearing these shoes for him today. They’re the ones you bought me for our wedding anniversary last year. I remember you said that they were the sexiest shoes you’d ever seen and they should belong to the sexiest woman you’d ever seen. Kneel down and take a closer look. Am I still the sexiest woman you’ve ever seen? Do you love me as much now as you did then?

Husband: Of course I remember the shoes and what I said and I love you more now than I ever did! You get more beautiful every day!

Wife: Poor baby, it must be torture for you to see me wearing them for someone else. But that’s what you want isn’t it? What you need? Isn’t it my darling? The jealousy, the frustration, the humiliation, it’s what you crave isn’t it? And now that I’ve started to give you what you need it’s become an addiction hasn’t it. You need it, you have to have it, more every day.

Husband: I can’t help it; I love you so much! I need you to do what you do! I can’t explain but please believe I love you more and more and the worse you treat me the more I love you. Let me kiss your shoes to show you I worship you, please?

Wife: No sweetheart, I’m sorry, I don’t think that would be right, not when I’m wearing them for him. Maybe later, after he’s gone, but only if you’re good. Now come and get these slippers, you can take them to your room and kiss them as much as you like while he’s here. And try not to worry about the noise, you know I get quite vocal when he makes love to me. It’s not like it used to be with you, lying there looking up at the ceiling and hoping you would be quick, ha, ha! Oh, for goodness sake! Tears again?

Get a tissue from my dressing table and dry your eyes, I’m only teasing you, silly boy! Now, where was I? Oh yes, he’ll probably shout of you to bring him a beer at some point, but you don’t mind that do you dear? You don’t mind showing my lover what a well behaved little sissy husband you are. I know he enjoys it and it also helps you to keep in my good books, which is where you need to stay if you want your little dribble in nine months time.

Speaking of which, I’ve just remembered, you’d better bend over my bed so that I can give you your maintenance beating. I’ll just get my riding crop. Come on now sweety, you know we have to do this every day to reinforce our roles, in our own minds as well as in each other’s. Or would you rather wait until my boyfriend gets here so he can watch you getting a beating from your wife?

I thought not. Now, not a sound, close your eyes and cuddle my slippers. I can hardly believe I didn’t used to like doing this. I love it now. I think it was just a case of coming to terms with seeing you as my maid rather than my husband. I suppose it’s just as well since we’re probably going to have to do a lot more of it as we get further into your chastity sentence. It’s not going to be easy for you honey but I don’t want you to worry. I’m going to be right here with you, every step of the way, providing you with all the beatings you need to help you deal with your ever-increasing hopelessness. Of course, it goes without saying that I’ll be having the time of my life. But I know you don’t begrudge me that, do you baby?

After twelve agonising slashes of the wicked crop he is allowed to stand back up and get another tissue to dry his eyes. He tried to be quiet, he really did, but he has no idea if he succeeded, the pain just made it so difficult to think or remember anything. He glances up at her hoping for some small indication that she is pleased with him but what he sees is pure selfish lust. He would be flattered if the lust was the kind a woman might feel for a strong handsome man. But this lust is different. This is the kind of lust a Mistress feels after hurting and abusing her submissive slave and Mistresses never need to go without satisfying their lust, that is the whole point of being a Mistress.

Wife: Lie down on the bed with your head at the bottom. Quickly you pathetic cry baby, or I’ll give you another dozen! Put my slippers on your hands, you’re about to receive a rare and precious gift from your loving wife. A gift you don’t deserve but, after beating your sissy ass black and blue, I need some attention. If my boyfriend was here, I’d be on my knees sucking his cock and begging him to fuck me like a whore. Unfortunately, he’s late and I can’t wait, so you will have to do. I know we said you shouldn’t have any physical contact with me but I need to sit on your face. Consider this an extension of being allowed to help me get ready for my lover’s visit. You are going to use your tongue to get my pussy all hot and wet for his big hard cock and, I’m warning you, you’d better impress the hell out of me with your enthusiasm. As soon as he arrives though, it’s off to your lonely little cuckold’s bedroom, OK?

Now let me see that tongue, get it in there sissy! Oh, fuuuuccckkk yeaaaa! I fucking love having a sissy maid way more than I ever loved having a husband! Lick you piece of shit, lick me!


Gentleman

He is at home when he gets a video call from his wife. He has been nervously anticipating her call but still almost drops his phone in his haste to answer. His phone screen shows her sat on the end of a huge four poster bed in a lavish hotel bedroom. His cock jumps in excitement inside its tiny metal prison as he takes in the way she looks. Black figure-hugging dress, stockings and stilettos, hair and makeup perfect and a sexy black choker around her neck.

Wife: Hey babe, just letting you know I’m OK and having lots of fun with Phil. He’s a real gentleman when we’re outside, very jealous and protective. But a real animal when we’re in bed, just how I like it! Do you like the new dress he bought me? New stockings and panties too, both of which you will be washing in your mouth when I get home. I’m wearing the sexy shoes you bought me for our anniversary too. I’ve decided I’m only going to wear them for Phil from now on. I bet that has your little cock squirming inside its cage! If you get all of your housework done, I might unlock it when I get home and tease you for a while. No cummies though remember. Not until Phil gets me pregnant.


Get Used To It

At his insistence, they had tried playing at a female led relationship several times with mixed results. She found it difficult to be as sadistic as he clearly wanted her to be, which led to him being disappointed with her performance. That put pressures on her that reduced any enjoyment she might have taken from it. That reduced enjoyment showed in her behaviour which further frustrated him. After several discussions, arguments and even a few tears they had reached an agreement. For the sake of their marriage they would give it one more try, but this time it would be all about her. She would make all the decisions; he would simply obey. She had free reign to do anything she wanted to; how, when and where she pleased. She made one promise – to be a complete bitch. In return he promised total submission, no excuses.

Over the next few weeks he notices that she is taking extra care with her appearance and dressing very sexily which, he assumes is to tease him. She also starts going out a lot on nights and weekends, sometimes staying out overnight. She is very clear that he is not to question her about this and that all will be revealed in due course. He is very worried about this but, when she gives him an ultimatum – trust her or call the whole thing off permanently – his desires for a femdom relationship get the better of him and he agrees to remain silent.

Then one day she calls him to their home office where she is sat in a large leather office chair. Dressed to tease, she is wearing a black figure-hugging nylon jump suit with a sexy fur coat over the top. Her red painted toes peep from the ends of her high heeled black mules. Her hair and makeup are stunning and she has never looked sexier or more desirable.

Wife: I’ve decided to begin the day by caning you thoroughly. And before you ask, the answer is no – you haven’t done anything wrong – yet. This will serve as a warning to you of what you can expect if you do. Now, before I begin, a word of warning. If you move out of position, straighten up or try in any way to protect yourself, I will tie you down to the single bed in the spare room which, by the way, is where you will be sleeping from now on, and finish your caning…then I will repeat it…twice. In other words, your punishment will be tripled.

Husband: But…

Wife: Another way for you to achieve a tripling of your punishment would be to question me or make any attempt to argue with me. Now, is there something you wanted to say?

Husband: No.

Wife: Pardon?

Husband: No Mistress.

Wife: Right, to start with, we need to deal with the fact that I no longer think of you as my sexual partner. Your feeble attempts at lovemaking bore me and have done for years. I do not think of you in a sexual way and I will not accept you showing any signs of thinking of me in that way. You need to accept that. I’m going to give you a dozen strokes with the dragon cane you bought me. After every stroke I require you to count out loud the say, ‘Thank you Mistress, I do not think of myself as your sexual partner.’

Twelve strokes later he is whimpering softly as he stands, bent at the waist touching his toes, his naked backside on fire! She’d caned him during their play sessions before, but never like that and never with the cold glint in her eye that he can see through the tears filling his eyes when he glances over at her. She has sat back in the chair and crossed her legs. Something has changed, something radical. The thought both thrills and terrifies him.

Wife: Right, that deals with that. You can expect a lot more where that came from until you learn your place in our relationship. Come here and kneel in front of me. Now, I think it’s time you learned about the man who has replaced you, the man I do think of as my sexual partner. His name is Bill and, when I think about him or get a text message from him, my pussy gets wet and all I can think about is making love to him. Oh, have I shocked you? Kneel up straight and put your hands on your head if you want me to tell you more. When I feel horny, its him I think about, not you. I love having sex with him…fucking him if you like. I think about him all day and dream about him all night. The nights out I’ve been having and the overnight stays have all been with him. I didn’t say anything earlier, partly because I wanted to make sure he was right for me and partly because I wanted to surprise you.

Oh dear, what’s wrong? Surely you should be glad I have a real man in my life since you are so pathetically unable to satisfy me. You’ve been unhappy for years because you desperately needed me to be a Mistress instead of a wife, haven’t you. Well, I have news for you sweetheart, I’ve been just as unhappy because I desperately needed you to be a real man. Well now we are both getting what we want and, if you love me as much as you say, you should be eager to support and encourage me to be with him at every opportunity. You should be grateful to him too for satisfying your wife in ways you can’t even dream of.

Now, get up and get back in punishment position. I’m going to give you another twelve strokes and after each one I want you to count out loud again and say, ‘I am so lucky that my gorgeous wife has a real man to satisfy her’.

A dozen strokes later he is crying and sobbing helplessly, unable to comprehend how the woman he has loved for so many years could treat him with such cruelty. She has changed so much; he doesn’t recognise her. He has managed, with a supreme effort of will, not to move out of position but he knows with absolute certainty that his blazing cheeks cannot take even one more slash from her vicious cane.

She leaves him bent over, watching him sob as she stands behind the office chair, arms folded over its top and head resting on her arms. He dares not look at her this time in fear that he will break down completely from shear humiliation. His beautiful wife has blatantly flaunted her infidelity. He should be angry, he should be taking charge, making demands. Instead he has meekly accepted a beating from her and now stands sobbing and not daring to move. She’s right, he’s not a man. But he is incredibly turned on, even through the pain, more turned on than he’s ever been in his life!

Wife: You look so pathetic bent over like that, with your bright red ass in the air. We’re not done yet you know, but I’ll wait until you stop blubbering before we continue.

Husband: Please Mistress, it hurts, it really hurts, no more please! I’ll do whatever you want me to, I promise!

Wife: What I want you to do is to shut up, right now! That’s better. So, we’ve established that I think about Bill all the time and sex with him is a revelation for me. But there’s more to it than that. I enjoy just being with him, talking, kissing, cuddling or even just holding hands. It’s called intimacy and its natural between lovers. It should be natural between partners in a marriage too, but that’s not what you wanted is it? Well I suppose you should be happy that I now have a real man to be intimate with. He’s not just a shag and he’s not just a means to tease and humiliate you – although that is a huge bonus! No, he’s my boyfriend, my lover, my man. I suppose you could say he’s everything you’re not.

She sits down again, this time leaning forward to bring her face close to his as she takes his chin to turn his head to face her.

Wife: I’m going to give you another dozen with my cane now and you’re going to count them out loud just like before and thank me. You’re going to thank me for being intimate with Bill, for thinking about him, lusting after him and giving him all the things I’m going to withhold from you. Can you remember all that? I hope so, because any mistakes or omissions mean the stroke doesn’t count.

If he thought the previous canings were bad, this was unimaginably worse and, when it was finally over, he felt that his loving wife, his soul mate, the mother of his children, had opened the gates of hell and shown him what lay beyond.

Wife: You can stand up now. Get a tissue and dry your eyes. You did much better than I expected, I only had to repeat three strokes. Now calm yourself down, the beatings to your lazy ass are over…for now. Stand up straight, feet together, hands behind your back, that’s it. Now, just a couple more things and you can go away and compose yourself before you start on the list of housework I’ve pinned to the fridge for you.

Your role…yes dear, you do have one, apart from doing all the housework and laundry and stuff I mean, is to provide for my convenience and my amusement. The sooner you accept that the easier it will be for you. Obviously, it would be entirely inappropriate for you now to think of me as anything but your Mistress. In simple terms even you can understand, that means no having naughty thoughts about me. I may be your wife…well technically at least…but I belong to Bill, my heart, my soul and certainly my body.

Which means that, while my sex life is just beginning yours, my darling husband, is over. No more fucking, no blowjobs, no hand jobs, not even self-administered ones, no, nothing…ever. That chastity cage you’ve been wearing for the past month has served its purpose. I’ll be changing it for a totally secure, made to measure device with sharp little pins on the inside to discourage any inappropriate behaviour. Erections, such as they were, are officially a thing of the past for you.

Now, I know I said I was done beating your ass for now but that doesn’t mean I’m done with the cane. I think you would benefit from a final twelve strokes; to the palms of those naughty hands. And this time, after you count them, you’re going to beg me very sincerely to take away your sex life forever. Now, on your knees dear, offer up the palms of your hands like the good little submissive husband you’ve always dreamed of being.

She’s never caned his hands before and, despite his enormous relief from not having his dreadfully bruised and battered backside attacked yet again, he is on the verge of panic before she begins. Four times he pulls his hands away after the stroke, hugging them to his stomach and pleading for mercy. Then finally, unable to endure one more stroke, he delays offering them up for the next blow, begging her to relent. All told his hands have received eight strokes each. She waits him out in silence until, in total defeat, he raises them for one last stroke each.

Wife: Look at me!

He looks up from his prone position through tear filled eyes at his former wife, now Mistress, as she sits and crosses her legs, taking a well-earned rest from her efforts to teach her slave the error of his ways. More – to convince him beyond all doubt, that this time is different. This time she is going to be all he’s ever dreamed of and more. Much more!

Wife: That was quite a work out, I haven’t enjoyed myself with you like that for, oh…ever! We’ll have to do it more often. Sixteen strokes wasn’t it? They look quite swollen. I doubt if you’ll be using them to jerk yourself off any time soon, even if I allowed you to try. Which of course, is never going to happen.

Now, last item on this morning’s agenda. I believe I explained the rules of your beating to you at the beginning. So, you will remember that trying to protect yourself is an offence punishable by a triple beating with you tied down to your bed.

Husband: Please Mistress, I didn’t stand up or try to shield my ass or anything!

Wife: No, you didn’t and I’m proud of you for that. However, you did pull your hands away and you did delay presenting them for the next blow.

Husband: But I did it, I presented them as quickly as I could!

Wife: Sweetheart, we can stay here debating this with your already formidable cane stroke total being doubled every time you speak, or you can toddle along and get yourself ready for your well-deserved additional punishment. I’ll leave that decision up to you.

The cold amusement in her voice sends a shiver down his spine and, despite his distress, a flood of engorging blood rushes to his penis, causing an attempt at erection that is immediately thwarted by its metal confines. As he struggles to stand, holding his swollen hands protectively to his body, she smiles and instructs him to call into the kitchen on his way and get her a chilled glass of white wine from the fridge.

Wife: I have a feeling I’m going to work up something of a thirst.


Glue

After a cold shower he stands naked and shivering in front of his wife while she forces his shrunken member inside the tiny metal cage. Then, she takes the tube of epoxy resin she has been squeezing in her latex gloved hands and shoves the tip into the lock. Pausing to look up at him, she smiles.

Wife: Well, this is it baby, say goodbye to your orgasms. I’m so excited, I’m shivering even more than you. We’ve talked about this moment so many times, it’s hard to believe it’s finally here. When this glue sets you will never have sex again, never cum, never even get hard. I am going to climax so hard with Phil tonight thinking about that!

She squeezes the tube, filling the keyhole and lock mechanism. Bending forward from her seated position on the closed toilet lid, she plants a quick kiss on the cold hard steel of his chastity tube.

Wife: Bye bye little cock. I’ll never see you again. I’d say I’ll miss you but I’d be lying. Now sweety, on your knees and kiss my feet. I want to hear you thanking me for taking away your sex life forever. Then I want you on your back so I can sit on your face. I want to cum looking at your chastity cage and thinking about what we’ve done.


Good Morning

The light goes on as she opens the door to the under stairs cupboard but her husband can’t tell. His entire body, including his head, is enclosed in a thick rubber suit. The body suit is designed to hold his arms folded behind his back and his legs folded up against his stomach with the result being that he is held completely immobile in a humble bowed and kneeling position. The suit zips up the back so that the only opening is a small diameter rubber tube that extends from his mouth about two inches. The tube allows him to breath in and out put restricts the airflow sufficiently to have him constantly on the verge of panic. A heavy stainless-steel collar is locked around his neck with a chain extending from the front and locking to the floor. He has been in this position all night and is suffering physical and mental agony and exhaustion.

Mistress: Good Morning Sissy, I hope you spent the night properly reflecting on your abysmal performance yesterday. My boyfriend has very kindly agreed to give you one more chance to prove yourself. Personally, I’d rather get rid of you but he doesn’t want me wasting my time on housework. I suggested we hire a maid but, as he rightly pointed out, why should we spend good money when we can make use of you for nothing? When I say ‘good money’ I mean of course, the money that used to be yours until you signed everything over to me. Now, I presume you’re prepared to try much harder this time, yes?

He tries to speak around the rubber ball gag filling his mouth but all that emerges from his rubber breathing tube is unintelligible noises and drool.

Mistress: After you’ve showered and put on your uniform you will take your Master his breakfast in bed and attend to his morning blow job. You will then get on with your housework as well as serving us food and drink as we require. At 7pm you will report to us for a maintenance caning before being restrained for the night as you are now.

He is in agony from being held in such an uncomfortable position all night and he is cooking inside the thick unyielding rubber which quickly became slick with his sweat and now has puddles of it collected in the lower parts. To top it all off, despite his best efforts to stay calm, he is beginning to panic again that he can’t get enough air. Desperately he tries not to give away his terrified desperation in case it should cause his Mistress/Wife to change her mind about releasing him. The thought of enduring this hellish torture every night is, he knows for certain, more than he can cope with so, with a supreme effort of will, be pushes it to the back of his mind. Maybe if he pleases his owners this time, they will take pity and spare him from this damnable rubber torture suit.

Mistress: If we are both satisfied with your work and your attitude, we may make your position as our slave permanent. If not then, as you know, we will throw you on the street penniless then post all of the pictures and videos we have of you being a sad little pervert online for all to see.

He can’t let that happen, please, please, please! He’ll do anything, anything his Mistress Wife or even her lover tells him to do. Anything, even this torture, is better than the shame and humiliation of exposure, not to mention the fact that he knows he would never survive alone and penniless on the street. Desperately he tries to tell her, to make her understand, to convince her of his determination to be whatever she wants him to be. She smiles as she hears him pleading and begging around his gag and through the rubber tube.

Mistress: Of course, should we allow you to remain, you will never leave the house. You will never speak or raise your eyes from the ground. Every day will be the same for you – housework, beatings and punishment bondage. Your chastity cage will be permanently sealed. Your life as my husband, as a man, even as a human being, will be over forever. Now, any questions? No? Good.


Good Sissy

He has been nervously waiting all night for his beautiful wife to come home. When she finally does, looking flushed and happy, he is bursting with questions.

Husband: Where have you been?

Wife: Don’t be silly sweetheart, you know very well where I’ve been and who I’ve been with.

Husband: But you were so long!

Wife: Well of course I was a long time; he’s not a premature dribbling wimp like you. When he makes love to me I actually cum…a lot and so does he. He really helps me to make up for all the time I wasted being faithful to you. Now, have you been a good sissy maid and done all your housework? You know I love thinking about you slaving away while he’s inside me. It makes me cum so hard! I can see you staring at the key on my necklace. You’re so desperate to get out of that chastity cage, aren’t you? Well I’m sorry honey, but you have another two months to go yet. Don’t worry though, I’ve decided to be kind to you and allow you a special treat. Now what do you say?

Husband: Thank you, Mistress.

Wife: Try that again with a nice respectful curtsy. You do still respect me, don’t you? You don’t think I’m a slut for being unfaithful to you and sleeping with another man? You still love me, right?

Husband: Of course I don’t think you’re a slut. I totally respect you and I love you more now than I ever did before.

Wife: That’s nice sweety.

She removes her blouse and slips out of her skirt revealing her expensive sexy underwear. Matching silk bra, French knickers, suspenders and stockings set off her amazing body and her six-inch heels make her legs look even more incredible than normal.

Wife: There now, isn’t that nice? You’re a very lucky sissy, aren’t you? Do you think you deserve to see your Mistress like this?

Husband: No, Mistress.

Wife: Well neither do I so you’d better go and fetch my riding crop so that we can make sure you’re sorry for taking advantage of my kindness. I’ll be telling my boyfriend too about how you took advantage of my good nature.

Husband: Your boyfriend?

Wife: Well yes, he’s my boyfriend now. That’s why I need to let him know that our maid has been ogling his property. Yes, I did say ‘our maid’. You belong to me and I belong to him, which means you belong to him too. We’ll have a little ownership ceremony when he moves in next week.

Husband: What?

Wife: Oh, didn’t I mention it? Silly me! We’ve decided we want to be together full time now. So, you are going to have to be on your best behaviour. You know he has nothing but contempt for you and it will be horribly humiliating for you but you need to remember I’m in love with him. I’m just warning you about your behaviour because I get the impression that he’s very keen to force you into line. I suspect my riding crop is going to be seeing even more action than normal in this house. Fortunately, so is my pussy, ha, ha, ha!

Oh sweety, just think of all the amazing sex I’m going to be having. I can’t wait to have him in my bed, making love to him every night, waking up in the arms of a real man instead of a sissy dressed in one of my old nighties. I’m so glad I went along with your sissy maid fantasy and then decided to cuckold you. Is this how you imagined it? Me falling in love with another man, denying you, humiliating you at every turn, using you and punishing you for the slightest reason or excuse. Is it all you thought it would be? I hope it is, because there’s no going back now. A pathetic little squirt into a pair of my dirty panties three or four times a year is as close to a sex life as you will ever have now sweetheart. And even that can be reduced if you upset my darling.

Come on then, I’ll lie on the bed and you can get your head between my legs. You need to get some practice cleaning up his mess, there’s going to be a lot more of it. And don’t think I’ve forgotten about cropping you. I just want to enjoy thinking about it first, while I cum on your obedient sissy tongue.


Kiss My Pussy Goodbye

She has called her husband to their bedroom because there is something they need to discuss. She has clearly dressed to distract and tease him in her sexiest underwear. Purple bra and panty set with black lace trim. Matching suspender belt holding up purple stockings. Cream coloured stilettos with five inch heels. She is a picture of pure sexuality.

Wife: We need to talk honey. I want to know – are you absolutely sure about this? There’ll be no going back, you understand that, right? Once I’ve cuckolded you, I can’t undo that. Your feelings for me and mine for you will be different. How different I don’t know. You keep saying you want me to enjoy having sex with another man but, if I do, if I really let myself go the way you’re asking me to, there is always the possibility that I might enjoy it so much, I won’t want to stop. Are you ready for that? What if I decide I want to see him again? What if I can’t get enough of him? He’s much better endowed than you, we already know that from the pictures he sent me. Supposing I become addicted to his huge cock? How will you feel knowing your wife wants to be with someone else? What if, when you and I make love, I’m thinking of him, wishing it was him inside me instead of you? Worse still, what if he wants me to be exclusive to him, to cut you off from sex altogether?

Husband: You know what you’re describing is a dream come true for someone who’s into this kind of thing, right? We’ve both fantasised about it for long enough and yes, I know it was me who started it, but you can’t deny you get a kick out of it now too. It’s just the natural next step for us. We have a fantastic relationship; you know we do. What you’re talking about might be a dangerous thing if we had issues between us to begin with but we don’t. We love each other and nothing is going to change that. The whole cuckolding thing is an addition to what we have, not a substitution for it.

Wife: What about that chastity cage you’re wearing? It might feel tight now, but imagine how tight it will feel after a week, or a month or however long I decide to make you wait for relief. You’ll be my chaste little husband, desperately eager to please me, hoping against hope that I’ll stop thinking about my lover for long enough to feel sorry for you and maybe give you a couple of pairs of my worn panties to enjoy. Those panties will be soaked in mine and my lover’s cum. After I’ve unlocked your cage, I’ll make you hold one pair over your mouth and nose while you jerk off into the other pair. That will be the only sex life you’ll have.

Are you sure you’re ready for that level of submission? Because, if not, you need to say so now, before it’s too late. If we do this, if I do this, I have to do it fully one hundred percent because, if I don’t, it will be a failure. After all the fantasising you’ve done you have such high expectations of me. If I don’t live up to those expectations then you might resent me for it. So, the pressure is on me to really pull out all the stops and I can do that, I really can. The question is, can you cope with that.

Husband: I wouldn’t have started this if I thought I couldn’t deal with it honey. I love you more than I can say, which is why the idea of becoming your chaste cuckold is so incredibly hot. If I didn’t care about you it wouldn’t work. If there weren’t risks it wouldn’t work. The fact that we love each other so much is the reason we can do this, the reason we should do this.

Wife: I’ll always be your wife baby and I know how much you want me to do this. I just want to make sure we are getting into it with our eyes open. We’ve seen his pictures and I’ve spoken to him on the phone. He is very handsome and he sounds really sexy, so I can’t deny feeling very excited about the whole idea. But if I do this, I’m doing it for us. I dressed like this to remind you what you are giving away, to another man, a stranger. All of this will belong to him, at least for the night, but maybe longer, maybe a lot longer. I know how much you love me, how much you worship me. I don’t want that to change. I want you to love me more after I’ve been with him.

I want to cater to all your fantasies. I want to see him regularly, for him to be my boyfriend, my lover. I want to deny you anything while I give him everything, because I know that’s what you want, what you need, isn’t it darling?

Husband: Yes.

Wife: Well, have a good long look at what you’re giving up, what you’re losing to a better man, a superior lover. You won’t be allowed to see me in my underwear like this again. Not unless you can persuade my boyfriend to allow you to watch us make love. Maybe he’ll feel sorry for you on your birthday or something. Get on your knees and come closer. Hands behind your back. Now kiss my shoes and beg me to cuckold you. Ask me nicely to take a real man as my lover and keep you in chastity.

Husband: I love you. Please cuckold me. Please keep me in chastity. I want to belong to you.

Wife: Now kiss my pussy goodbye through my panties. Good boy. Now get out while I finish getting ready for my darling.

When she calls him back in, she is dressed but looking just as sexy in white silk blouse unbuttoned to show her ample cleavage and knee length purple silk skirt.

Wife: I’ll be leaving soon and, while I’m gone, I want you to prepare my bedroom. Candles, chilled wine, clean sheets and whatever else you can think of to make things as romantic as possible. I’ve cancelled the hotel room you booked because I’ve decided that my first time with him should be here in our marital bed. That way both you and he will be under no illusions that I mean business. You’ll need to go out of course, to give us our privacy. He’ll see how you’ve prepared the room so he’ll be reassured that you want him to have me. I’ll text you when he’s gone. It might not be until late though. In fact, if it goes especially well, I might even ask him to stay the night. You can sleep at your mother’s or something.

Don’t look so upset honey. I’ll keep my stockings and panties for you to suck clean and you can lick my shoes too, inside and out. No cummies though, not this time and maybe not for a long time. You have to learn to focus on my sex life now since…well, you’re not really going to have one, are you? Go get my coat honey, our adventure has begun.


Mother In Law’s Rules

He has always been a little afraid and a little in awe of his formidable mother in law. She has a cruel beauty that draws him in and a coldness that terrifies him. She is always immaculately dressed as she is now, with crisp white blouse, knee length leather skirt and very dainty feathery pink slippers. She is a picture of female dominance and he cannot help being turned on by her.

He knows she has never approved of him, even before he cheated on her daughter, but now her hatred is plain to see. He was such an idiot! He loves his wife dearly but, when presented with another woman ‘on a plate’ so to speak, what was he supposed to do? Well now he was paying the price. His beautiful wife had, after much pleading from him, finally agreed to take him back, but only under certain conditions. Those conditions were completely unfair and ridiculous and were getting worse, but he knew he had no choice. Not if he ever wanted to see his wife again. Besides, if he could just bite his tongue and play along for a while, he was sure he could talk his wife around. What about his mother in law though?

Mother in Law: I tried to tell my daughter you were never going to make a decent husband but I’m going to make damned sure you make a decent sissy maid for her.

Husband: Look I….

Mother in Law: Silence! From now on you will speak only when spoken to. You will address your superiors – which means everyone – as Sir or Ma’am. You will also curtsy before and after you speak, keeping your eyes on the floor at all times.

Husband: Can I just…

She slaps him hard across the face with her leather gloved palm. It brings tears to his eyes and he wipes them away in embarrassment. There is a slap to the other side of his face, then he is crying, sobbing like a baby. He just wants his wife back. She leans toward him and he gets a nose full of her expensive perfume before she spits full in his face. His cock is now rock hard and he shuffles to try and hide the bulge in his trousers. She sees it straight away and calls him a pervert. Another slap, this time to his balls, makes him double over in pain. Grabbing a handful of his hair she yanks his head up and spits into his open mouth.

Mother in Law: My daughter deserves better than you! She deserves perfection and its perfection she will get from you. Not as her husband though, not even as a man. Both of which roles are way beyond your capacity to fill. No, you are going to be a perfect sissy maid for her. You will make it your life’s work to make sure she never has to lift a finger. You will do all housework, cooking and laundry as well as waiting hand and foot on her and her friends. Perhaps, one day soon, even her lover. And you will do all that whilst smiling sweetly, batting your eyelashes and speaking always in a high-pitched little girl voice with a cute little lisp. Now, do you think you can remember all that son in law, or should I say, sissy in law? Can your tiny cheating brain take it all in? I hope so for your sake. Because, the slightest deviation from what I’ve just described will earn you a swift and severe caning as well as cancellation of your monthly milking. Milkings which, I’m sure you’ll be thrilled to learn, will be administered by me without removal of the pinned restrainer I will be locking you into in a moment. Perhaps, if your behaviour improves to the point where I feel you deserve a small reward, I might one day remove the cage for your milking. But that is a long way off I can assure you.

Now, shall we begin your training or would you like to leave and never see my daughter again? Make your decision but be quick about it. My caning arm is itching for a workout.


Sad Lonely Little Bed

He has been locked in the broom cupboard all night, hands and wrists cuffed together and collar padlocked to a hook on the wall. The sudden light as his wife opens the door makes him squint. Even straight from her bed she is gorgeous. So feminine but sophisticated in her expensive silk pyjamas, soft fluffy dressing gown and the cute little furry slippers with teddy bears sewn to the tops.

Wife: Come on, let’s have you out of there. I’ll unlock your chastity belt then you can have a shower. Make sure you use the hair-removal cream, you know I like you to be completely hairless apart from your head. Keep the shower on cold, that way you won’t be dawdling or doing any unnecessary touching.

Come straight back here as soon as you’re dry. I’m going to give your little thing a good coating of Linex before I lock it away again. You can stop pulling that face, I know it hurts you, why do you think I enjoy it so much? Don’t worry though, I’m going to cane you as well; hands, bottom and thighs. I’m sure that will take your mind off the Linex a little. Now get a move on, I’m timing you!

Husband: I love you so much Ma’am.

Wife: I know you do. You also love me hurting you don’t you; being cruel and unfair, humiliating and frustrating you; it turns you on in a big way, doesn’t it? Me too. That’s why we’re perfect for each other. It’s also why I’m going to give your sad little excuse for a cock a double coating of the nasty ointment. Just because I can. I’ll tie you to a chair first because we both know that, when the pain gets really bad, you won’t be able to control yourself will you?

I’ll leave you to have a nice cry while I get ready then I’ll release you and you can show me how much you love me by kneeling and offering me your hands to cane, can’t you? Then we’ll have you bent forward over the dining table and tied securely so that I can take my time raising some lovely red weals on your bottom and the backs of your thighs. I bet you’re wishing now that you didn’t complain when I told you to lick me clean after I finished making love with my boyfriend last night aren’t you? Well don’t worry, you’ll never hesitate to obey me in future I promise you.

He returns from his shower to find her in the kitchen looking happy and radiant with a cup of coffee in her hand and a heart breaking smile on her face.

Wife: Oh dear, you’re shivering. Was the water that cold or are you frightened about what’s coming? Don’t worry, the Linex will soon warm you up. Go and get the stockings and panties I wore for my lover last night. I’ll use them to gag you, you know how your screaming annoys me and, believe me sweetheart, you do not want to annoy me.

After the horrific burning pain of the Linex and the cruel beating that follows he is sent to put on his humiliating sissy maid costume and clean the bathroom after his wife’s leisurely bath. She calls him into her bedroom where she sits at her dressing table leisurely brushing her luscious long dark hair.

Wife: Turn around and let me see the backs of your thighs. Oh yes! I’m getting really good with my cane now aren’t I? The lines are almost perfectly spaced. Are they still stinging? Oh well, never mind. I want them to stay nice and visible for when my boyfriend gets back from playing football anyway. It really turns him on when I tell him how I beat you. Imagine his reaction when I show him the results. I think I’ll be in for a serious fucking, don’t you?

Husband: Yes Ma’am.

Wife: Does it upset you that another man gets what you will never have again? It does doesn’t it? Good, I want you to be upset. I want you to be sexually frustrated, deeply humiliated, desperate for the love and affection you know you’ll never get from me ever again. The same love and affection you’ll have to watch me give feely to another man, a real man. But even that turns you on doesn’t it my little pervert sissy maid. Me too, I love it! I never thought I would, but I do, oh how I do! I’m so glad you persuaded me to do this. I can’t imagine living any other way now. We really are a match made in heaven aren’t we sissy? Of course, the difference between us is that, when I get horny, I can do something about it, can’t I?

Husband: Please Ma’am, you said if I was a good maid, you’d think about allowing me relief. I’ve been trying really hard and I love you so much, you get more beautiful every day and…

Wife: Enough chatter, you have work to do. When you’ve finished the bathroom, I want the sheets on my bed changing. You can wash and iron the dirty ones then I want the whole house immaculate for him getting here. If you do a really good job, I might let you choose something sexy for me to wear for him. Not that it will last long, he’s always so aggressively horny after playing football. He doesn’t shower at the football ground any more either since I told him how much I love it when he’s all hot and sweaty after the game. The feel and taste of his huge, hard cock in my mouth, oh!...but that’s really none of your business is it?

Now get on your knees and kiss my toes. Show me how grateful you are to me for being such a wonderful wife and Mistress.

Such an opportunity is not to be missed and, without hesitation, he immediately applies himself to his allotted task with obvious enthusiasm. His enjoyment is unauthorised though which causes his wife to take steps to correct the balance.

Wife: Have you any idea how pathetic you are? You disgust me. I have no idea how I ever mistook you for a man. You’re not a man are you, sissy? Not a man but not a woman either. Something in between. A sad pathetic sissy. A thing. A possession to be used and cast aside by a strong-willed woman like me who knows what she wants and what you need. You think I’ve made your life miserable; you think I’ve hurt you, humiliated you? I have barely started yet slut!

Later that afternoon, housework completed, he rushes to respond to the call of his Mistress. She is sitting comfortably in the lounge sipping the large glass of chilled white wine he brought her earlier. Dressed in flowery silk blouse, short brown leather skirt, opaque cream stockings and those cute fluffy slippers again, she looks incredible. Choosing the outfit for her to wear for the return visit of her boyfriend was bitter sweet, knowing the consequences of choosing something she did not think sexy enough and fearing the repercussions for him if her boyfriend did not approve of her outfit, forced him to dedicate his efforts to make the woman he loved especially beautiful and sexy looking for another man. Humiliating, frustrating and deeply hurtful – but also incredibly, unspeakably erotic!

Wife: Right, he’ll be here soon, show me how you’re going to curtsy to him. Eyes down, that’s right. Now tell me the rules for when he’s here.

Husband: I never look him in the face. I never speak unless he speaks to me first and I address him as Sir.

Wife: Good. Make no mistake sissy, he is your superior in every possible way and neither he nor I will tolerate anything short of abject devotion and complete submission from you. Is that clear?

Husband: Yes Ma’am.

Wife: I expect you to be attentive but unobtrusive while we chat and share a bottle of wine. When we go to the bedroom to make love you can get back to your work. He’ll probably be bringing the team’s dirty strips for you to wash and iron. It’s his turn this week but obviously there is no need for him to get involved in such a menial task when we have you. I’ll shout for you when we’re finished and I’d better not have to shout twice. You’ll go to his side of the bed first, give a polite curtsy and ask him nicely for permission to clean his cock with your sissy mouth. When’s he’s satisfied he will tell you to clean me. You will come around to my side of the bed and give me a nice big curtsy before you ask me if you can please clean a real man’s cum from my pussy. I’ll probably be kissing him and telling him I love him while you clean up his mess. If you manage to make me cum, and I strongly advise that you do, I’ll let you have my slippers to take to your sad lonely little bed. You can cuddle them while you think about me in my lovely big comfortable double bed with a real man.


Sobbing

He is secured spreadeagle and face down on the thin plastic mattress of his single bed in the spare room. He is naked except for the pinned chastity cage. His wife’s girlfriend has been lashing him with a new whip she’s bought for about half an hour and has only paused at the request of her victim’s wife. His wife sits down on the bed beside him and raises his head in her delicate palm. He has been screaming and begging for so long he has started to lose his voice. His body is soaked in sweat and his face is covered in tears.

Wife: Yes, I know it hurts more than you can stand honey but Sharon loves to thrash you and I can’t deny her anything that makes her happy. Now keep looking up into my eyes and just let the tears flow. Sharon won’t even consider stopping until you’ve cried floods of tears. In fact, she doesn’t even think of it as punishment until you’ve sobbed your heart out for at least an hour or so. Don’t worry though, she’ll stop eventually so she can take me to bed. Then you’ll hear me screaming in pleasure because my orgasms are always much more powerful when I can hear my loving faithful husband sobbing and crying.


Thrashing

His wrists and ankles are securely tied to the corners of the four-poster bed frame holding him taught in a starfish shape, facing the bed where his beautiful wife reclines with a glass of wine. She is naked except for stockings and suspenders and the sight of her naked beauty has his cock rock hard. It is such a delight just to experience the sensation of getting hard after so long in the damned chastity cage, but he knows there will be a price to pay. His aching appendage is already tightly lashed with leather cord to the metal top rail of the bed frame restricting blood flow and making any movement at all impossible for him. He hears someone on the stairs then the bedroom door opening.

Wife: Here’s Lorraine now. You know how much she loves hurting you and you know how much I enjoy watching her do it.? Well she’s going to thrash you now and I’ve told her not to stop until I’ve made myself cum. But I won’t even start until you’ve been in floods of tears for several minutes. So, I’m afraid this thrashing will go on for a long time. Then, you lucky boy, Lorraine is going to join me on my bed so you can watch as I cuckold you with my girlfriend. Our orgasms are always heightened if we can hear you sobbing. It’s one of the few uses we have for you.

Afterwards it will be my turn to thrash you and I’m really looking forward to that!


Wedding Anniversary

He is just finishing getting ready to go out with his wife to celebrate their twentieth wedding anniversary. She pops her head around the bathroom door with a big smile on her gorgeous face. He smiles back and tells her he is nearly ready.

Wife: I’m sorry babe, I know we were going out to celebrate our anniversary, but John just rang me. He wants to take me out. I told him it’s our wedding anniversary but I don’t think he cares. I’ll make it up to you I promise. How about if I let you lick my shoes when I get home tomorrow? You’d like that, I know you would. If you’re good I might even let you suck my panties clean and you know what they’ll be soaked with don’t you? Wouldn’t that be a lovely wedding anniversary present for you?

Now why don’t you get undressed and get ready for bed. I’ve left one of my old nightgowns on the bed for you to wear. I want you off to bed before I go out. You’ll need to be up early tomorrow to make sure the house is spotless for my return. You know how I hate having an untidy house. 

We might as well use the reservation you made for dinner; waste not want not. Oh, and I’d better take your credit card, you know how he’s always broke.
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