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Introduction

This book consists of a collection of excerpts from Female Led Relationships of varying duration. You will find here tales of Female Domination, Cuckolding, Chastity, Cross Dressing, Bondage, Corporal Punishment, Sexual Teasing and Denial, Frustration and Humiliation. Stories are unconnected, so can be read in any order.

Participants are all adults and are fully consenting on both sides. Each tale involves a man and a woman very much in love with each other but who, because of their peculiar proclivities, develop a less than usual way of expressing their love.

In many cases one or both ends up with rather more than they bargained for. But, despite any initial reservations, neither party would wish to change the course of their relationship, finding an unexpected depth of satisfaction and fulfilment in their new, exciting situation.


Let’s Begin…

It started when my husband, Sam revealed his fantasy of watching me with another man one night, after a party where both of us had a little more to drink than usual. Appalled at first, I warmed to the idea after many nights of watching big-cock porn and reading some stories he showed me. There were months of cuckold role-play in bed which helped ease me into the concept.

Soon a big dildo entered the picture… one with more length and girth than Sam’s could offer me. Until he started using that thing on me, I always thought his cock was fine. The moment I experienced that first orgasm with something so much bigger than my husband’s penis inside me, I was converted and, before I knew it, I was in a hotel bar with a strange guy we connected with on Craigslist.

After the first guy there were others, all with one thing in common… bigger cocks than my husband. Once my taste for well-endowed men was established, it was a downhill rollercoaster ride. Luckily Sam and I have a very strong relationship. There were a few unforeseen tensions along the way but, in the end, we came out of it with a changed but stronger relationship than ever.

The thing is though, once I was getting better sex and orgasms from cocks that were not my husband’s, the aura of his manhood started to diminish in my eyes. The first time just slightly, the second time a little more until soon it completely disappeared.

Before we knew it Sam had become Samantha, my sissy husband with a useless clit for a cock which I keep locked away while I treat him like a walking tongue in panties. Control transference is what really happened once the process began.

It started with all decisions being discussed and his input counting. But over time it evolved into pretty much me calling all the shots. What started with my husband playing an active part in every cuckolding event, morphed into me meeting guys alone while he stayed home alone suffering gut-wrenching levels of cuckold angst, while he waited for me to get home. It was hard for him to argue when I held the key to his cage and his increasingly rare opportunities for relief were completely at my whim.

I cuck-date now once or twice a week. Mostly with an overnight on Friday or Saturday but occasionally staying away the whole weekend. I have a small group of guys that I choose from. They are always like hungry wolves desperate to get at the bitch in heat.

Having many men as opposed to just one was intended to mean less chance of me developing an intimacy that would threaten my marriage. So far it has worked, but lately I have found myself wanting to settle on one guy as a lover. Someone I could make love to rather than just fuck. It would need to be someone very special, and it might take time to find him. I’d have to persuade my husband to go along with it too which, by steadily increasing his periods in chastity and increasing my dominance over him, I am already working on.




She is sitting in a chair in the master bedroom, wearing a pink silk robe. Her husband sits on a stool in front of her with her feet resting on his knees. He is concentrating hard, making sure he does a perfect job of painting her tiny perfect toenails in a delicate pink nail varnish.

You know, it occurred to me that, even though I’ve given Brad a lot of blow jobs, with your ‘clean-up duties’ when I come home from my dates with him, you’ve probably swallowed more of his cum than I have! Which means, my dear husband, that you are my boyfriend’s little sperm sucker. I love that the only time you can get close to me now is when you lick his cum out of my unfaithful married pussy or my tight, sexy little bottom.

You know you can never compete with Brad on any level, right? All you can do is try to be the best cuckold husband you can be. He has turned me into his orgasm-addicted slut and you into my chaste, adoring cuckold clean up boy.

Amused by his discomfort, she playfully taps at his chastity cage with her toes.

How many years of chastity do you think it will take before you lose the ability to get an erection? I’ve been wondering if one of those cages with internal spikes might help. I love the idea of you experiencing pain every time you have a sexy thought about me, and the nasty pins do their job.

Psychologically it should work like negative reinforcement. You will come to associate erections with pain so eventually your body will stop producing them, rendering you, my loving husband, completely impotent. Does that excite you as much as it does me?

Imagine watching me fucking Brad from your kneeling position beside the bed, your little cock completely soft as you watch his big hard erection sliding in and out of my sexy lips, my hot wet pussy or my tight little ass. Now that’s what I call hot! I would cum so hard seeing you like that, especially if you cried. With the regret, the humiliation, the frustration, how could you not. Oh, honey, we must do it, please, let’s do it!

He looks at her with tears in his eyes and tells her he does not know how he could possibly cope with that, but will never go back on the pledge he made when they first decided to embark on their adventure of a female led relationship. He would do whatever she told him to, make any sacrifice, suffer any frustration or humiliation for the sake of her happiness.

You know what I’ve found is the best thing about a female led relationship? It’s the sex. I get so much incredible sex, more than I ever imagined I would. While you, my devoted husband, get none. The unfairness of that is mind-blowing. The only time you have access to my pussy is when I allow you to lick me clean after I have sex with a real man. Your mouth, your tongue and my cum-filled pussy; that’s sex for you, right?

My cum-filled pussy is the most important thing in your life, isn’t it baby? You live for the opportunity to humiliate yourself in front of me and my lover. You must earn the right to eat the sperm of a superior man from your wife’s hot, married pussy. You must do my lover’s laundry, wash his car, clean his house, shine his fucking shoes! Even then my lover makes you beg for his permission to lick and suck his cum from your wife’s unfaithful pussy, while we both laugh at you. You are such a pathetic loser! But I wouldn’t have you any other way.




She is lying face down on her king-size bed wearing only a short white silk robe and white hold-up stockings. The stockings are laddered, and the tops are wet in places where her lover’s cum has leaked out of her pussy and ass to run down her thighs. Her husband is also lying on his front with his face buried between the firm delectable cheeks of her ass.

Even though I have a boyfriend now, I still cherish the time I spend with my darling husband. I love making you eat my ass for hours at a time, especially when Tom just fucked me there. I see it as a nurturing event, my way of showing how much I care about my little cuckold. It’s something special I reserve just for you. Another man might get to have sex with me any time he wants to, any way he wants it, but only you get to lick the cum out of my ass.

As he licks and sucks, marvelling as usual at the volume of spunk his wife’s lover deposits inside her most intimate places, he is confused by the contradictions of his feelings. Shame at the thought of what he is doing but pride at being able to please his wife. Humiliation that she would take pleasure in treating him like this but reassurance that he is still special to her, even if in a rather twisted way.

Sweetheart, how do you feel about me giving the keys to your chastity cage to my lover? I think it would be better for everyone concerned. I wouldn’t have to put up with you begging me for relief, there’d be no point in you asking since I couldn’t help you, even if, in a moment of weakness, I wanted to. Tom would benefit too by feeling reassured that I am honouring my promise to be faithful and exclusive to him. Most importantly, it would be a delicious humiliation for you, having to beg and plead with the man who is fucking your wife, for just a minute or two of freedom.

You’d be forced to work extra hard to please him, helping to make me available to him as much as possible in the hope of gaining favour with him. Even with all your hard work, I suspect he would release you from your little chastity cage even less often than I do. After all, he doesn’t love you like I do or have any obligation to care about you or feel sorry for you. Seeing you at the mercy of my lover like that, frustrated, humiliated, desperate and hopeless, would drive me insane with lust for him!

I’m going to do it whatever you say honey; I must, I hope you understand that. But I’d prefer to have your agreement. Knowing you are prepared to suffer all of that for me, fully aware that all the benefits from how it would make me feel will go to another man, that you will get nothing, that your already tortured existence would get worse, that would be the icing on the cake.




He is in the bedroom getting undressed for bed when his wife enters from the en-suite bathroom. She is wearing white silk pyjamas under her short fluffy white dressing gown. Her tiny feet are warm and cozy inside soft white fluffy slippers. In her right hand she is holding what looks like a white plastic pen.

Honey, I love teasing you by sleeping with other men, but Brad is by far the best. When you told me he was the guy who bullied you at school I knew I had to have him. Of course, him being hung like a horse doesn’t hurt, but fucking a guy, giving myself to him, my pussy, my mouth, even my ass, knowing how much you hate him, just gives me the most incredible orgasms of my life!

Feeding you his cum the first time was such a rush. Then doing it while he watched and made fun of you, well that just blew my mind as I’m sure it did yours. You must have thought that was the worst humiliation you would ever experience. Well baby, you were wrong because I have some news for you. That bastard got me pregnant. I’m having his baby!




She is wearing sexy black underwear with shear black hold-up stockings and black patent leather stilettos with five-inch heels. Her hair and makeup are immaculate. She is sipping from a glass of chilled champagne as she watches her husband, in full sissy maid attire, putting the finishing touches to the room. Candles have been lit, cushions plumped, incense sticks are burning.

I love sucking cock! Big meaty, manly, rock-hard cocks! I never thought I’d hear myself saying that. I never showed any interest in sucking yours, did I baby? And I never will. For one thing it’s tiny and for another it’s locked away permanently now isn’t it, chastity boy? I’m such a bitch to you, aren’t I? But we both know you love it, crave it, need it. You can’t help yourself, can you?

Lost for words at her beauty and her cruelty, he can only curtsy respectfully.

It’s amazing that I have become so dominant with you, but as soon as a real man with a big hard cock comes on the scene, I just melt into a submissive slut. Brad’s cock is nearly ten inches long. I can hardly get my fingers around it. I’d do anything for him, and I mean, anything, to keep him happy. He taught me to conquer my gag reflex so I can deep throat his huge monster of a cock. I love the feeling of it filling my throat. He gets such a kick from fucking my face in front of you. I’m in love with his thick white cum, his big heavy balls and that huge baseball bat cock!

I know I had reservations to begin with, but you’ve done an amazing job convincing me honey. Now I love having you mince around the house in your ridiculous sissy maid outfit when my lover is here. The contrast of your smooth sissy legs in those nylon stockings and your tiny little chastity cage, against his hard, muscled, manly torso, his huge hanging balls and rock-hard meaty cock, makes me swoon. There is never any question about who the man of the house is, is there sweetheart?

Even as he drops his gaze in shame, he is conscious of his long-deprived cock trying futilely to burst the walls of its steel cage.

I love it when my lover allows you to join us in the bedroom, cucky. Especially when he allows you to kiss my feet while he fucks me. Or better still has you lick my ass. What really puts me over the edge though, is when he makes you suck his huge hairy balls while he cums inside me. I think that’s when our situation really works at its best for all of us and everyone is happy, don’t you agree, honey?




She is luxuriating in a warm bath with lots of bubbles. He kneels at the side of the tub, sponge in hand gently washing her beautiful legs.

Let’s get a few things straight, dear. As my cuckold husband I demand respect from you. After a busy day of spending your money and getting fucked by my bull, I expect devotion, adoration and gratitude from my sissy husband. I demand that you thank me for chastising and cuckolding you, for making you a born again virgin for life, for allowing you the privilege of sucking  my lover’s cum from my pussy and ass, for caning and whipping you for my own cruel amusement and for laughing at you as you grovel at my feet and swear your undying love and devotion.

As your Mistress wife I claim all those things as my right. As my pathetic chaste cuckold, you should be proud to provide for my needs regardless of the cost to you in frustration and humiliation. Now bring me my phone then fuck off out of my sight, I want to call DeShawn and tell him how much I love his big hard cock.




He is at work, sitting at his desk. It is lunch time, and he has just opened his lunch box to find a note from his wife.

You know, the tenderest moment I share with my lover is when we cum together. As he locks his lips over mine, I scream into his mouth. My ankles are over his shoulders, he holds my hands above my head, our fingers interlaced, our hips thrusting together as he pumps his thick white jism deep into my womb.

I still have tender moments with my husband too though, don’t I sweetheart? When I push your head between my legs and feed you my lover’s sperm from my freshly fucked pussy. I feel so close to you then, so satisfied, so complete. Then you show me such love and consideration when you get up off the bed and quietly leave so that I can enjoy holding and caressing my lover as we bask in the afterglow of our lovemaking. I’m such a lucky wife!

Enjoy the rest of your day at work honey. Don’t forget to think about me!




She just had sex with another man for the first time. Her husband heard the man leaving and has entered the bedroom, keen to ask her how it went.

It was incredible! I’m sorry babe, but I had no idea sex could be like that. I hope you realise what you’ve done. I love you but there is no way I could go back to having sex only with you. I don’t just want what he gave me, I need it!

He says that he assumes she wants to see the guy again.

Fuck yes! I want him inside me every day, every minute of every day! I feel like every second I spend without his big hard cock inside me is time wasted. I’m sorry honey, but you pushed me to do this. You can’t put the genie back in the bottle. I hope you don’t come to regret it. I know we said that I would unlock your chastity cage afterwards and tell you all about it while I play with your cock, but you can forget that. There is only one cock I’m interested in now.

Please tell me you are OK with that. It was your fantasy for me to take a lover and keep you in chastity. Well, you’ve got your fantasy for real because the cage is staying on for the foreseeable future. Even if it does eventually come off, you’ll have to play with your little pee-pee yourself, and I want the cage straight back on after you get your relief. That cage is going to be a permanent feature of our marriage now honey. We need it to keep you in the right frame of mind for me to continue cuckolding you at every opportunity.

The only sexual contact between you and I will be if I allow you to lick me after he’s had me, so I can cum again reliving our latest fuck. I’m sorry honey, I know this must be a bit of a shock to you, it is to me too. We’ll make it work I promise. I’ll get the sex I need, and you will get to live your fantasy. Ring him now baby, please! Ask him when I can see him again. Tell him I’m available any time he wants me.




She is sitting on the couch wearing a faux fur coat over a very short little black dress that reveals the dark bands at the top of her hold-up stockings. Her shoes are patent leather with six-inch heels and two-inch platforms. Beside her is her overnight bag. He has entered the room after retrieving his car keys from the hook in the kitchen. Her beauty takes his breath away.

Honey you were always such a good husband, but you’re an even better cuckold. I think you know that. You know your place in our marriage. When you asked me to take control, to find a lover and lock you in chastity, I was confused, but now I understand.

I need a real man to fuck me, to keep me sexually satisfied. But I also need you. To support me, financially, domestically and emotionally. Honey you are a born cuckold; there’s no shame in that. It’s who you are. It’s why I love you.

I hope you enjoyed watching me with my lover last night, baby. I wanted you to see for yourself, him sliding that big, beautiful cock so deep inside your wife, deeper than you could ever go. I thought it might help you to understand why I’m so addicted to sex with him, why I’ll never give him up and probably never unlock your chastity cage. You understand, don’t you babe? You’re my husband and I love you. But I need him. I can’t live without him. That’s why I’m going to stay with him for the weekend. I’ll be staying with him, or he’ll be staying here most weekends now.

He’ll be coming downstairs in a minute. After we leave you can come back here and tidy the place up. The sheets on my bed need changing, the bathroom is a mess, and there’s plenty of laundry needs doing. I’ll text you when I need picking up and when I get home, we’ll sort out a relief schedule for you. Don’t get your hopes up too high though, I want your releases to be special which means they need to be well spaced out. Maybe we can arrange the first one to coincide with your birthday in, what is it, eight, nine weeks?




She is lying naked in bed. Her lover left just a few minutes ago. Her husband, hearing the front door close has rushed from the spare room, dropped to his knees at the bottom of the bed and pushed his head under the duvet to kiss her feet adoringly.

You do like to kiss my tiny feet and suck my sexy toes, don’t you baby? Do you remember the time I made you do it in front of Brad, and the shear humiliation made you have a little cummies in your chastity cage? Brad was so angry with you. He took his belt to you and really gave you a hiding, didn’t he? Then he made you lick your sissy slime off the carpet while he fucked me. I love when he bullies you, I just get so hot for him! That was the first time he made you suck his cock clean after he came inside me. There was no going back after that, was there?

He begs her for the key to his chastity cage.

Sweetheart, do I look as if I have any sympathy for your aching little blue balls? No, of course I don’t. You asked to be locked in chastity. You begged me to cuckold you. It’s too late to start trying to dictate terms now.

I love how desperate you are. The frustration must be completely unbearable for you and yet bear it you must. Then there is the humiliation that comes with the knowledge that, while as your beautiful wife I deny you so much, I have no hesitation in giving myself completely to another man, whenever, wherever and however he wants me. I never want this to end, so I’m afraid you will just have to find a way to deal with it. The moral of the story is, be careful what you wish for.




She has just arrived home after a weekend away with her latest lover. As she walks through the front door, her husband rushes to greet her. Dropping to his knees he kisses the toes of her knee length leather boots before lifting the front of her skirt to suck hungrily at the soaking gusset of her silk panties.

Honey, I love getting head from you after my bull pumps me full of his warm gooey cum. Seeing you on your knees obediently sucking another man’s semen from my unfaithful married pussy convinces me that I married the right guy. We were made for each other. You are a natural cuckold, and I am a natural slut.

I was thinking, over the course of our ten-year marriage, I’ve probably sucked off around a hundred different men. While that’s only an average of ten a year, you must bear in mind that I sucked some of those guys dozens of times. The one person I’ve never sucked and never will is you darling, my chaste cuckold husband. Does that upset you? Do you feel jealous, humiliated? Does it make you angry with me? Not that it matters anyway, does it? Because it’s never going to change.




He is standing at the kitchen sink washing dishes. His wife comes up behind him, wraps her arms around his waist and whispers in his ear.

I’ve always had a weakness for dominant older men, sweetheart. While I’m extremely dominant toward you, I just melt into a puddle of submissive obedience in the presence of an alpha male. I love how they use me as their personal whore and fill all my holes with their superior potent spunk. It must be hard for you to accept how I can be so sadistic and cruel towards you but so submissive with my lovers. You wouldn’t have it any other way though, would you, darling?

Happy Wedding Anniversary cucky. Brad is coming over for dinner tonight. He wants to fuck me all night in our marital bed. When he’s finished filling me with his beautiful manly cum, he’s going to take you to the basement and give you your anniversary present. You will remember to thank him, won’t you?




He has just received a picture on his phone sent from his wife’s boyfriend. The picture shows his wife kneeling on a bed wearing a pink latex dress and white stockings. She is smiling as she poses for the camera, knees spread wide and hands behind her head sexily holding up her long dark hair. A text follows the picture:

You wife asked me to send you this. Apparently, the hot pink dress used to be your favourite. She wanted you to know she’s wearing it for me. It’s mine now and so is she. I doubt if you will ever see it again. I would suggest you take this picture and go jerk yourself off over the toilet, but you can’t even do that, can you? Not since she locked you in that little chastity cage. I hear the spikes are hell. It must be tough when you can’t even have a sexy thought about your own wife without being in agony. Sucks to be you, huh?

Gotta go now. Your slut wife wants to give me a blow job before we go out to dinner. Apparently, she never did that for you. Hard to believe. She can’t get enough of my cock! In her mouth, her pussy or her cute little ass (yea, she gave me that too – you’ll never know how fucking amazing that feels)! I fucked her four times since we got here so she’s going to have her work cut out getting me to unload a fifth time. But if anyone can do it she can! Too bad you’ll never experience any of what she does for me. She’s mine now and I don’t share. Enjoy your evening, loser.




She is wearing a long pink fluffy dressing gown and matching Ugg slippers. He is lying face down, trousers and pants around his ankles, across the bed as she whips his backside with a leather riding crop. He is frantically apologising and begging her to stop. She grits her teeth and carries on lashing stroke after stroke across his quivering butt cheeks and the backs of his thighs, raising bright red, angry looking weals. Finally, panting for breath, she stops and throws the crop onto the bed. She walks over to her dressing table where she sits facing the bed and crosses her beautiful legs.

Get over here now!

He hurries to obey, not even pausing to pull up his pants and trousers, wincing from the pain of his bruised and battered skin, tears rolling down his face as he drops to his knees at her feet, kissing her slippers and thanking her for punishing him.

You really made me angry with your whining about how desperate you are for relief. What is it going to take to get through to you that I don’t fucking care? You are a pathetic wimp with a tiny locked away cock. I’m trying to get ready to meet my boyfriend. You promised you would support my relationship with Tod but now, because of you, I’m going to be late.

He looks up at her and apologises. She leans forward to grab a handful of his hair as she shouts right into his face from just a couple of inches away.

I’m sick of your apologies. I’m going to tell Tod how you upset me and made me late. You’d better be ready for another whipping when we get back. And he will hit you much harder than I did. You can forget about asking him if you can watch us make love too. You don’t deserve that privilege. I’m cancelling your relief this month and next month. In fact, what is it now, August? No more releases from your chastity cage until after Christmas.

He begs and pleads for her to reconsider, promising to be good and that he will never pester her about relief ever again.

No, you won’t. There won’t be any point because I’m giving the key for your cage to Tod. We’ll see how far you get pestering him, if you dare.

He starts to sob, pleading with her that he is sure her boyfriend will never release him. Why would he?

And whose fault is that? I warned you I was serious about this. You are the one that begged and pleaded for chastity and cuckolding. Now you’ve got it, suddenly it’s not good enough. Well, that’s too bad. Open your mouth.

He does and she spits into it, once, twice, three times.

Now get out of my sight. If this house is not immaculate when Tod gets here to pick me up, you will really be for it. Go on, fuck off!




He is on his knees scrubbing the kitchen floor for the second time that day. He had no sooner completed it the first time than his wife, having been out riding her horse all afternoon, walked across it in her muddy riding boots. As he stood, not daring to show his anger and frustration, she sat on a dining chair and stuck out her right leg, indicating for him to pull off her expensive leather boot. As he knelt to obey her, she smirked down at him.

I’m going out on a date with a new boyfriend tonight. It still feels a little weird saying that. Anyway, firstly, I may or may not be home tonight. Secondly, I have left a large to-do list of chores for you which you will find in the utility room. Thirdly, I will be switching on the Wi-Fi camera in my bedroom. It will alert me and begin recording should you go in there. You will go in there once an hour on the hour though, because in there, you will find a very large jug of my fresh piss, and an adult sized Sippy-cup.

You will consume an undiluted Sippy-cup full of my piss, each hour, on the hour. I may watch you or I may not bother. I can always check the recording later. Perhaps I will get on so well with my new boyfriend, I will show him too.

I imagine your chores will take at least until midnight. You will not go to bed until they are done, but you will still be up at 5:30 tomorrow morning to write your toilet-roll lines for an hour, before beginning tomorrow’s chores.

Fuck, I love being so mean to you. It brings me so much pleasure. But you are a sissy aren’t you, so whenever I ask you; Do you want domination my way, and I will do whatever the fuck I want with you, and to you, or no domination at all, you pathetically always say ‘domination your way Ma’am’. So, we both get what we want from our marriage don’t we. Except I get loads of sex and orgasms, and you get no sex or orgasms at all, do you? But I guess even that is what you want, isn’t it; given how you always answer my question.

And not one of our friends or relatives know of this life we lead, do they? They have no idea you are a cuckolded sissy in permanent chastity, and I have become a pitiless bitch. Maybe I’ll tell some of them one day. Or maybe I’ll tell all of them. Who knows what the future holds, except that it will be bad for you and really good for me?

Now, any questions? No? Good, you can piss-off to the utility room bitch; go on, fuck-off! And you’d better add re-scrubbing the kitchen floor to your list along with cleaning and polishing my riding boots.




He is sitting in the car in a hotel car park when he sees his beautiful wife come out of the hotel and walk towards him. As she opens the passenger door and climbs inside, he is sure he can smell sex on her.

Well, you wanted me to lock you in chastity and sleep with another man. I warned you that if I did it, I couldn’t undo it. So how do you feel now the dead is done?

He says he is not sure. Jealous, excited, frustrated, turned on. He admits the hardest thing is wondering if she enjoyed it or just went through the motions to please him.

Oh, I enjoyed it, sweetheart. You’d know that if you’d been there to watch. The problem is I like him. I mean really like him. He’s amazing in bed and very well endowed, if you know what I mean.

He asks if that means she would like to see him again.

Yes, very much so. But I’m worried that I may not be able to keep sex and emotional involvement separate. I love you and I don’t want to do anything that might jeopardise our marriage.

He nervously asks her if she thinks she might want to be with her new lover so much she would leave him.

Darling, I will never leave you. You are my husband, my soulmate. But I could see myself becoming quite obsessed with him, with the sex.

After a long pregnant pause, he hesitantly admits that might make it even more exciting for him.

Really? Well, if you are sure it’s what you want honey, OK then, let’s set up another date.

He says he will give her the guy’s number and and can talk to him directly, suggesting it makes sense if he’s going to be her boyfriend.

My boyfriend? I like the sound of that. Thank you darling. Thank you for trusting me. I won’t let you down. I will tease you though, because I know how much that turns you on. I’ll frustrate you too, more than you can possibly imagine. I’ll be going out with him most weekends, sleeping overnight at his place, maybe even, eventually, bringing him home to have sex with him in our bed.

He excitedly asks if he might be able to watch sometimes?

Maybe. Would you like that? Are you sure it wouldn’t be too much for you. Maybe I’ll start by having him in our bed when you are at work or meeting up with him for a quicky somewhere. Just think sweetheart, your sexy wife may soon be turning up late to family or friends’ events, kissing you with my breath smelling of his cock. All the time you will know I have his cum inside me, running out to soak my panties and the tops of my stockings. Which you are going to be handwashing for me in future.

He is shocked by how good she is at this and tells her so.

Thank you darling, I aim to please. In future though, I will be mainly pleasing myself and my lover. Now, when we get home, why don’t you make us a nice cup of tea? I’ll need some privacy to talk to my boyfriend. Afterwards you can kiss my sexy feet and thank me for cuckolding you.




She is wearing her sexy faux fur coat over a new black lace teddy with French knickers and barely black hold-up stockings. He is kneeling at her feet holding each of her patent black leather Jimmy Choo pumps as she slips her perfect tiny feet into them. He has tentatively asked, since it is his birthday, if he might finally be allowed to watch her with her lover when he arrives.

Honey, you know the rules. When Brad is here you must be secured in your latex sleep sac, tied down to the bed in the spare bedroom. I’ll gag you with a couple of pairs of my worn panties and put my pantyhose over your head, wrapping the legs around and tying them to make sure you can’t spit them out. Then, as a special treat for your birthday, I’ll not only spit in your latex hood, but I’ll also pee in it too before I pull it over your head and zip it up nice and tight.

If you promise to be good, instead of playing the usual white noise through your headphones, I’ll play the recording I made of Brad and I making love at his place. I can set it on loop so you can listen to me cumming repeatedly on his lovely big cock.

The downside of that, of course, is that the spikes in your chastity cage are really going to hurt, a lot! We talked about that though. The spikes are necessary to teach you to control yourself and not have inappropriate thoughts about your poor wife. You’re a grown man and a chaste cuckold at that, you should be showing me more respect by now.

With a worried look on his face, he takes the opportunity to bring up his growing concern that, prolonged wearing of the spiked cage may render him impotent.

Even if that’s true, what difference would it make? We agreed, you will never get to use that sad little appendage on me or any other woman ever again. So, it’s no loss, is it? Besides, I think it would be cute if you couldn’t get an erection. It would show me how much you love and respect me.

Now come along, we need to get you secured and comfortable. Well, as comfortable as possible under the circumstances. You might want to use the toilet first; you’re going to be in there all night. Don’t look so sad. As my chaste little cuckold husband, you should be over the moon that you’ll be spending your birthday like this.

I’m so excited to see Brad. I love it when we can just make love all night in my bed. I still think of you though you know. I cum extra hard thinking about you lying here, helpless, dreadfully sexually frustrated, humiliated, giving up everything for me while I fuck my boyfriend whenever, wherever and however I want. I love my life, and I’ll never forget that I owe it all to you. Now hurry up, I want to be waiting at the door for him when he arrives so I can throw myself into his arms and kiss him.

Do you think he’ll like my outfit? I hope so. You know I think I may be falling in love with him. You are my husband; I love you and I need you in my life. But I need a man, a real man to treat me like a real man treats a woman. We both know you can’t do that. I want Brad and I to be a proper couple. It will mean you having to make some allowances but I’m sure you’ll do that for me, right honey?

You might need to move into the spare bedroom permanently. I’ll give him a front door key so he can let himself in whenever he likes. I’ll be waiting for him, to give him anything he wants. I’d like you to think about that tonight. In the morning we’ll discuss it. Now goodnight sweetheart and happy birthday.

Next morning she sits on his chest, takes off the headphones, latex mask and ungags him.

Did you sleep well darling? I doubt it. Neither did I, but for different reasons. Now I’m going to ask you something for the last time. We can stop this and go back to a vanilla marriage. But if you want to continue what we’ve started and for me to become exclusively and permanently Brad’s woman in every way, then I want you to show me by licking my overflowing unfaithful pussy clean. It’s your choice honey, but remember, either way, it’s for keeps.

He sticks out his tongue. She laughs and impales herself on it, settling down to cover his mouth with her drenched pussy and grind her clitoris against his nose.

I love you, honey, now make me cum you fucking cuckold!




When he wakes up, he finds that his wife has already gone out. She has left him a note on his bedside table which says, ‘Happy Birthday Darling’ and tells him that she has a hairdresser’s appointment and will see him when she gets back. The note also asks him to read the letter which accompanies the note.

I could not understand at first when you told me what you needed of me, to be truly content. But I adore you and I am open minded, so I started to experiment according to your suggestions.

To my surprise, I found wielding power with pitilessness is addictive, just as you said I would be. And the meaner I became, the more you adored me and worshipped me. What a wonderful symbiosis. I remember you once joked with me, “If you want to reward me, be mean to me. If you really want to reward me, be really mean to me!” And it seems there is no limit to what you can take!

Our relationship seems very unequal now as I control whatever I want to control in our lives. You will be wearing silky pink panties under your suit when we go out tonight, and a very large butt plug. And I’m sure you will be dreaming of being allowed an orgasm when we get home, as you have been three months without one and it’s your birthday today. I know I told you I might allow it, but I already know I won’t. I so enjoy raising your hopes and at the last-minute dashing them to pieces. You will be so upset and I suspect there may even be tears.

But as your head hits the pillow tonight and you think about the woman who owns you, you will sleep the thoroughly contented sleep of a chaste cuckold husband who knows he is helplessly in the power of a dominant woman with a mean streak. And I will sleep the sleep of a totally sexually satisfied woman, with a wonderful husband who will never be unfaithful, who worships and adores me, and will never ever want to leave me.

Just thinking about that power, brings out the worst in me. I think I will have your cock pierced to add to the security of your chastity cage in preparation for your chastity becoming permanent. You will learn that although you may think you have experienced sexual frustration, you have experienced nothing yet! No doubt you think you have experienced a thorough whipping too. Well, I can assure you that you haven’t - yet.

So many things to try, and the joy is, the more of a cold-hearted bitch I become, the more you will worship me. It really does work perfectly for us both. Although the benefits are all mine and the costs are all yours, aren’t they, my darling?




He is in the bedroom pulling a pair of trousers over the pair of his wife’s panties that are now a permanent requirement, when she breezes in from the en-suite, still damp from the shower and wrapped in a fluffy white bathrobe.

Honey, Jake just messaged me, he wants me to meet him now. I know we are supposed to be going to your mom’s birthday party. You can still go. Just tell everyone I’m not feeling well, OK? Don’t pout, you know we agreed that he should always come first. Now, I need a sexy outfit, why don’t you go lay out my little brown leather skirt and my cream silk blouse. Pick out some stockings too and my knee length brown leather boots, the ones you bought me for my birthday. And the blouse better not be creased like it was last time or you will really be in trouble.

I’m going to dry my hair. When you have everything laid out on the bed for me, I want you standing in the corner, hands on your head, holding one of my cute fluffy slippers against the wall with your nose. No peaking while I get dressed, you know you’re not allowed to see me naked now.

She comes back out of the ensuite bathroom; puts on the clothes he has laid out and sits at her dressing table.

Polish my boots while I do my makeup. I don’t care if you did them before you put them away, do them again. I want to look perfect for Jake. You know how demanding he is. That’s because he’s a real man, something you wouldn’t understand, would you sweety?

There, how do I look? Oh, why am I asking you? What would you know about what a real man finds attractive? At least you prepared my blouse properly this time, I had to give you a whipping last time, didn’t I. No punishment this time but we still need to be careful you don’t become complacent. Fetch my cane from the back of your wardrobe door. Twelve strokes should do, I think. Cry if you need to but do it quietly.

There, some lovely evenly spaced welts, even if I do say so myself. Pull up your panties and straighten your uniform. And where are your manners? What do you say for your caning? I should think so. I hope you are not becoming ungrateful for the time I selflessly lavish on your training. Kneel and present your palms. Six to each hand should serve to remind you of how lucky you are. Oh, stop snivelling for goodness’ sake. I could have made it a dozen to each hand but I’m in a good mood because I’ll soon be in the arms of a real man.

Afterwards he kisses her boots and thanks her repeatedly for his punishment. She asks him if she gave him permission to kiss her boots. He apologises profusely. She tells him he is his own worst enemy and awards him another six to each hand. He cries and begs for mercy. She tells him to present his palms now or face two dozen to each hand. When finished he is hugging himself, swollen hands pressed protectively under his arms, sobbing uncontrollably. She crouches in front of him and lifts his chin so she can look into his eyes.

Are you grateful for the beatings I give you to make you a better cuckold husband? Are you sure? Your poor hands must hurt terribly. Are you angry with me? No? Is that because you love me and you know you deserve whatever punishment I decide to give you?

She cracks her hand across his face and tells him she hopes he does not think swollen hands are an excuse for not completing his housework to the required standard. He shakes his head and sobs. She yells at him to get his head up, cracks his face again then spits in it, once, twice, three times.

Is it any wonder I’ve taken a lover? You don’t deserve to be my cuckold, do you? You disgust me! You’d better just hope I don’t decide to throw you out and move Jake in here. Or maybe I’ll move him in and let you stay. You can be a maid for both of us. Would you like that? It would be more than you deserve, you worthless piece of shit! Now you may kiss my boots and beg me not to throw you out. Beg me to keep you in permanent chastity and spend as much time as possible with my lover.

He is still begging and grovelling as she walks away and picks up her handbag.

I hope you don’t expect me to get my own jacket from the wardrobe husband dear.

He quickly stumbles to his feet, retrieves her brown leather jacket from the wardrobe and rushes over to help her slip it on. As he does the scent of her perfume mixes with the leather smell of her jacket and her skirt making him feel faint as his redundant penis makes a futile attempt to find room to even partially and pointlessly erect inside the steel walls of its prison.

He tells her he hopes she has a wonderful evening.

She turns to give him a condescending look, laughs and walks out of the door.




She is standing at the front door ready to leave. As always, she is immaculately and classily dressed, hair and makeup perfect. He is wearing a working maid’s uniform as he now does every day, as he kneels to kiss the toes of her expensive leather boots and wish her goodbye, as she requires of her maid.

We’ve come such a long way, haven’t we? From you jerking off over your sordid little fantasies of watching me get fucked by another man, to giving up all rights as a husband to become my full-time sissy maid. You kneel there locked in permanent chastity with no orgasms and not even the possibility of an erection for the rest of your life. Your whole world is drudgery, housework, laundry, cooking and cleaning. Meanwhile, the woman you love and adore is getting ready to meet her lover and the father of her baby.

When we get back here, he will be moving in with me, and we will mark the occasion with him stringing you up in the basement to give you a severe whipping while I watch. Then we will leave you to retire to our bed where we will make love all night. From here on all my love and attention will go to him. You will never touch me, never speak to me, never raise your gaze above my knees. You will never so much as hear a kind word from me. All I will give you is my contempt, along with lots of my spit and piss. You see, dreams really can come true can’t they sissy? They have for both of us.




He is in the laundry room in full sissy maid outfit, ironing a huge pile of his wife’s clothes when she arrives home from her overnight stay at her boyfriend’s house. She looks slightly flushed and very happy as she breezes into the room. He notices traces of what looks like sperm in her long, dark and silky hair and realises she has just given her lover a blow job in his car as he dropped her off. As she begins to check his work, no doubt hoping to find a fault to justify giving him one of the vicious canings he dreads, she begins to speak.

I spoke to Brad, honey and he said he’d be happy to knock me up but there are some conditions. He said you must ask him, on your knees, wearing your sissy maid outfit.

Well, yes, of course I told him about it, we don’t keep secrets from each other. I told him how cute you look in your uniform and what a good little maid you make.

Yes, of course, he knows about your chastity cage. When I first started seeing him, I explained about your fantasy of being locked in chastity while I have sex with another man. Then I told him how that grew into a desire for me to get pregnant while you remain chaste.

That’s another of his conditions. I must give him the keys to your chastity cage, so he can be sure I won’t free you in a moment of weakness. He wants to be sure the baby is his. I’m sure you can understand that.

Yes, I told him you have been on a three-month chastity period which is due to end this weekend. I should warn you though, I got the impression he has no intention of honouring that.

No sweety, not even for you to jerk yourself off. He seems to think, and I agree, that, if you really want him to knock me up then you should be prepared to wait until the baby is born to get your relief. Nine months isn’t so long to go without relief, is it?

Well yes, nine months plus the three months you’ve already been waiting.

Yes, obviously plus however long it takes him to get me pregnant. I wouldn’t worry too much about that bit though. Brad is nothing like you, he’s a real man, when he cums, he cums a lot! You’ve seen the state of my panties afterward and the bed sheets when you change them.

Now don’t be such a drama queen! It’s not impossible at all. You thought that about three months, but you’ve managed, haven’t you? Now you just must do the same again three times. Or maybe four. I’ll be here to help you. I’ll get my IUD removed tomorrow. I wouldn’t be surprised if he gets me pregnant this weekend, especially if I stay over and we spend the whole weekend in bed.

Brad said he finds pregnant women very sexy, so I think we’ll be fucking right up until the baby is born. Which reminds me of his final condition. There will be a period after the birth where I’m not up to satisfying him. He expects you to step in and take care of him with your mouth.

Of course he’s not gay, silly! I wouldn’t advise you to let him hear you saying that if you ever want to see the key to your cage again. Straight men getting blow jobs from sissies like you is not gay.

No, you don’t have to be gay either sweety, you’re a sissy and part of being a sissy involves giving blow jobs to real men.

I know you’ve never done it. Don’t worry, I’ll show you how. I’ll ask Brad if you can watch me blowing him. And we’ll get you a big dildo to practice on. So, we’re good to go, yes?

Don’t look so worried, this is going to be fun. And it was your idea, remember? Imagine how it will feel when you finally get out of that nasty cage and get some relief.

No, sweetheart, I don’t think Brad will allow me to help you with that. I wouldn’t be surprised if he made you suck him while you give yourself relief. I’d love to see that! I think I’ll suggest it to him. Reading between the lines, I think, however he allows you to do it, you should make the best of it, because I’m pretty sure that brute fully intends to knock me up again straight after our first baby is born. Which will obviously mean straight back into chastity for you for at least another nine months.

So, what do you say, shall we do it? I’ll make it super sexy, I promise. I’ll tease you mercilessly and be a complete bitch to you. You love that, right?

Thank you, baby, I love you too. I’m so glad you suggested this, and you want it as much as I do, I know you do. Especially since I already gave him the keys to your chastity cage. Now, why don’t you get on with your laundry while I call my baby’s daddy to give him the good news?




She is sitting at her dressing table wearing a short silk pink dressing gown and flip flops when he knocks. She gives her permission and he enters. After curtsying in the doorway, he walks over to her remembering to take short steps, placing one foot in front of the other while his hands hold out his uniform skirts to either side. His previous three-inch heels have been replaced recently with five-inch ones which cause him to wobble slightly and make his feet and the backs of his legs ache terribly. Stopping a few feet from her he curtsies again and stands quietly at attention. After a while she puts down her curling tongs and swivels around on her stool to face him.

I was watching you in my mirror. Those mincing lessons have finally paid off, I think. You still appear to be struggling with the shoes a little but I’m sure you’ll get there with practice.

“Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am.” He curtsies again.

Are you all ready to go Sissy Samantha?

“I’m not sure, Ma’am,” he curtsies.

Don’t look so glum, you should be excited and looking forward to you new position as my Mom’s maid.

“Please Ma’am, please may I stay with you? Please Ma’am! I’ll be extra good, I’ll work so hard to please you, please Ma’am, please!”

That’s enough Samantha. My Mom needs a maid, and I have promised her one. It’s all arranged. I won’t have her disappointed and upset just because of your stubbornness. Besides, Brad doesn’t want you here. I’ve tried to convince him that you are no threat to him, to his position in this house or his relationship with me. I don’t even see you as a man now much less my husband. But he is adamant he wants me to himself, and you know I can never refuse him anything.

Even if I tried, a man like him, a real man, takes what he wants anyway. Not that you would know anything about that, would you Sissy Samantha? You lost any lingering claim to manhood when you took his cock into your mouth for the first time. Now, have you packed all your uniforms?

“Yes, Ma’am.” He curtsies; red faced from her cruel humiliation.

I believe Mom has some ideas of her own about adding to your outfits. Six-inch heels were mentioned, even higher than the ones you have on, as were tight corsets and posture collars. I think my Mom has some very specific ideas about the appearance and deportment of her new maid. It all sounds very uncomfortable, but I doubt if she will be overly concerned about that. A sissy maid should expect to suffer some discomfort to please her Mistress, don’t you agree?

“Yes, Ma’am.” Yet another curtsy, this time with worry replacing embarrassment on his face.

Have you disposed of your few remaining male clothes?

“Yes, Ma’am, except…”

Except what?

“Please Ma’am, I was wondering if I should maybe keep just one set of men’s clothes, in case…”

Nonsense Sissy Samantha. You are a full-time sissy maid, and you will remain a full-time sissy maid for the rest of your life. You will never need to dress as anything else. Is that clear?

“Yes, Ma’am. Sorry Ma’am.” Nervous curtsy. He always started to panic at the slightest sign of anger in her voice. He never knew what it might lead to, but it was never anything good.

I should think so. Now Brad is going to drop you off at Mom’s.

“Please Ma’am, I thought you would be taking me.”

Did you just interrupt me, Samantha?

“Sorry Ma’am, it’s just I… sorry.” He curtsies nervously, not daring to meet her cold gaze.

As I was about to say before I was rudely interrupted by a servant; I will be staying here to finish getting ready. Brad is taking me out to dinner tonight then we will be coming home to spend the whole night making love. It will be the first time with just the two of us in what is now our home.

Brad is perfectly capable of delivering you to Mom’s house. You can sit in the back of the car and don’t speak unless you are spoken to. He’ll make sure you are settled and answer any last-minute questions from Mom before he leaves you. I expect a smooth transition with no attitude problems from you. What must you always remember?

“That as your property, my behaviour reflects on you, Ma’am.”

That’s right. My mother has need of a housekeeper, laundress and cook. As well as a bed wench to warm her bed and see to her more personal needs. Your training and your aptitude make you the perfect candidate. Since Brad and I want our privacy and intend spending a lot of time away on holidays, made possible by your hard-earned savings and pension, I no longer have a need for you.

The solution is glaringly obvious. You should be happy for me and grateful that my Mom is prepared to give you the opportunity to be of service to her. I’m sure she will keep you busy and, if I know my brother, he will be making good use of your services too, now that he is living with Mom. He has a bit of a thing for sissies apparently, as do some of his friends. It goes without saying that I expect you to rise to the occasion – excuse the pun - and enthusiastically supply whatever services are required of you. Is that clear?

“Yes, Ma’am.” He curtsies, feeling overwhelmed by the future that is being laid out for him. Tears are inevitable.

Save the tears Sissy Samantha. You started us on this journey, it’s far too late to start having second thoughts now.

“Please Ma’am, when will I see you?”

Brad thinks, and I agree, that you need time to settle in without distractions, so you will not see me for the first twelve months or so. I will see Mom whenever she comes here and leaves you under the supervision of my sissy-loving brother. Brad will call once a week initially to supervise your cold bath chastity cage removal for cleaning. Every fourth week or so, depending on his schedule, he will watch you milk your prostate, while still immersed in the cold water of course, to negate any orgasmic sensations or enjoyment for you.

Once Mom has got the hang of it, he will only need to call occasionally to review your performance with her. I’ve suggested she keep a record of any punishments she or my brother administer so that Brad can readminister them himself to drive home the lesson. So, be warned that if Mom must give you a dozen strokes of the cane, you can look forward to another dozen, probably much harder strokes, from Brad on his next visit.

Being the brute he is I wouldn’t be surprised if he adds a few for his own devilish amusement. But it’s in your hands Samantha. If you don’t want to be punished then make sure your performance of all aspects of your duties is exceptional, it’s as simple as that.

“Please Ma’am, I love you so much!”

And this is your opportunity to prove it Sissy Samantha. You failed me as a man and as a husband. Do not fail me as my mother’s maid. Now get on your knees, kiss my feet and thank me for giving you this opportunity. Good gurl. Now run along. Tell Brad I said I’d like him to give you one of his special whippings before you go. You know you are always especially well behaved after one of those.

“Yes Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am,” he says, as he rises and curtsies.

You’re going to have a very uncomfortable journey sitting on a very sore bottom but that should help you to remember your place and the futility of any silly attempts at rebellion or shows of attitude. Mom and my brother are entitled to faultless service, total unquestioning obedience and utter devotion from their new maid. I expect you to devote every fibre of your being to ensuring they get all those things.

“Yes, Ma’am.” Curtsy.

Off you go then. I’ll see you in about twelve months. You won’t be allowed to speak to me unless I ask you a direct question, and you must not raise your gaze above my knees. But I’m sure you will still be looking forward to seeing me again. I can assure you that you will regret it most profoundly if I hear anything from Mom or my brother other than enthusiastic praise for your efforts. Now go and make me proud Sissy Samantha.




When he gets home from visiting a friend, she is waiting for him wearing what looks like a new dress, stockings and heels. Her hair has been styled, and she is wearing more makeup than usual.

“You look amazing! And happy too!” He smiles at her.

That’s because I think I’ve finally found a way we can get out of our current financial hole. I spoke to Andreas, the landlord, this morning. You know we owe him three months’ rent now. Since you lost your job, my salary just isn’t enough to cover our bills. You suggested I offer him sexual favours in return for more time, do you remember? I’m not sure if you were serious but we are getting desperate, so I decided to test the water a bit. Guess what, it turns out he’s not interested in me because he’s gay. He’s really into sissy boys. When he told me that it gave me an idea. I showed him some of the pictures I took of you wearing my underwear. He was very interested. In fact, he made it clear that, in return for sexual favours from you, he’s prepared to forget what we owe him and allow us to live here rent free. We just have to guarantee that you will be available to him whenever he wants company

Don’t pull that face, you were fine when it was me that was going to whore myself out. Why should it be different for you? I promised him I’d discuss it with you. He’s calling tonight so, unless you can magically produce three months’ rent, you’d better be ready to play your part.

And there’s more good news. I’ve been offered a promotion at work. The Managing Director needs a new Personal Assistant and apparently, I’m favourite for the job. Isn’t that wonderful news? It will mean working some late nights and staying away from home now and again, but the salary increase will allow us to pay off all our other debts and then it’s plain sailing. The only thing is, they have made it clear that the role includes a few things beyond typing up his letters and managing his diary.

“You mean you’d have to sleep with him?”

Well, yes. But it’s just the same as you will be doing and for the same reasons. Although it might be a bit easier for me in some ways. The MD, Mr Simmonds is quite handsome, not fat and hairy like Andreas.

But just think, honey, we don’t need to worry about you getting another job if you don’t want to. You could be a house husband. In fact, it might work better that way in terms of you being available when Andreas wants you. And I wouldn’t need to feel guilty about leaving you on your own when I’m away with Mr Simmonds because you’d have Andreas to keep you company. It’s perfect, don’t you agree? Honey, I don’t think we should look a gift horse in the mouth.

“But I’m not gay!”

Nobody is saying you are gay, silly. You’re just putting your sexual hangups to one side for the sake of our financial security and our marriage.

“But what if it changes the way you see me, how you feel about me?”

Baby, I’d be so proud of you for doing this. I know it won’t be easy for you. I will never think less of you for doing what you must for us to stay together and survive. I’ve been so anxious about our finances, I was beginning to despair of us ever finding a way out of the hole we’ve found ourselves in through no fault of our own. Neither of us has been sleeping or eating properly and it’s starting to affect our relationship. This is our chance to put all that behind us once and for all. Please honey, please think about it. For us, for me, please!

“OK, I’ll give it a try. But it’s just temporary, until we get back on our feet.”

Whatever you say sweetheart. Thank you. I love you so much! You’re the best husband any woman could ask for. Now why don’t you go take a shower and shave your legs. In fact, shave everything apart from your head. I think sissies are supposed to be smooth all over. I’ve left some of my stockings and sexy underwear on the bed for you to put on. It will all be a bit small, but it will do until we can get you some stuff of your own.

I’ve got a meeting tonight with Mr Simmonds. If it goes well, I expect I’ll be staying out for the night. Which means I can give you and Andreas some privacy. And don’t worry, he knows you’re a sissy virgin. He promised me he would be gentle with you. At least at first. Just do whatever he asks you to. Think of the money and remember you are saving our marriage. I’ll see you tomorrow morning. We can compare notes on our new boyfriends. Oh, cheer up sweetheart, I’m joking. It will be fun, you’ll see.

Now, I have to go. Andreas should be here in about an hour. Just relax and try to enjoy it. Give me a kiss. Not on the lips, you might smudge my lipstick. On the cheek, that’s it. Bye sweetheart.




Come and say hello to Mistress Lorraine, Sissy Belinda.

“Belinda?” Lorraine gasps. “Wow this is going to be fun!”

The sissy enters the room dressed as a parody of a little girl. Blonde wig with pigtails, childish frilly white dress with lots of pink silk bows, ankle socks and pink Mary Jane shoes. Despite shaking with nerves and humiliation, he remembers to mince rather than walk, then curtsy in front of his Mistress wife’s best friend.

“Good afternoon mistweth lowainn, my name ith thissy bewinda.”

“What’s with the speech impediment?” Lorraine looks to her friend.

It was Brad’s idea. He thinks making her lisp like that whenever she speaks reminds her and whoever she is speaking to what a pathetic sissy she is.

“She?”

Yes, well I think you must agree that what you see before you is in no way a he. It’s not a she either really and we did consider calling her an it, but since she clearly finds being referred to as a she the most humiliating and emasculating, we settled on that. Isn’t Lorraine beautiful, sissy?

“Yeth Ma’am, Mithreth Lowaine ith verwy beautiful.” She curtsies sweetly making Lorraine guffaw with laughter.

You’ve always had a crush on Lorraine haven’t you Sissy Belinda?

Bright red and unable to look the grinning Lorraine in the eye, the sissy mumbles, “Yeth Ma’am.”

I imagine your sad little excuse for a cock is twitching like mad inside its tiny cage just from being this close to her, isn’t it?

“Yeth Ma’am,” the sissy curtsies, still staring at Lorraine’s soft leather knee length boots.

Lorraine opens her mouth, sticks out her tongue and leans forward making a vomiting noise.

Lift your skirt and drop your sissy panties, Sissy Belinda. Show my little sister why you make a better sissy maid than a husband.

Face burning with embarrassment the sissy obeys.

“No way!” Lorrain cries. “You locked him in a chastity cage?”

Her.

“Sorry, her. It’s tiny. So cute.”

Tell Lorraine what use your little clit is Belinda.

“Pleath Mistreth Lowain, my thithy clit ith no uthe to anyone.”

“How long has she been locked in that?”

Oh, I don’t know, I don’t really keep track. Since I got sick of her pestering me and agreed to make her my sissy maid. Over a year ago now.

“You never said anything.”

I wanted to keep it as a surprise. I don’t see you much now and it would have been difficult to explain on the phone.

And you never unlock it?”

No reason to apart from once a week for cleaning. For that she must sit in a tub of freezing cold water to eliminate any chance of her getting a little erection. Brad canes her before and after too, just to make sure she dreads rather than looks forward to her two minutes of supervised freedom.

“Could she even get an erection after being locked in that thing for over a year?”

Who knows? Who cares? Pull up your panties Belinda and straighten your skirt. You’re a naughty exhibitionist little slut.

“Pleath Ma’am, may I play with my dollith?”

“What did she say?”

She is asking if she may play with her dolls. It’s what she does now if she sees or hears anything that would sexually excite a real man. That’s what you choose to do isn’t it, Sissy Belinda? You don’t want anything sexual in your life, do you? You’d rather play with your dollies like a little girl than try to be a man, wouldn’t you?

“Yeth, Ma’am,” the sissy whispers as a tear rolls down her face.

That’s because you don’t have a sex organ anymore, do you? Nothing ever gets hard down there, does it? Not ever!

Lorraine smiles at the obvious discomfort of the clearly despondent and thoroughly ashamed sissy before her.

Go and get your favourite dolly and your Disney Princess colouring in book. You and your dolly can colour in a nice picture for Mistress Lorraine.

“So, she has no sex life at all?” Lorrain asks her sister after the maid curtsies and minces from the room.

None. No erections, no ejaculations. She is never involved in anything sexual at all including that she never gets to touch any part of my body. She is a sex-free little sissy, just like all sissies should be. I love that I have reduced her to that state.

The sissy comes back, mincing into the room carrying her doll and a colouring in book with felt tip pens. She curtsies once to each smirking lady.

I warned you to be careful what you wished for didn’t I Sissy Belindakins? I told you there would be no compromises, no pity, no let-up, my domination would be extreme and total. 24/7/365 cruelty. Now you have learned what it means to be truly dominated by me haven’t you?

Sissy curtsies and whispers agreement.

“Well, I have to say I love what you have done to her. I love the regime, how pure and clean it is. Free of all compromise and concession. Absent of any hope for the sissy to have any form of sexual activity. She knows where she stands. No ambiguity and no change, ever. You warned her so she has nobody to blame but herself.”

Get on with your colouring sissy.

“Yeth Ma’am.” Sissy sits on the floor at their feet.

I’d better hear you and you dolly talking about what you are doing Sissy Belinda.

“Yeth Ma’am. Do you think I thud do the pwintheth dweth in wed or bwue, Thally Thimperkinth? Bwue, bwue!”

“That’s fucking priceless,” Lorraine laughs.

Sissy tell Mistress Lorrain what happens if you go outside the lines even the tiniest bit.

“Yeth Ma’am. Mith Lowain, I geth caneth for going outhide the linthe.”

“So you should,” Lorraine laughs as she wipes away tears of laughter. Turning to her sister she says, “It’s a good job you found yourself a boyfriend.”

Isn’t it though. I have more and better sex now than ever in my life. As Sissy Belinda’s sex life has shrunk, mine has expanded exponentially. I still include her though. She gets to hear about every detail of my sexual adventures with Brad. She literally hears it too as I bought a baby monitor. I have the transmitter in my bedroom, and the receiver is in the sissy’s room. So now she doesn’t miss out on any of the sounds of me and my lover having great sex. I have her prepare my bedroom beforehand too, changing the bedding, lighting perfumed candles and so on. Then she must clean up afterwards, laundering the bedding and tidying the room.

“You really have it made sis. It’s an unconventional marriage but you are clearly very happy.”

Yes, and in her own way so is Sissy Belinda, well maybe not happy but content.

“So how can I help?”

Well now Brad and I are a real couple he wants me to meet his family and friends. We are going to spend a week staying at his parents’ house. It’s so exciting! I’ll be sleeping with him in his old room in his childhood bed, it’s so romantic.

“I’m not sure there will be much sleeping, laughed Lorraine.”

No, probably not. Anyway, I need someone to supervise Sissy Belina while I’m away. Now that you have moved back into the area, I thought you might be the perfect candidate. You will have my blessing to do as you please with her. You will be waited on hand and foot while you enjoy teasing and humiliating her. But only if you are comfortable with that.

“What do you think Sissy Belinda; would you like me to cucksit you while your wife goes away with her boyfriend?”

“Yeth pleath Mithrethh Lowaine,” the sissy mumbles.

Get up and answer Lorraine properly, Sissy!

“Pleath mithweth Lowaine would you pleath cuckthit me while my Mithtweth gothe away with her boyfwend?”

Go and get my cane sissy. I think this is an excellent opportunity to show Lorraine how you are punished.

“Oh yes please,” Lorraine cries as she claps her hands.

Over the next hour the sissy is caned on her bottom then the back of her thighs followed by the front of her thighs then finally the palms of her hands. Her Mistress demonstrates first, then each time hands the cane to her grinning friend who proves to be a natural. When the punishment finally ends the sissy is a sobbing wreck and drops to the floor to kiss Lorraine’s boots thanking her repeatedly for her punishment.

“I think I’m going to enjoy your week away,” Lorraine smiles.

I had no idea you were such a natural bitch, her friend compliments her.

“Neither did I. It’s actually quite a turn on!”

Isn’t it though! Now do you mind if I leave the two of you together while I get ready? Brad is taking me out to dinner. If you want to, why don’t you have the sissy pull off your boots and suck your toes. If you’ve never experienced it, I can thoroughly recommend it. I left my vibrator behind the cushion you are leaning on. Feel free to enjoy it. She has quite a talented tongue too, be my guest if you want to try it.

Sissy, you remember who Lorraine is. You obey her as you would me. If you upset or disappoint her you will regret it, I promise you! Feel free to cane her some more if you want to Lorraine, since you enjoy it so much. Make her finish the picture then cane her for going over the lines if you like. Even if she doesn’t. She gets very upset about that, it’s hilarious. Best behaviour sissy! This is my best friend; one of her used Tampons is worth ten of you.

“Yeth Ma’am.”

“Well, sissy Belinda, where shall we start,” Lorraine smiles.




Soon after her boyfriend leaves, she calls her husband to her bedroom. Having indulged in some quite rough sex the previous night, then two more bouts of more relaxed, hot and sweaty sex during the night, she woke her lover this morning with a blowjob. As a result, she looks tired and well fucked as she sits on her dressing table stool facing into the room. The room smells of sex as he enters and kneels at her feet where she points. She is wearing a white silk wrap which reveals her cleavage, and he cannot help noticing the love bites on her firm breasts.

Did you enjoy watching Brad give me a good seeing to last night, sweetheart? I thought it might be a nice birthday treat for you if we showed you something different to the romantic love making, we allowed you to watch last year. I wanted you to see how a real man fucks a woman. I must admit, I wasn’t expecting him to tie my hands behind my back, he’s never done that before, it was very exciting, don’t you think?

The ball gag was new too. I’ve been encouraging him to be more dominant with me. It takes my breath away when he just uses me like a cheap slut. I want him to treat me like that more often. Maybe on the occasions when he calls to see me during the day while you are at work, if he gags and he ties me up, I could ask him not to release me when he’s done. Then you could come home to your wife, tied, gagged and well used. You could release me. Would you like that?

He's coming back tonight to take me out, so we’d better get on with the other part of your birthday treat. Brad is shocked that you only get to cum once a year on your birthday. It makes it very special for you though; doesn’t it honey? I told him about our little routine and how you like me to watch you jerk your little cock. When I explained how I make you wear a condom so there is no mess he made a suggestion.

He never uses condoms but, as a special treat for you on your birthday he did this morning before he left. Here it is, it’s very full, isn’t it? Now here is the key to your little chastity cage so you can release yourself. Oh my, someone is very keen! What a cute little stiffy! Are you trying to impress me sweetheart? I’m sorry for laughing, it just looks so small now that I’m used to a real man’s equipment. Never mind, it will never be inside me or any other woman, so you don’t need to worry about it do you?

OK, now here’s Brad’s condom, I want you to very carefully slide your little cock inside it. I don’t think you’ll have any problem after the way he stretched it out. Just be careful you don’t spill any of his jism, I want you to keep it all inside the condom. That’s it, here’s an elastic band to put round the end to seal it. Sorry, it’s the smallest one I could find, just double it over, there you go. It does look funny with your little erection inside that big stretched out condom!

You can get on your knees now. I’ll lift my feet up onto this stool, so they are at head hight for you. No touching though remember, just looking. I told Brad how you love my sexy feet, especially in nylon stockings. After wearing them for Brad last night, these ones are all laddered, so I’ll have to throw them away. Or maybe, if you’re good, I’ll let you have them. Would you like that?

OK honey, now remember, you only use the thumb and index finger of your left hand. Put your right hand behind your back, that’s it. I’ll count your strokes down from 20. Yes, I’m aware that you had 30 strokes last birthday, but I don’t think you should need so many this time. If you are not desperate enough after 12 months in chastity to cum with 20 strokes, then maybe we should be doing this every two years instead of annually.

Right, so 20 it is. And don’t forget, you stroke from root to tip only, never the other way. Shall we begin?

Twenty. Oh, is that nice? Have you been waiting such a long time? Poor baby. I’m such a naughty wife keeping you locked in that nasty cage while I have sex with Brad at every opportunity. It’s so unfair isn’t it sweetheart? Never mind, we can make it all better now.

Nineteen. Why are you saying please, sweetheart? Please what? Do you want me to count faster? I thought, after waiting so long you would want to make it last. Seventeen.

“You missed 18!”

Did I? Would you like me to cancel your relief so we can check my maths? No, I didn’t think so. Sixteen… fifteen… fourteen. Was that better? Did you almost have your little dribble? I bet it feels wonderful having my lover’s thick white sperm to lubricate your little cocklet, does it? He cums such a lot, doesn’t he? I bet, even after your year of denial, you can’t cum anywhere near as much.

Now, where were we? Let’s say twelve. Be quiet darling or you’ll make me angry. You don’t want that on your birthday, do you?

Eleven… ten… nine. Oh, close that time huh? Look at my sexy feet baby. Imagine if you were only allowed to kiss them. I bet you’d really like to suck my toes, wouldn’t you?

Eight. My sexy little toes. Seven. My tiny sexy feet. Show me how much you love my sexy feet. Do your little dribbles while you stare at them. That’s all you get now isn’t it sweetheart? An occasional chance to stare at my feet. Brad gets everything else, doesn’t he?

Six. Do you remember how they looked as I rubbed them up and down Brad’s legs? As I crossed them behind his back to pull him deeper inside me? I couldn’t use my arms because he tied my wrists behind my back didn’t he. Then he used me, called me a slut and a whore, fucked me like a piece of meat.

Four. Did you see my toes curl as I came? I think I tried to scream his name through my gag.

Three… Oops, quickly, both hands behind your back now! Get your head up, I want to see your face as you dribble your worthless slime into Brad’s used condom. Ssssshh, not so much noise, silly!

There now, I told you a count of twenty would be enough. I think you could have done it in fifteen. Maybe next year we’ll try for ten.

Now, you know what you have to do, no excuses and no delays, or there will be no birthday treat at all next year. Cum does not get wasted in this house, does it sweety? Not even yours. Careful when you slide the condom off. That’s it, now put the end in your mouth, head back and swallow. Use your fingers to squeeze it all out. Now turn the condom inside out and push it all into your mouth. Give it a good suck, that’s it, very good.

There now, wasn’t that a lovely birthday? Come along then, cage back on, use the ice if you must. Then you can change the sheets on my bed while I get ready for a romantic evening with my lover. When you’ve finished your housework you can write Brad a nice little note, thanking him for his used condom. Just leave it on the kitchen bench when you go to bed. Make sure you’re all tucked up in bed by 9pm. No taking liberties just because it’s your birthday.

Are you crying? You’re such an emotional softy since we locked you in chastity. Brad told me you cried the other night when he called for a quick blow job, but I was out. Not that he minded. He found it a huge turn on watching the tears roll down your face as he fucked your mouth. It’s nice that you are able to stand in for me when my horny boyfriend is desperate. I’d only slept with him the night before. Imagine what he’d be like if he had to go twelve months without cumming like you do! Of course, it’s different for a real man like Brad.

Are birthdays too emotional for you these days? Ahhh, never mind, cheer up. Here, take my panties, put them over your head while they are still warm. That’s it, with the crotch over your nose and mouth. You can keep them there while you do your housework. Now, what do you say?

“Thank you! Thank you for a wonderful birthday! I love you so much, more now than ever!”

I love you too, sweety, but I need to get on. Since it’s your birthday would you like to take my slippers to bed with you to cuddle tonight? It’s as close as you get to cuddling me now isn’t it. My boyfriend doesn’t share his women I’m afraid. OK, I’ll leave them on your pillow when we leave. Are you all done and locked? Good. Only twelve months until next time. Oh dear, you’re crying again.




Happy FLR Anniversary honey! I can’t believe it’s been two years since you persuaded me to take charge of our relationship and lock you in chastity. Tod is coming over later this morning to help us celebrate, isn’t that nice of him? Now I want you in your bondage sac and tied down in the spare room before he gets here, so we need to get busy.

There you go, all snug and tight in your latex cocoon. I’ll just tighten the straps to make sure you’re really fastened down tightly to the bed. How’s your hood? I peed and spat in it as a special treat for you. I just need to pump up your inflatable gag; there try speaking honey… ha! You should be getting enough air through those two tiny holes over your nose, yes? I’ll take that muffled grunt as a yes. You can’t even move your head now I’ve strapped you down, can you? I do love having my husband all bound and helpless.

Now as a special treat for our anniversary I’m going to open the zip over your groin, then unlock and remove your chastity cage. I’ll just slip on these rubber gloves. I’m so glad we got you this inverted metal chastity cage with the urethral plug. It completely denies you any chance of even the beginnings of an erection, doesn’t it? It’s reassuring for me too that you could never remove it without the key. Oops, look at that! The second I take off your cage, your little dicklet gets excited and starts to grow. If it’s expecting a good time, I’m afraid it’s going to be very disappointed. I’m going to give it several coats of deep heat and then fit your little spiked cage.

It’s funny, isn’t it? You know this is going to really hurt and yet your silly little penis is swelling up and twitching with excitement. You are strange honey, but I love you. Right, that should do it. I’ll just lock the cage. There, you should start feeling the heat very soon. It’s no good honey; I can’t make out a word you’re saying. I’m going to leave you to enjoy your bondage time now. Tod will be here soon then, if you stop trying to scream you might be able to hear us making love in the next room. I’ll come back and see you every couple of hours to reapply the deep heat. Feel free to struggle all you like sweetheart. And you know I love listening to you crying and screaming while Tod fucks me. I might even leave both bedroom doors open so I can hear you better.

Oh, while you are still in a fit state to listen to me, before Tod and I go out to dinner tonight I’m going to attach the tens unit to your chastity cage. I’ll be setting it on random strength, random duration and random pauses between shocks. That should keep your mind occupied until we return. Then I’ll remove the tens unit and your spiked cage. I’ll refit your lovely little inverted cage, release you from the bondage sac and get you dressed in your new pink sissy outfit, dress, stockings, shoes, wig, makeup, ridiculous eyelashes, the lot. We’ll go all out for the special occasion. Then you’ll have your chance to perform the new sissy song and dance routine you’ve been practicing. I told Tod about it and he’s looking forward to it.

After that, you lucky sissy, after Tod has given your bottom a severe whipping you will sit on your core matting stool to write a nice little letter to thank him and I for a wonderful day. While you do, Tod and I will go to bed to lie in each other’s arms. The perfect end to a perfect day, I’m sure you agree.

After spending all day in the bondage sac; subject at first to the extremely painful burning sensation of the deep heat cream, lovingly reapplied at regular intervals by his laughing wife, despite his heartfelt but muffled entreaties, then the electrical shocks provided by the tens unit, some of which were just unpleasant, while others were really painful and all delivered at random intervals which made the waiting almost worse than the delivery; he was exhausted, physically and mentally and soaked in sweat.

True to her word his unfaithful wife had made sure he could hear the sounds of unbridled lust coming from her bedroom for most of the day. Those sounds were so heart wrenching for him that they broke through his physical distress, even causing his long-denied penis to make futile attempts at erection which were immediately cancelled as the damned spikes lining the inside of his chastity cage did their work.

Finally, though, his torment, or at least this part of it, was over. He could feel the zip over his groin loosening and his wife’s latex gloved fingers unlocking and removing the cage. Then, oh fuck! The gentle caress of those fingers! A sensation denied him for so long! He was immediately rock hard, shaking with pent up lust and groaning around the inflated rubber gag that filled his mouth. His throat was sore from many hours of screaming and begging for relief but that was forgotten about now. The feeling! Oh fuck, the feeling of her fingers, her magical fingers. He tried to tell her he loved her, but she just laughed at the unintelligible mumble that issued from him.

You know, honey, Tod’s cock is twice as long as yours and twice as thick. He lasts way more than twice as long as you do or used to; you’d probably be even worse now. He cums way harder than you too, with your little dribble. When he cums inside me I can feel it plastering the walls of my womb. All of which makes you a little redundant in the sex department, doesn’t it, sweety?

The thing is though, your little cock being all locked away for months, deprived of attention, makes you so desperate to please me. You rush to cater to my every need and desire in desperate hope of gaining just a few minutes freedom to pump your little cocklet until you dribble into the toilet bowl. The thought of that doubles the strength of my already mind-blowing orgasms with Tod or with my vibrator.

So, you see, you actually still play a very important part in my sex life. It’s just unfortunate for you that, in order to play that part, you must pay a very high price. Let me show you.

Do my fingers feel nice? Do you think you’d like to cum for me? Would you? What about if I go a little faster, like this? And fondle your swollen blue balls like this. Oh, sweetheart, are you going to cum for me? Are you going to cover my sexy gloved hands with your cum, your gallons of backed up cum, are you?

She suddenly leaves go.

Nope. Sorry babe. Well, not sorry really.

She drops a bag of ice cubes onto his groin. He is begging and pleading with her, swearing his love, his devotion. Please, if she would just touch him again, please!

That’s enough! You need to calm down. Right, let’s get your inverted cage back on. Then you can have a nice shower and put on your new dress. Tod is waiting for you to show him your new song and dance routine. I hope he likes it. You already have a whipping coming that he told me he is determined to make your worst ever. I would not want to be in your shoes if he’s not impressed with your routine.

There, now let me loosen these straps and take off your hood. After your shower I’ll help you with your makeup and your wig. We need you to look your best for Tod, don’t we? It’s his anniversary too remember.




He is at home keeping himself busy with chores in the vain hope of distracting himself from what he imagines his wife, Maria may be doing right now. At his urging she has agreed to start dating other men and after some mixed results, seems to have settled on a guy she thinks will be perfect. After a couple of dates, the guy asked her to go away for the weekend with him. She was worried things might be progressing too quickly for her husband but also that she might end up really falling for the guy whose name was Frank.

Frank had an impressive physique and a self-assured cockiness that she found quite arousing. So, when her husband urged her to go, she was rather more excited than she wanted to admit. Her husband suggested she lock him in a chastity device while she went away with her potential lover, a decision he was regretting as he stared at the picture that Frank had just sent to his phone.

The picture was of Maria sitting on the end of a large very messed up bed in a hotel room. She was wearing a red silk blouse, blue silk pencil skirt, black stockings and patent black leather heels. Her long dark hair, freshly styled for the occasion shone with vitality. Her makeup was expertly applied but could not hide her slightly flushed complexion.

His phone beeped again making him jump as a message from Frank arrived:

As you can see from the state of the bed, your wife and I have spent the last two days and nights fucking. She is insatiable, a total slut and up for anything! She gave me a blow job while I watched the football yesterday. A mate rang me, and I invited him round to help me out. He left with a big grin on his face and a pair of completely drained balls!

Last night I sat on her face so she could tongue my ass as I enjoyed a very nice, very expensive whiskey nightcap. She put it on your credit card bill along with the rest of the hotel costs. Room service isn’t cheap here, but we had to eat, and she wouldn’t let us leave the room. I can’t believe you want her to sleep with other guys and lock you in a chastity cage. I guess it takes all sorts.

We’re going out tonight though to celebrate me being the first man to ever fuck her tight little ass. You don’t know what you missed there bro! You should see how she acts when I’m inside her sweet little married pussy. She told me it’s because I’m a lot bigger than she’s used to. She wraps herself around me and clings on like a limpet, kicking and scratching, humping back at me, kissing my face and begging me to fuck her harder. She makes so much noise when she cums I have to cover her mouth!

She sucked me off in the shower this morning. I came all over her face then I pissed on her. She just knelt there and took it. Then she looked up at me with those sexy brown eyes and told me she loves me.

She said she is going to talk to you when she gets home about seeing me as much as possible, maybe even having me move in with her. I told her I would only do that if she’s exclusive to me and keeps you locked in your little chastity cage permanently. She seems to think that won’t be a problem. So, I guess it’s up to you.

Anyway, gotta go, she’s on her knees again unzipping me. Looks like we might be calling room service again after all.

Fuck, what had he done?!




He is in full sissy maid uniform, in the spare bedroom, now the maid’s room, ironing laundry. She enters wearing a knee length brown leather skirt, thigh-high brown suede boots with tassels and a cream-coloured halter top. He stops ironing and curtsies respectfully. She spots a piece of fluff on the carpet.

Why is there fluff on my carpet, Sissy Joanne?

His name had been Joe until, at his insistence, they entered a female led relationship, at which point she demoted him from husband to sissy maid and renamed him Sissy Joanne.

“Sorry Mrs Granger. It must be from the laundry. I was going to vacuum the floor when I finish ironing.”

He has to refer to her as if she is now the wife of her lover, Mike Granger. It was Mike’s idea; he thought it served as a reminder of ownership and roles.

Did I ask you where it came from?

“No, Mrs Granger.”

You know I will not tolerate sloppiness, Sissy Joanne, and I am not interested in excuses.

“No, Mrs Granger. Sorry, Mrs Granger. I’ll pick it up now. It won’t happen again, Mrs Granger.”

Mike was right. Sissy Joanne hated having to address his own wife as if she were the wife of another man. It most certainly did serve as a constant reminder that he had, through his own efforts, lost her to a better man, a real man. She now belonged completely to her lover.

See that it doesn’t. You know Mike is always on the lookout for an excuse to whip your sissy bottom. One word from me and you won’t be able to sit down for a week.

“Yes, Mrs Granger,” he curtsies, well aware she is not exaggerating.

She sits on the edge of the maid’s single bed and crosses her legs. Her skirt rides up to show the top of her stocking above her boot. He is mesmerised until the sharp pain of his chastity cage reminds him that having erotic thoughts about his Mistress is not a good idea.

You asked to speak to me, Sissy Joanne?

“Yes, Mrs Granger. It’s just that my three-month chastity period ended the weekend before last.”

Yes, I seem to recall something about your normal one month of chastity being extended for poor performance and attitude.

The poor performance consisted of her finding a spot of dirt under the lip of the toilet bowl in her bathroom when she examined it with her pocket mirror. As punishment she had given him an extra month of chastity. Then she had laughed as she realised the spot of dirt was on her mirror, not on the toilet. Unfortunately, as she reminded him, time can only be added to a period of chastity, never subtracted, so he was stuck with the additional month.

The injustice of that, coupled with the sexual frustration that was a constant in his life now, and on top of several other indignities and humiliations he had suffered at her or her lover’s hands recently, caused him to forget himself and fail to thank her for her kind judgement. That was the ‘attitude problem’ that earned him the third month in chastity.

“Yes, Mrs Granger.”

Well, what about it?

“Please Mrs Granger, you did not release me from the chastity cage the weekend before last because you said there was a movie you wanted to watch. Then last weekend I was not released because you wanted me to wash your hair instead.”

I don’t need you to remind me of everything that I do, Sissy Joanne. Get to the point or shut up!

“Yes, Mrs Granger, sorry Mrs Granger. You said you would release me today. I was just wondering, I mean, hoping that you might still have time to unlock my chastity cage to allow me relief.”

I did not say I would release you, I said I might. And that was before Mike invited me to his parent’s wedding anniversary party. We will be spending the weekend kissing, holding hands, laughing and having fun, then making love all night in his childhood bed. I’ve been teasing him about how he is going to keep me from waking his parents with my screaming. I can’t help it; he always makes me cum so hard.

I hope you are not suggesting that your pointless little dribble should take priority over me spending quality time with my boyfriend.

“No, of course not Mrs Granger. It’s just that I am so desperate, it’s been so long! I’ve tried so hard to be a good maid!”

And you think that being what you yourself consider to be a good maid, earns you some sort of right to be free of your chastity cage, is that it?

“No, Mrs Granger. I’m sorry, I just meant…”

I don’t care what you meant you stupid sissy. Who asked for the chastity in the first place?

“I did, Mrs Granger.”

And how long did you ask me… no, beg and plead with me, to keep you locked?

“For as long as you wish, Mrs Granger.”

Which is exactly what I am doing because I take my marriage seriously. I take my husband’s needs as well as his heartfelt requests seriously. I do what I say I will do. You said I should be cruel, heartless, unremitting in my unreasonable demands and behaviour toward you. That’s what you said, correct?

“Yes, Mrs Granger.”

I believe you also said, to convince me of the depth of your desires, that the more cruelly and heartlessly I treated you, the more you would love and adore me.

“Yes, Mrs Granger. But I didn’t realise how incredibly difficult it would be seeing you every day, how beautiful you are, how sexy you are, how much I love you and ache for your touch or just your smile or a word of appreciation or love from you!”

Then there are two problems for you Sissy Joanne. Number one is that the crueller and more heartless I am to you, the more sexually excited you become and the more you love and worship me, which results in your becoming ever more obedient and eager to please me. You’re addicted to my cruelty to the extent that I doubt you could live without it.

Number two problem for you is that so am I. There is no way I could have known how much of a rush I would get from denying you, doing everything possible to drive you insane with sexual frustration and humiliation. Your misery feeds my obsession sissy. So, the more desperate you are, the more miserable, the more heartbroken over what you’ve lost, the fewer and further between your opportunities for relief, the more enjoyable and frequent my orgasms become.

What that means is that, despite your despair, you cannot stop, you don’t want me to stop. And now neither do I.

He starts to cry with frustration and regret, the knowledge that what she says is true is a knife to his heart but at the same time forces a predictable and predictably thwarted attempt by his poor deprived cock to erect the tiniest amount.

For goodness’ sake, could you be any more pathetic? I’ll see if I have time next weekend.

“Please Mrs Granger, Mr Granger is taking you to his friend’s wedding next weekend.”

Oh yes, of course. I’ll be busy during the week too then, getting my hair done, my nails and so on. Oh well, maybe the weekend after.

“Please Mrs Granger that will be my next scheduled monthly release.”

And?

“I will have missed three releases.”

Well, who’s fault is that?

“Please Mrs Granger, I’m just so, so desperate!”

I really don’t see what the fuss is about. It’s not like you would be having actual sex with a woman. We are talking about a pathetic little dribble from a tiny excuse for a cock. If I was you, I’d be too embarrassed to remove the cage anyway.

“Please Mrs Granger, you don’t understand how unbearable it is, seeing you every day, how beautiful you are, how sexy you look. I’m going insane with longing for you. I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, I’m a basket case. If I could just have a few minutes out of the cage, just long enough to get relief. Then I’d be able to concentrate better on serving you and being a better maid for you.”

Oh, so now you’re trying to bribe me! If concentration on your duties is a problem, I can think of other ways to help you with that. Mike already thinks you should be whipped more often. Perhaps he’s right.

“Please no, Mrs Granger, please don’t say anything to Mr Granger, please! I can wait another two weeks.”

Can you indeed? How kind of you.

“Sorry, Mrs Granger, I didn’t mean to be disrespectful or ungrateful. Please may I wait longer for relief, for as long as you choose, as long as makes you happy.”

That’s better.

“I love you so much! I’m in awe of you every minute of every day. I worship the ground you walk on!”

I’m glad to hear it, Sissy Joanne. I’m making no promises, as a sissy maid you are no longer a priority in my life. Even if I was making a promise, it wouldn’t be worth anything anyway. Promises to sissy maids don’t count. So, you’ll just have to wait and see.

“Thank you, Mrs Granger. It will be my birthday that weekend too. I was going to ask if it would be possible for you to be in the bathroom with me when I give myself relief. I know it would be inappropriate for you to touch me, but it would mean so much to have you close and watching me.”

Certainly not sissy Joanne! You know Mike’s rule on that. If it was up to him, you would never be allowed relief at all. He allows it sparingly at my request, but on the understanding that I play no part in it and am not even in the same room with you. He is very firm on that, and I would strongly advise you not to push your luck on the matter.

“Yes, Mrs Granger, I’m so sorry. It was stupid of me to suggest it. It’s just that I love you so much! I ache to catch a glimpse of you, to smell your perfume in a room you’ve walked through, to hear your voice. I love you so much it breaks my heart.”

I’m sure it does Sissy Joanne, but it’s what you wanted. You know that. Difficult as it is for you, you know as well as I do, that you could not find contentment any other way, don’t you? You are what you are. Fortunately for you, you have a wonderful and understanding wife who also understands what you are and what you need. One who is strong enough to support you when you struggle.

“Yes, Mrs Granger, thank you Mrs Granger.”

She stands up to leave; they are face to face. Despite her determination, she cannot help feeling a little sad for him.

Since it will be your birthday that weekend, how would you like to kiss my feet? I might wear these boots the night before to go out with Mike. Knowing him, he will want me to keep them on when we get back to make love. I might keep them on all night and then allow you to remove them the next morning and kiss my feet for a few minutes before I give you the key to your cage. If indeed I decide to allow you relief.

He drops to his knees, thanking her and crying.

Why are you crying Sissy Joanne? I thought that would make you happy.

“It would Mrs Granger, it would be wonderful! I’m crying because you are so kind to me. I don’t deserve you. I never deserved to be your husband, and I don’t deserve to be your sissy maid.”

I agree on both counts, and I strongly advise you not to take advantage of my benevolence.

“No, Mrs Granger, never, of course not!”

Get on with your ironing now, you’ve wasted enough of my time and yours. I expect to see a renewed enthusiasm for your work over the next two weeks. No more complaints. No more requests. You are a sissy maid, you have no rights and should have no expectations. You exist for my convenience and amusement, nothing more.

“Yes, Mrs Granger. Thank you, Mrs Granger.” He curtsies deeply.

Oh, and you should bear in mind sissy, if I do decide to allow you the huge honour of kissing my feet, it will be for the last time. And I’m sure you know from all the previous ‘last times’ I’ve allowed you, last time touching my breasts, last time licking my pussy, etc, that I never go back on my decisions. Kissing my feet is the only remaining way you can ever hope to have physical contact with me. In allowing you this honour I will be taking that from you too. You will never touch me in any way ever again.

“Yes Mrs Granger.”

Turning the tables on her poor devoted sissy maid husband like this, raising his hopes by allowing him to glimpse a tiny bit of compassion from her, only to dash it to the ground and stamp on it, always gave her a special thrill and generated additional moistness inside her knickers.

You look shocked Sissy Joanne. I’ve shown you I can be kind. Now I’m reminding you how cruel I can be. I don’t see why that should surprise you. Are you lost for words?

“Yes, Mrs Granger.”

Good, I abhor pointless tittle tattle in a servant. Now back to work. And Sissy Joanne…

“Yes, Mrs Granger.”

I want to see a nice big smile on your face. Otherwise, I might get the impression you are ungrateful.

“Yes, Mrs Granger.”

Despite his helpless feelings of disappointment, humiliation and frustration, he manages to force a smile with tears of frustration and regret rolling down his face as he curtsies.

With a cruel smirk his wonderful Mistress wife turns and walks out.




He has been sent to sissy training school by his Mistress wife. He is standing in a line with five other men. They are all naked and all wearing the school issue metal chastity cage with internal spikes. There are two female members of staff each immaculately dressed in tight pencil skirts, silk blouses and soft leather high-heeled boots. Their hair and makeup are immaculate. They each carry a vicious looking leather crop in one hand as they stand facing the line of nervous sissy students.

“Attention!” Barks one of the warders when the door opens and the head trainer enters. She is very beautiful and dressed head to toe in black leather; skirt, blouse and boots. As she takes her place between her warders she speaks.

Your owner wives have paid for you to remain here at the sissy training academy for a period of twelve months. You may expect your training to be extremely demanding. My instructors will be relentless in their quest to remove from each of you every last shred of male ego. The man you were, or should I say thought you were, is no more, you left that behind when you entered this building. Your life, whatever it was, is gone and you will never get it back.

Whatever your real name or your adopted sissy name might have been, you are now just a number preceded by your job title of maid. You will remember your number and respond to it immediately when it is used.

During your time here you will be subject to sexual frustration, unrelenting hard work, repetitive and arduous training, feminisation and objectification. You will be worked, punished and abused more than you ever thought possible. Make no mistake, you will suffer despair, fear, regret, desperation and more for every minute of every day and night. You should be under no illusion, we will break you, physically and emotionally. Having broken you completely we will then rebuild you into the perfect sissy maids your owners deserve and require. You may all have failed miserably as men and as husbands but, I guarantee, you will not fail as devoted slaves to the Mistresses or Masters you adore.

At the end of your twelve months of training your owner will have the option of committing you to a further twelve months of advanced training. Let me assure you, however bad you think the first twelve months are, they will pale into insignificance in comparison to the next twelve months. Everything is increased exponentially – complexity of instructions, levels of perfection required, difficulty and duration of work hours, discomfort and distress of sleep periods, strictness of diet, pain levels and durations of punishments.

Trust me, if your Mistress decides that she requires an even higher quality of service and obedience from her maid and enrols you for the second twelve months, you will be completely unrecognisable by the end, even to yourself.

At whatever point your time with us comes to an end, your wives may take you back and enjoy the fruits of your conditioning or, as often happens, she may decide, with our help to lease or sell you to a new owner in order to get a financial return on her investment. You will, of course, have no say in your owner’s decision and, in fact, will know nothing about it until you are delivered to your new Mistress or Master.

We are proud to have supplied, over the years, sissy maids to a variety of clients with a variety of specialist fetishes and requirements. For example, one of our graduates last year was sold to a regular client of the Academy, an Arab gentleman who bought a sissy to give to his son as a plaything. I believe, when the son tired of it, he gave it to his dogs to satisfy their prodigious sexual appetites. As far as I know that maid is still there, probably still holding out some last drop of hope that it’s former Mistress might one day rescue it and take it back into her service. Of course, she will not as she has already purchased two other sissy maids from us.

As another example, we had a sissy a few months ago who was leased by her Mistress wife to a wonderful lady who has a particular interest in extreme corporal punishment. Such are her skills and her enthusiasm that her newly acquired sissy maid ended up being whipped so hard that it was hospitalised on two separate occasions. Far from being appalled at the treatment of her property, the Mistress happily agreed to sell the maid to her. Imagine, if you dare, the life that sissy maid now endures.

I’m sure you all find that story quite shocking and rather worrying, but I assure you, by the time we are finished with you, you will see things differently. You will understand and appreciate, as I’m sure the maid in question does, what a great honour it is to give your all for the amusement of your owner. That important thing is that the maid succeeded in making its original owner proud of it, a goal you will all come to aspire to.

Suffice to say, whatever happens in your individual futures you will each have the opportunity to put to good use the attitude and skills that will be instilled in you here, and the academy will be amply rewarded for its efforts.

The thing for you to remember is that, if you ever want to see your owner wives again, it is in your interest to ensure that they receive from your instructors reports on you of the highest calibre. Having said that you should of course be aware that, if your owner decides to put you up for auction, you may well have already seen them for the last time.

Get it through your stupid sissy heads, nobody cares about your wants, your needs, your hopes or your dreams. You are simply a commodity. Currently a worthless commodity. The only thing that will give you any value at all is the training you receive here. I’ll hand you over to my deputy now, who will see to the rest of your induction.

The two warders herd the naked males out of the room along a corridor and into a larger room. As they are lined up again, another immaculately dressed woman regards them with a contemptuous look and begins to speak.

Your days will begin at 5am when you will be released from your individual cages to perform your ablutions and shower. You will be fed twice a day, breakfast and dinner. Each meal will consist of a vitamin and protein enriched gruel soaked in urine which will be kindly donated by your warders. Both meals will be eaten in silence from a trough on your knees.

After breakfast your first training session of the day will commence. At lunch time you will receive your first maintenance punishment of the day after which you will be secured in very uncomfortable predicament bondage whilst your warders enjoy lunch. Afternoons will be given over to further training until 5pm when you will have your delicious dinner. From 6pm until 8 you will receive instruction on uniform care and presentation, maid etiquette, makeup application and sissy deportment.

At 8pm you will receive any punishments you have earned during the day. Bedtime is 9pm when you will each be secured in strict bondage, locked into a steel cage and lowered into a hole in the concrete floor. A steel door will seal your soundproof tomb for the night where you will take the opportunity to reflect on your future before enjoying a very uncomfortable night’s sleep.

The only way you might avoid a night in your cage is if a warden decides to take you to her bed to give you additional training in satisfying the needs of a lady. This will be a rare occurrence and some of you may never experience it. Those who do will be punished with special severity if they fail to meet the warden’s requirements.

Apart from being an enormous privilege, the advantage for the trainee is to escape an uncomfortable lonely night in severe bondage and isolation. However, such favouritism comes at a price as they are worked hard, often getting little sleep, having an aching jaw and very sore tongue next morning and woe betide them if they fail to satisfy the demands of the warden that has chosen them.

Based on their attitude and performance, a night of licking pussy and sucking toes might be followed by either preferential treatment and a repeat opportunity or a severe whipping. Naturally in an environment almost totally bereft of relief from hardship, drudgery, frustration and humiliation, there is fierce competition between the trainee maids to be selected as bed wenches despite the inherent risks.

There will be many rules for you to learn but the main ones are these:

You will never speak to or attempt to communicate in any way with another maid.

You will obey all instructions from a warden immediately and without question.

You will never speak to a warden unless she asks you a question.

You will address me as Ma’am and all other wardens as Mistress. You will curtsy before and after speaking.

You will apply yourself diligently to your training seven days a week. Failure to meet required standards will result in severe punishment. Any warden may subject you to a punishment of her choice without being required to give a reason. However, exceeding requirements may be rewarded, also at a warden’s discretion. For example, if you really work especially hard or assist a warden by snitching on one of your fellow sissy trainees, you may be granted special relief privileges.

Which brings me nicely to the rules around your chastity. Your chastity devices are custom maid and completely inescapable. You will be instructed on how to maintain hygiene without removing the device. For the first three months of your stay, you will, provided you have reached the required standards of attitude and performance, be released briefly at monthly intervals to enjoy sexual relief, details of which I will explain in due course.

After the first three months your chastity periods will be extended to three months. If your owner decides to enrol you in a second year of training this will be further extended to six months, meaning that you may look forward to, at best, two opportunities for relief during that year. These increasingly long periods of chastity are to help you learn to focus on the pleasure of your betters rather than your own selfish desires.

What opportunities you will have for relief after you leave here will be entirely up to your owner. However, I recommend you brace yourselves for bad news as many owners we have surveyed stated that they had no intention of allowing their newly qualified maids to ever remove their chastity cage. Indeed, owing to popular demand, we now offer the option of a permanently locked chastity cage, to the owner of every sissy who graduates from our school.

Relief sessions when they do occur will be conducted as follows. Each sissy group will have cages removed and kneel together in a circle. On command they will jerk their little penises for a maximum of two minutes. This is reduced to one minute for second year students. Immediately after ejecting their worthless slime, sissies will apply ice to their tiny clits and refit their chastity cages. Any sissy who fails to ejaculate in the time allowed will have their next opportunity cancelled and will lick up the other sissy’s spilled ejaculate from the floor before being strung up and whipped.

You will I’m sure be excited to know that the wardens sometimes liven relief sessions up by making it more competitive. For example, they may decide that the last sissy to cum gets caned or has their next relief opportunity cancelled or is made to orally pleasure any sissy who the wardens decide has earned a reward.

Several months into the first year – maid 117 is late for the relief session it has been waiting three months for. The reason for its lateness is that, after diligently applying itself to all training and work tasks, it was called to the Head Warden’s office to be caned. Another sissy maid trainee, upset at being apparently displaced from her precious position as favourite bed wench to one of the wardens, has betrayed maid 117 by reporting it for attempting to communicate during feeding time. Since any form of communication between maids is forbidden, maid 117 is sentenced without opportunity to defend itself and, in the presence of its accuser, receives two dozen strokes of the dragon cane to its bottom and the backs of its thighs.

After thanking the Head Warden for its punishment maid 117 rushes to the relief room still crying from the pain it has endured, knowing that it cannot possibly stand to miss this opportunity and have to wait another three months for any kind of relief from the unrelenting sexual frustration that has grown to overshadow almost every minute of its waking existence.

Unfortunately, when it arrives the supervising warden is not in the mood for excuses.

You are late trainee maid 117. Tardiness is unacceptable in a maid. Your relief is cancelled. Which is a shame since I have here some items of worn underwear your owner has very kindly seen fit to send you.

Trainee maid 125, you are also late, however, since your lateness was the result of you informing on trainee maid 117, you are excused and may still take part in the relief session. Trainee maid 117, you may give these items of your owner’s underwear to your accuser as a thank you for helping you to atone for your stupid transgression of the rules and to show you have no hard feelings.

Trainee maid 117 is bereft as it forces itself to obey, giving up the only contact it has had from its owner/wife since starting at the academy months ago, with a forced smile and a curtsy. Noticing the anger trainee maid 117 is working hard to hold back, the supervising warden decides a further show of humility is required to drive the lesson home.

Trainee maid 125, you may take your place in the line but, unlike the other trainees, you may remain standing, drop your panties and lift your skirt. I believe trainee maid 117 would like the honour of offering you its mouth to use for your relief.

As maid 117 kneels, it looks up and sees through its tears that maid 125 is holding the worn stockings and panties sent by its beautiful mistress over its nose and mouth, breathing in the wonderful feminine aroma. Steeling itself maid 117 opens its mouth to take the cock of its false accuser into its mouth. Unable to believe its good fortune 125 takes the kneeling sissy’s head between its hands holding it still as it face-fucks its fellow trainee maid.

All around the sound of sissy cocks being jerked and sighs of girlish pleasure ring out. Each trainee maid, already desperate for relief, is further excited by the spectacle of one of their own on its knees sucking the cock of a fellow trainee. After just seconds ten desperately deprived sissy cocks begin, almost in unison to squirt and dribble, unloading months of backed up sperm onto the concrete floor in front of them.

The only saving grace from the situation for 117 is that, after three months of chastity and a warm wet mouth at its disposal, 125 has absolutely no chance of lasting as long as it would like to and soon, with a scream it somehow remembers to make as girly as possible, it cums in buckets, flooding the kneeling sissy’s mouth until hot sissy cream spills from its lips to run down its chin to drip onto its stocking thighs.

Then comes the final indignity from the laughing supervising warden.

Trainee maid 117, as the final part of your lesson today, you may take back from trainee maid 125 your owner’s dirty underwear which you will use to clean the disgusting sissy slime from the floor. Judging by the volume of filth your fellow trainees have deposited, I suspect you may also need to use your tongue to get this floor back to its former immaculate cleanliness.

As an act of kindness, I have decided that, once you are finished you may stuff your owners cum soaked underwear into your mouth where it will remain until further notice. I suggest you use the opportunity to absorb your lesson and never again to attempt to communicate with another trainee maid.

With no way to keep track of time, the trainee maids never know how close or far away from the end of their dreadful training they are. However, when one day each of the trainee maids who joined around the same time as maid 117 are called to the head warden’s office one after another and do not return, there is huge but silent and undisplayed excitement that twelve months of hell are finally over.

When maid 117 is finally called it can barely contain its excitement at the thought of going home and of seeing its owner wife again.

Trainee maid 117, it is now twelve months since your owner saw fit to enrol you at the academy. Your owner has marked the occasion by sending me this picture for you.

The head warden turns her laptop to face 117 who stands to attention, visibly shaking with excitement.

The video begins with maid 117’s owner/wife wearing a black silk skirt, red silk blouse, barely black stockings and River Island cream-coloured furry slippers. She is sitting on the end of a very untidy bed with quilt and pillows strewn around. She is holding up a glass of champagne as if offering a toast.

There is a note with the picture which I will now read to you.

“Congratulations on completing your twelve months of training maid. I’m proud of you. I’m celebrating with a weekend away with my lover. You remember Jake, my fitness instructor.

The report I received from the academy says you have applied yourself well and made good progress. However there remains within you a tiny hope of going back to your old life which is holding you back. They have recommended I sign you up for a further twelve months of more intense training. They assure me that by the end of that period I will be the proud owner of a first-class sissy maid without the slightest sign it was ever anything else, devoted entirely to my service and pleasure.

After a promise like that I can hardly refuse. Especially since I have plenty of money to pay for it from what used to be your savings and your pension. So, you’ll be happy to learn I’ve accepted, and I’ve even requested that they be especially hard on you. I want my money’s worth and it’s for your own good, so don’t let me down, OK?”

Dry your eyes maid 117 and stand up straight! How dare you slouch in my presence? Before you return to your training, there is another note here, which I believe is from your wife’s lover. It reads as follows.

“Hello faggot. As you can see from the state of the bed, I spent most of today giving your mistress wife the serious fucking you never could and never will. I still can’t believe you begged her to make you her sissy maid and take a lover. What kind of man does that? I’m not complaining though. Your wife is the best fuck I ever had. She is on fire and up for anything! And I do mean anything!

She’s asked me to move in with her so while you are serving the next twelve months of advanced sissy maid training, I’ll be enjoying living in what used to be your house, sleeping in what used to be your bed spending hour after hour balls deep in the woman you love. Be seeing you faggot.”

Maid 117 cannot help breaking down in tears. The head warden asks why it is crying.

“Please Ma’am, I thought I was going home. I love my Mistress. I miss her so much! I can’t stand being away from her! Not for another year, please!”

And yet you will. You will because it is what your wife, your owner, requires. Since you obviously cannot hope to ever be of use to her as a man, becoming the best sissy maid you can be for her is all you have. It’s the only way you can please her. The only way she will have you in her life. The only way you can show her how much you love and worship her. Do you understand that maid 117?

“Yes Ma’am.”

Besides, it sounds to me like it’s no longer your home anyway. Your wife has moved on as she should. You are of no more importance to her than any other household appliance and the sooner you accept that the easier things will be for you.

Now to take your mind off your troubles and ready you for the next year of far more intense training, I’m going to have you strung up and flogged on the hour every hour for the next twenty-four hours. After that you will be placed in some extremely uncomfortable bondage and left on display for the other students to admire for a further twenty-four hours.

Provided those measures are successful in putting you in the right frame of mind to begin your second year with us, we will start by making you responsible for administering oral relief to all trainee maids as and when they are awarded it by a warden. We currently have over fifty trainees so you will have ample opportunity to polish your oral skills.

Your other training will consist of additional hours, raised standards and increased punishments. I intend to make you maid 117, but first I must break you, and break you I shall and soon, as I have an interesting little celebration coming up which I intend you to play a small part in.

Now get out and report to your supervisor.

All trainee maids, first and second year are standing to attention in the main hall of the academy, being addressed by the head warden.

At the end of this month the academy will be hosting a special event for existing and potential future owners. In the lead up to that event you will each be allocated and prepared to play one or more parts in the event.

Some of you will be learning song and dance routines to amuse our guests. Others will be serving drinks and snacks. The luckiest among you will be singled out for punishment, torture or humiliation demonstrations. These demonstrations may include flogging, whipping and caning, face slapping, being spat or peed on, as well as choking and breath play for our more adventurous honoured guests. These demonstrations will be carried out by your wardens, but guests will be encouraged to have a go themselves.

Finally, any of you may be chosen by a guest who requires more personal services, which they may partake of in public or in private according to their preference.

I would like to remind each of you that your demeanour and level of service on the day will reflect directly on the academy and its devoted staff, including me. For that reason, I recommend in the strongest possible terms that you are on your best behaviour, at your most compliant and obedient and maintain a smile and eagerness to please no matter the cost to you. I promise you that any trainee maid who fails to perform to the highest standard or who elicits anything but five-star feedback from a guest will have ample reason to regret their mistake.

On the special day second year trainee sissy maid 117 is one of a group of six trainees who are dressed as little gurls and performing nursery rhymes with childish actions for the laughing jeering audience of invited guests. It has no idea if its owner wife is among them until it sees her sitting two rows back enjoying a glass of wine. Beside her is the man in the video shown to him at the end of its first year, her live in lover. They make an attractive couple who, from their body language, are clearly in love and infatuated with each other.

Maid 117 cannot help forgetting itself and losing track of what it should be doing which results in six sharp cuts of a leather crop to the backs of its thighs by a closely watching warden. Even that atrocious pain is preferable to the acute humiliation it feels to be acting and performing as a sissy gurl in front of the wife it adores and her lover. It takes an enormous amount of will power for it to carry on and, by the end, tears of shame are rolling down its cheeks as it leaves the stage with its fellow performers.

A warden is waiting for it to inform it that its poor performance has earned it the honour of replacing another trainee for a torture demonstration. It is lead off to be secured to a wooden X frame, leather straps binding it tightly to the heavy wooden frame at wrists, elbows, ankles, thighs, waist and chest. A plastic bag is pulled over its head with the open end left lose around its neck. Its predicament and concerns for what comes next have it in a state of high anxiety, its quick panicked breathing fogging the inside of the plastic bag despite it not yet being sealed.

After an agonising wait guests begin to enter the room, chatting and laughing happily as they are served glasses of champagne by other trainee maids. Through the fogged-up plastic, maid 117 sees its owner wife enter accompanied by her lover. She is talking to another lady. A warden steps up close to it and whispers to it that the lady is Mistress Victoria, the one the head warden told them about when it first joined the academy, the one who beat her recently purchased maid unconscious simply for her own entertainment.

The room is quite tightly packed by the time the head warden enters and speaks to Mistress Victoria who is standing at the front of the small crowd with maid 117’s owner.

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our little breath play torture session. I’m sure some of you already know Mistress Victoria. She has very kindly made a very generous donation to the academy in return for the opportunity to demonstrate for us all her skills with breath play torture. Mistress Victoria, over to you.

If 117 had not been so tightly and comprehensively tied to the bondage cross its legs would not have supported it, as ice cold terror filled its belly.

“Good afternoon, everyone. I do enjoy having a sissy at my mercy, don’t you?” There is the sound of laughter. “My intention with this pathetic creature is to amuse myself and, I hope you too, by denying it oxygen right up until just before it loses consciousness. It sounds simple but it requires a certain amount of skill which can come only from lots of practice.

As you will see, it can be quite difficult with a desperately panicking sissy, to determine when it is genuinely on the point of collapse, to hold it there for as long as possible without allowing it to go over the edge, then after a brief pause for recovery, to do it all again, and again, and again. My record is six times, but I hope to beat that today.

Before I begin, I would like to thank Mistress Scarlet, the Head Warden for this opportunity and also Mistress Michelle, the owner of this poor creature. Now, with your permission I will begin.

Maid, I have no idea why you were chosen for this demonstration, but I promise to make you wish with every fibre of your body and mind that you were not. I am going to hold the neck of this plastic bag closed and we are all going to enjoy watching you as you panic. The bag is quite a tight fit to your head so your air will not last long. You may feel free to use however much of your precious air you wish, to beg and cry for mercy. It will make no difference except to increase our enjoyment of your plight. Let’s begin.”

In seconds maid 117 is engulfed in shear panic, heaving its chest trying desperately to feed oxygen to its starved lungs, writhing futilely at its unbreakable bonds, sweating profusely and crying out for mercy as the plastic bag clings to its face and is sucked into its wide-open mouth.

Then suddenly there is air, not enough, there can never be enough!

“That was just one minute sissy, I suggest you brace yourself, we have a long way to go yet.”

So it went on, Mistress Victoria pulling the end of the bag tight around maid 117’s neck, staring at it through the condensation inside, smiling like a cat playing with a mouse, laughing at its desperate pleas, judging with expert ease the very moment when it is about to suffocate and can remain conscious no more, then loosening her grip to allow just a trickle of air into the bag, enough to keep it alive, on the verge of passing out and holding it there for what seems to the poor creature like an eternity before leaving go and allowing it to gasp and cry and sob its way back to full consciousness.

Maid 117 has lost count of how many times it has tottered on the edge of being suffocated when it becomes aware of its beautiful owner wife peering through the plastic bag at it.

“Your owner would like to have a go sissy, I trust you have no objection,” he hears Mistress Victoria say.

Hoping that its owner will feel pity for it in a way that Mistress Victoria was never going to, maid 117 finds the strength from somewhere to renew its begging and pleading for mercy, for an end to its unbearable torment. Its hopes are dashed when she pulls the ends of the bag closed to the accompaniment of a hearty round of applause from the other fascinated observers, some of whom, maid 117 notices, now have trainee maids on their knees in front of them with heads up under their skirts.

The realisation that it truly has become nothing more than an entertainment, a means to gain perverted sexual excitement regardless of the cost to it, is at once both the fulfilment of its own perverted desires and the most dreadful confirmation of its hopeless position. Despite its state of extreme anxiety, it is shamefully aware of the desperate attempts of its long-denied cock to erect in defiance of the tight confines of its prison with its lining of cruelly sharp pins.

“Shall I let him breath now?” Its owner asks Mistress Victoria.

“That’s up to you dear; he’s your property.”

To maid 117’s ecstatic relief, its owner releases her grip just before it loses consciousness. She steps down from the stage accompanied by applause from the crowd of observers and rejoins her lover who embraces her, and they kiss deeply. Somehow maid 117 knows they will be fucking like rabbits back at their hotel tonight as they relive her property’s hellish torment.

“Shall we have one more go?” Mistress Victoria asks the crowd who cheer encouragement. “All the way this time?” She asks, looking to the Head Warden for permission.

That is up to its owner, the head warden smiles.

“Yes,” maid 117’s owner wife smiles as she looks at her property. “I think I would like that. I think we all would.”

The bag closes around maid 117’s neck one last time. Terror grips its heart as Mistress Victoria leans in to plant a sloppy kiss onto its lips through the wet plastic.

“No stopping this time sissy. I’m going to suffocate you all the way. That’s it. Good gurl. Let it go. Give in to it. You don’t need air, you just need to be of use to me, to your beautiful wife and her handsome lover, to this lovely audience. Nobody cares how scared you are. None of these lovely people are going to help you. They want to see you suffer. Suffer for us sissy. There you go, that’s it.”

In panic maid 117 tries to see through the condensation-soaked plastic, desperate to catch a glimpse of its owner, to know she is watching, taking enjoyment from its suffering.  

“Oh dear. Are you peeing yourself sissy? Dear me, what a naughty maid you are. Oops, and there she goes, out for the count. Now wasn’t that fun?”

The final day at the academy has arrived for trainee maid 117. The now fully trained maid is given a new uniform dress in black silk, ending above her knees with lots of frilly white petticoats underneath, with white lace frills, white stockings, four-inch black patent leather heels, white maid’s cap and frilly white apron. Once dressed she is strung up by her wrists to a wooden beam while two wardens apply a cane and a leather crop to her thighs producing bright red raised welts. She is given no reason for the harsh treatment but after two years of abuse has come to accept such treatment as her lot. She tries to please her tormentors by crying quietly and remaining as still as possible while they coldly and efficiently go about their task.

Afterwards she is taken to the office of the Head Warden to receive final instructions before her owner arrives to collect her.

Congratulations sissy maid 117, your time here is at an end and it falls to me to reinforce to you the main points of your training, so that you may be a useful asset to your generous owner. Your new uniform was her choice. I’m sure she will be pleased with the way it serves to highlight the marks on your thighs. It is very becoming in a maid to show the marks of punishment. Especially when that punishment has been given for no reason except the amusement of the person carrying it out.

Your owner and anyone else who encounters you in future will address you simply as ‘maid’. Whatever your name was it is gone now and there is no need for it to be replaced. As far as those you serve are concerned you have neither individuality nor personality, you are simply an appliance that exists to improve their quality of life through exemplary service.

You will never speak unless spoken to. You will keep your replies short, respectful and to the point. Nobody is interested in your thoughts, opinions, needs or wants. Indeed, these are the furthest things from their minds as they should always be from yours.

You should wear the piercings you have received at the request of your owner with pride since they mark you as her property. Your tongue piercing, as well as providing additional physical stimulation for anyone who decides to make use of your oral skills, gives you a delightful lisp which provides an audible reminder of your sissy status.

The ring through your nose, the large permanently fixed earrings and the heavy metal ring stamped with your owner’s name, that was welded shut around your neck will provide an obvious visible indication of ownership.

The wonderful long hair, permanent makeup and ridiculous false eyelashes are an unambiguous display of sissyhood and confirmation to anyone who sees you that you are completely and permanently feminised.

Remember maid, though you may bat those sissy eyelashes to please your betters and show your submissiveness, you must never look your superiors in the face. Keep your head up, your eyes down and a constant smile on those ridiculous filler-injected lips.

Never forget you must always aim to, not just provide every service required by your betters, but to anticipate the needs and requirements of your owner and any guests to her home. At the same time, when not actively engaged in housework or service, you must aspire to be invisible.

Always remember that you have zero importance outside of your role of service. Your own needs, hopes, desires or expectations are irrelevant. In short, maid, outside of using you for their convenience or amusement, nobody you ever encounter will spare a moment’s thought for your existence.

Your former life, whatever it was, is over, gone forever. You are now simply a product of this academy, an appliance to be used without thought or consideration. That is all that is left for you, be proud of it. You may love but you will never be loved. You may give every ounce of your being to serve. But those you serve will never waste an ounce of energy to even acknowledge your existence. Never forget how very fortunate you are to have received the training that will allow you to be of some small use to the woman you love and adore beyond measure. There are thousands of like-minded individuals who would give anything to be in your shoes.

Now, your owner is waiting in a room down the corridor. Follow me maid, remember your owner requested your training include very exaggerated mincing when you walk and deep respectful curtsies in the doorway when you enter or leave a room, as well as individual curtsies to each person in the room you enter or who enters the room you are in.

I suspect your owner will want to admire the welts on your thighs and she may want to examine your chastity cage to assure herself of the security and permanence she has paid extra for. Make sure you cooperate fully and respectfully. There is no need for shyness or embarrassment, remember you are no more than an object, a household appliance. To your betters you have no more significance than a vacuum cleaner. You are less valuable to your owner than a pair of her shoes. You might want to bear that in mind if you are allowed the privilege of cleaning those shoes.

Now, here we are. Are you ready? Just keep at the forefront of your sissy mind, you are nothing. Everyone is your superior in every way. I’m sure, when you see your owner wife you will be overcome with love and adoration for her. That is as it should be. Just remember what you are and that she can have no more feelings for you than she has for a floor mop. Give yourself completely to her service without hope that she will even notice you or your sacrifice.

Welcome to your new life maid.

After performing the required curtsies very carefully and standing self-consciously to attention while the Head Warden and her owner wife discuss her as if she really is just a convenient appliance that is changing hands, the maid is subjected, as she had been warned, to a humiliating inspection.

When the ordeal is finally over, she receives her first instruction from her owner which is to thank the Head Warden for her kindness and training by repeatedly kissing the soft leather of her knee length boots. Then it is off to the car; which had formerly been her pride and joy, back in the days when she still regarded herself as a man, where she is ordered into the back seat. With her owner in the front passenger seat and her owner’s lover driving they set off on what is to be an uncomfortable journey for the poor maid.

With head down and hands clasped meekly in her lap, the maid feels her face turning bright red as the woman she worships and adores casually discusses her with her lover.

“I can’t wait to fuck you in front of him,” Jake, enthuses.

“We’re referring to the maid as she, honey, remember?”

“OK, I can’t wait to fuck you in front of her, then! I want to be balls deep in you imagining how he, sorry she feels. How hurt and humiliated she will be, forced to watch me taking and owning what used to be hers. Forced to confront the reality that she will never touch you, never cum like a man, never even get an erection!”

“It is a massive turn on sweety, I agree.”

“Once we’ve teased and humiliated her though, and got off on fucking right in front of her while she just stands there or kneels watching and listening to what she’ll never have, never experience ever again, what then? We might as well get rid of her. You said the academy can sort that out, find a buyer and stuff, right?”

“Yes, honey they do offer that service and we might use it one day, but the whole point of having her trained was so she could make our lives easier. I want to live a life of leisure, not wear myself out doing housework and cleaning up after you. We have a maid now who will take care of all that. The cleaning, laundry, cooking, everything. I’ll be free to spend all my time with you or making myself beautiful for you. We can make love all day every day.”

“And night.”

“Yes baby, and night too. And the cost is virtually zero. She works for free. The training cost a fortune, but I don’t care. She signed everything over to me before we enrolled her at the academy. I have lots of money. I could afford to pay for several servants but why should I when I have a husband whose deepest desire is to serve me and my lover, to wait on us hand and foot for the rest of our lives, receiving nothing in return. It’s a gift!”

“We have to pay for her uniforms and feed her though.”

“Yes, but she will never leave the house so maid uniforms are all she will have, and she will work very hard to keep them in tip top condition or face the consequences. As for food, she will have to survive on our leftovers, eaten cold after serving us, waiting on us, washing dishes and cleaning the kitchen.”

“Wow, rough deal!”

“Not really, when you consider the fact that all she has had to eat for two years is an enriched gruel soaked in the wardens’ pee. I’m sure cold leftovers will taste amazing after that. Won’t they maid?”

“Yes Mistress,” the maid mumbles.

“Pardon?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”

“See? I don’t want her getting too many calories anyway. I like the girly figure the corset gives her, I want to keep her that way.”

“OK, I guess we’re keeping her then, at least for a while. I’m sure I can think of some ways to get some amusement out of her.”

“I’m sure you can baby. We can have her clean us up after we make love. So, we don’t even have to get out of bed.”

“Well except you know I always need get up to take a piss afterwards.”

“Not any more darling. You can use the maid as your urinal. She’s been trained to swallow large volumes of pee quickly. But if she lets any spill, you can have fun caning her for being careless.”

“And then whip her when she fails uniform inspection for having piss stains down her front!”

“Now you’re getting into the spirit. We are going to have such fun, you’ll see. You’ll wonder how we managed without a sissy maid.”

A tear rolls down the maid’s cheek as she listens to the excited conversation from the lovers in front. Hearing the reality of her situation spelled out in such naked humiliating detail is harder to take than she expected.




My name is Sissy Sally. When I finally plucked up the courage to confess my deepest desires – to become my wife’s sissy maid – I could not have known where her acceptance would lead. This is my life now:

Housework Duties

My normal outfit is a long Victorian maid uniform with corset and low heeled shoes, all with chains joining my collar, bracelets and anklets in order to make my job more uncomfortable, time-consuming and frustrating, but still possible. There is about 40 cm of chain between my wrists and between my ankles and wrists connected to my collar so that my hands cannot go below my waist. I not allowed to use ordinary household appliances such as washing machine, dishwasher, vacuum cleaner, dryer and so on, so I am constantly reminded of my domestic slavery.

My former wife, now Mistress enjoys making my housework more complicated, uncomfortable, tiring and humiliating – for punishment or just for her amusement – by intervening in both my uniform and bondage or by the withdrawal of her permission to use aids in working.

It is very common for me to be prohibited from using any kind of household appliance and the use of normal cleaning accessories is also severely limited. I must constantly wash dishes strictly by hand, just as I must wash all the laundry by hand; that of my Mistress, her lover, her mother and her younger sister. 

Furthermore, I am forced to iron the laundry with an old and heavy (almost 5 kg) iron without steam, with which it is very difficult to maintain the required standards of perfection resulting in a much-increased possibility of a well-deserved punishment.

Another thing often imposed on me just for the amusement of my betters, is to forbid the use of brooms, forcing me to collect dirt and wash the floors with cloths and rags held in my rubber-gloved hands, while crawling on all fours wearing a full length rubber apron over my usual maid uniform. The apron must, of course, be removed often for interruptions to attend to the needs of my Mistress or her guests.

My Mistress and her lover think it is hilarious to walk with dirty shoes right where I have just cleaned. I then have to clean their shoes with my tongue before cleaning the whole floor again. If they are feeling especially cruel, they tie my hands behind my back and force me to wipe the floor with a rag in my mouth. The rag also serves to muffle my sobs of despair.

Cleaning the bathrooms can be even more unpleasant for me as I may be forced to polish the sanitary fixtures with my tongue or clean the tile joints with a toothbrush. No matter what else I am doing I must stop to clean one of the three bathrooms after every time it is used. If anyone finds an unclean bathroom when they go to use it, I am severely punished.

No matter what difficulties or discomforts are placed in the way of me carrying out my duties, the standards required remain the same with severe punishments being allocated without hesitation or mercy.

My Mistress delights in finding new and inventive ways to make my working conditions more difficult, painful and humiliating.

One of her favorite amusements is to gag me and put a big butt plug in my bottom. Depending on the desired level of subjugation, she can go from simple ball gags – wearing a big ball gag for many hours is certainly not a joke – to dildo gags that fill my mouth and enter my throat, torturing my gag reflex. Sometimes, she will put her worn panties in place over my head, securing them with her stockings or pantyhose. The but plug too can vary in size from medium to very large. If she decides to fit the rear shield of my chastity belt, I then face the added possibility of her using a vibrating dildo or inflicting electric shocks.

My Mistress thinks that the combined use of dildo gags and large anal dildoes is an excellent way to make me feel both subjugated and servile, as well as sexually humiliated.

Nipple clamps are another easy and frequent imposition, perhaps connected with a cord to my collar or wrists, to make the clamps painfully stretch with my every movement.

Another simple thing is to intervene in my footwear. Being made to put on cruel 15 cm heel shoes, chained to my feet so that they cannot be taken off, and having to wear them for the whole day is a real and remarkable torture which usually results in tears. 

I also have a pair of ballet heels, but unfortunately, I am unable to walk in them. Mistress therefore often uses them as punishment by requiring me to simply stand in them or to wear them to clean on all fours. 

All my shoes are about half a size too small, so as to be extremely tight and uncomfortable, although still possible to wear. To make everything more fun for her and crueler for me, Mistress will often impose some insoles on which small pebbles have been attached with an adhesive tape. Walking in these shoes, or even standing in them, is such torture I cannot help but cry continuously, much to her and her lover’s amusement.

To improve my posture, I am sometimes required to wear a postural collar. Usually, the discomfort and inconvenience of the collar are imposed alongside a reduction in the length of my chains (for example, bringing the length of the chains at the ankles and wrists to no longer 25 cm). My Mistress tells me that seeing me desperately trotting around to do my chores like this is incredibly exciting for her. Which means, of course, that I should be delighted and grateful for the opportunity to please her.

If, instead of my full chastity belt, Mistress has decided to lock my redundant penis in one of my other chastity cages, perhaps the one with internal spikes or the inverted cage that pushes my penis back inside my body, she may decide to tightly tie the base of my swollen blue balls and then connect them with the center of the chain that unites my ankles. The connecting rope is adjusted to such a length that, to avoid painfully pulling down my balls, I must either keep my feet practically together, with evident enormous difficulty in movement, or I must keep my knees slightly bent. Whatever my decision, my poor balls are still painfully pulled down with every step and movement.

On days when my Mistress is feeling especially cruel or perhaps just bored, I may be made to wear under my corset and uniform, painful and itchy hessian underwear or, at the appropriate time of year, the leaves of stinging nettles.

While it is true that very rarely are all the preceding restrictions imposed on me at the same time, it is equally true that it is very unusual for a day to pass without my having to undergo at least one or two of them.

Most worryingly, I have been informed that the obligation to wear shoes with 15 cm heels, the reduction of the length of the chains and the imposition, at least for a certain number of hours a day, of a ball gag, are elements that could easily, in future, become default elements of my daily uniform.

Sexual Duties

Often when my Mistress and her lover have sex, they wish to enjoy their mutual passion without any involvement from their sissy maid. Sometimes, however, I may be allowed to be present and, on rare occasions, might be permitted to participate, though only in the most frustrating and humiliating of ways.

Sometimes I am tied up and gagged, often in very uncomfortable or tiring positions, observing my Master and Mistress enjoying each other for hours while I am denied any pleasure. In these cases, after a very short time, I begin to tremble with desperate excitement generated by the show I am watching.

The paradox is very apparent as there I am in bondage in the presence of the woman I love and adore and her chosen lover, who are having sex right in front of me. The pain of bondage and the humiliation of the scene excite me, as a slave and submissive, yet my desperate erection, often fueled by the forced dosing of Viagra, is denied, as it has been for over 10 years. There is enough to go crazy with frustration, and in fact, invariably, not a few minutes pass before I begin sobbing in despair, producing the effect of even more incredible arousal in my wife and her lover.

Other times, instead of being held in bondage, I may be left relatively free to serve at the bidding of the sexually excited couple, passing them towels or sex toys, serving them drinks in breaks; all the time helping them to become more aroused by my submissive acts.

For example, by kissing my Mistress’s feet while she is having sex with her man. Or by providing oral stimulation to one or other of them while they lovingly kiss and caress each other. Once they are ready, I am pushed or ordered away to kneel in the corner while they make wild and passionate love. I kneel there in abject sexual frustration and humiliation until they are finally finished. Then as they lie sweating and panting for air, I am often called forward to clean her overflowing pussy or his slick, still semi-hard cock with my slavish tongue.

Whatever I am required to do, I must do it all while looking desperately at what I cannot have, what I will never have again. It is a delicious agony to be submissively at the service of two cruel tormentors yet perpetually denied the slightest sexual pleasure!

At the end of these fun sex encounters, I am, invariably, reduced to a desperate and weeping mass of distress and hormones, and of frustration and despair. Of course, my Mistress and her lover immensely enjoy my desperation and love to add to my distress by mocking and humiliating me, cruelly reminding me of my condition and its irreversibility.

Forced Prostitution

If my Mistress is feeling particularly cruel, she will dress me like a street whore, with corset, fake boobs, miniskirt so short that it shows off my chastity belt, fishnet stockings, pole dancer shoes, extreme makeup and wig. In this humiliating outfit they take me somewhere in the car, ordering me to find my way to a location on foot where they will wait for me. I am forced to walk in a city that is still crowded, with open clubs and, especially in summer, people on the street; exposed to the amused gaze of those I meet, who easily mistake me for a transsexual prostitute who is no longer young and they express the most humiliating appreciation for me.

An even worse humiliation, however, is when I am forced to prostitute myself for them. They take me, obviously dressed as a prostitute, to an isolated ‘red light’ street of the city and make me stand there, walking back and forth like a real whore. My Mistress and her lover are in the car, close enough to have me in sight; ready to intervene in case of problems. The chosen street is far enough from the regular places of prostitutes to avoid any problem with pimps. The road is therefore not very busy. 

Usually, they only make me do this for a couple of hours maximum, so I don’t have many customers and, often, nothing happens. In these cases, of course, we go home, and they severely punish me for my ineptitude. 

When it happens that someone stops and, if they agree to pay the rate I have been told to ask, then I must, just like a real whore, satisfy my customer, usually with a blowjob but, sometimes, even more. Fortunately, I am allowed to insist that the customer wears a condom. You can imagine the devastating humiliation I experience when, back at home I must give my Mistress the money I earned.

My Mistress wife tells me regularly that she experiences thrilling sadism and pure exhilarating joy when she witnesses the level of degrading subjugation, she has brought me to. A man once free, handsome and rich, I am now a sexless slave who exists only for her convenience and amusement. 

Despite all of this, when the public humiliation is over, I invariably, and without receiving any order, prostrate myself at her feet to thank her for the cruel domination she subjects me to.




He arrives home very excited to hear about his hot wife’s afternoon date with the guy she had been talking to for several weeks on the dating site. He walks into the lounge to find her in her short black silk robe, black hold-up stockings and matching bedroom mules. As she turns away from the TV to face him, he is surprised and very curious to notice her mouth is filled with a large red ball gag. She holds out a note her date wrote before leaving.

Don’t try to remove the ball gag, it’s padlocked. I will remove it if and when I think your wife has learned her lesson. She is a decent fuck, but she has way too much to say for herself. She needs to understand that there is nothing she can say that will be of any interest to me. I don’t care what she thinks or how she feels. To me she is just a slut, a hole, a fuck, a cum dump. Her pretty mouth is for sucking my cock, not talking.

I’ll be round tomorrow morning to see if she has learned her lesson. Make sure she is naked and on her knees on the bedroom floor waiting for me. I’ll be bringing a couple of buddies with me, so she had better not show me up. You can go out like you did this time or kneel outside the bedroom door and listen to her getting fucked, I don’t care either way. After we leave you can give your wife a cuddle and tell her how much you love her while she has the spunk of three men dripping out of every one of her holes.

See if you have any bamboo canes in your garden shed. If you do, leave one on the bed for me in the morning. I’m interested to see how she deals with a bit of corporal punishment. Oh, and she sleeps alone now, you are in the guest room unless I say otherwise. The slut belongs to me now.

In shock he turns to his wife and asks her if it’s true, does she really belong to this guy? Does she really want to be treated like that?

Looking nervous and embarrassed, she takes his hand in both of hers, looks into his eyes and nods her head.

He asks again if she really wants to be this arsehole’s fuck meat. She nods again as a tear rolls down her face. She tries to say sorry, but the gag makes it unintelligible. He shushes her and reminds her she is not supposed to speak. He cuddles her and tells her he loves her then he gets to his feet. She hangs on to his hand and shakes her head, not wanting him to leave.

He smiles and tells her, “I’m going to look for a cane to leave for your lover tomorrow.’




She is standing at the kitchen sink wearing her blue pin striped silk pyjamas under her ultra-soft fluffy white dressing gown. On her feet she is wearing an incredibly cute pair of fluffy white slippers with grey teddy bears stitched to the tops. On her hands are pink Marigold gloves but she is not washing dishes.

Her husband stands beside her dressed in a full sissy gurl outfit with bright pink dress with lots of lace and covered in pink silk bows. His smooth hairless legs are encased in sheer white hold-up stockings, and his feet are sporting cute shiny pink Mary Jane girl’s shoes. On his head is a blond wig with pigtails. His face is made up with pink lipstick, lots of blusher, eyeshadow and ridiculously long eyelashes that make him blink repeatedly.

His dress is so short it reveals the tops of his stockings and the front of his sissy pink silk panties. She pulls the panties down a little to expose his tiny metal chastity cage, which she fondles and tugs at with her rubber-gloved fingers, checking its security. Her expression is cold and businesslike, and he knows from experience to fear the potential anger that lies just beneath the surface.

He is five months into a chastity period that was supposed to last three months but has been repeatedly extended by her for perceived transgressions of her constantly shifting rules and expectations of his attitude and behaviour. With still another month to go he is a nervous wreck in a constant state of anxiety over the possibility of her deciding to add yet more unbearable chastity time before allowing him a short, humiliating session of self-relief.

I want you sitting on the floor in the lounge surrounded with your dollies and colouring in a picture in your My Little Princess colouring book when Mike gets here.

Mike is her boyfriend.

He will probably take me straight to bed. I suggest you concentrate on finishing your picture and making sure it’s perfect. You can present it to Mike when we come out of the bedroom. Be sure to remember your manners Sissy. I want to see a nice deep curtsy. Address him as ‘Sir’ and don’t forget your lisp.

Tears form in his eyes as he contemplates the excruciating humiliation to come.

I can give you something to cry for if you like, Sissy! I warned you when you pestered me to adopt this lifestyle that there would be no half measures. I told you I would devote every minute to humiliating and frustrating you and making your life an unbearable misery. You insisted that was what you wanted so you only have yourself to blame. I told you it would be domination my way or no domination at all. Didn’t I?

“Yeth, Mithtweth.”

And what did you choose?

“Dominathon your way, Mithtweth.”

Would you like to change your mind now?

“No, Mithweth. Thank you, Mithtweth.”

Good. Then you accept that I will do whatever the fuck I like. And what I like is to frustrate and humiliate the sad pathetic excuse for a man that I married. So, you can stop hoping you can cry your way out of this. You can’t. And if your ridiculous parody of a little girl face is anything but perfect when you address my lover, you will regret it most sincerely, I promise you.

I’ve assured Mike that you are a pathetic excuse for a sissy faggot with no remaining trace of manhood or male ego. Do not make me a liar! I promised him that you are no threat to our relationship and in fact fully support the idea of him as my lover. Which is true, isn’t it sissy?

“Yeth, Mithtweth,” he mumbles.

I told him I showed you a picture of him and I could tell from your reaction and the questions you asked about him that I suspect you have a little sissy crush on him. I know that bit isn’t true, but I want it to appear from your behaviour around him that it is. Why? Because it will amuse me and probably him too.

She tries to hide the smile that threatens to break out on her face as the pathetic wimp makes no objection, instead telling her that he loves her. She feels her pussy lubricating at the evidence of what she has reduced her once proud and masculine husband to.

Just remember, if you dare step out of line just once tonight, you can kiss goodbye to any chance of relief in a month’s time. And I’ll add another six months. We’ll see how a year in chastity affects your willingness to behave properly.

He desperately wants to cry just at the idea of such unthinkable torture but fears her reaction if his tears cause his makeup to run. Instead, he drops to his knees and kisses her slippers, promising he will be good for her.

Go and start your colouring you pathetic creature. And I’d better hear you talking to your dollies and them replying as you do so, or else! Go on, get out of my sight!

She was going to need a session with her vibrator before she started getting ready for her boyfriend’s visit.




She is relaxing on the couch in the living room. She is wearing a knee-length black leather skirt, a fitted black cotton blouse and black hold-up stockings. She is resting her tiny feet, in cute little white fluffy slippers on the coffee table.

As her husband walks carefully into the room with an exaggerated mince, fingers holding out to either side the short skirt of his new pink sissy maid outfit, she looks up and smiles as she cocks her head to one side in a way that makes his heart melt and his long-deprived penis struggle pointlessly and hopelessly against the unyielding metal walls of its tiny chastity tube.

Look at you in your new dress Sissy! Aren’t you cute? There’s no mistaking what you are in that outfit is there? I like the new six-inch heels too. You are really going to know about it when you’ve worn those for a few hours!

As the sissy comes to an unsteady halt in front of her, he curtsies deeply, unable to stop himself staring at his wife’s leather skirt, those stunning stockinged legs and her impossibly cute little slippers. Entering the room behind him is his wife’s best friend Lorraine who walks past him, tosses the nasty looking leather crop she is carrying onto the coffee table and sits down beside her friend.

Have you been having problems with him? I could hear you shouting and him crying. Did you have to use your new crop again?

“Yes,” Lorraine sighs. “I thought we had the song and dance routine you wanted him to learn for tonight sorted, but when I made him go through it this morning it was terrible. So, I had to crop his worthless sissy backside. Then he got upset about the new dress. Can you believe he’s worried about what your boyfriend will think when he sees him in it?”

So, you cropped him again.

“Yes, twice.’

You are a silly sissy aren’t you, Samantha? Mr Brad picked that dress out for you and paid for it too. Do you want him to think you are ungrateful? And poor Miss Lorrainne has worked long and hard to teach you the routine I want you to perform tonight. It’s a very special night. As well as Mr Brad and Miss Lorraine, my mom will be here with my sister. You’ve always had a bit of a crush on Miss Karen, haven’t you Sissy Samantha? Which is funny because she really didn’t like you when you were pretending to be a man, but she despises you now, doesn’t she?

“Yes Mistress,” the thoroughly embarrassed wimp whispers as he bobs a respectful curtsy.

The point is that everyone has expectations of you. Your behaviour reflects on me. Do you want me to be embarrassed that my husband, who begged me to make him my sissy maid, is an even bigger disappointment as a maid than he was as a man?

He shakes his head, curtsies again and apologises.

I suppose it’s a lot for him to deal with. I think things have moved a lot further and faster than he anticipated. Maybe we should cut him a little slack, she suggests to her friend.

“Absolutely not Maria! The pathetic wimp deserves everything it gets. I won’t have it disrespecting me, you, your mom and sister or your boyfriend. I’m just not putting up with it!”

Turn around sissy and lift your skirt so I can see where Lorraine whipped you with her crop. Oh dear! That looks painful.

“Not painful enough to stop it making stupid mistakes,” Lorraine sighs.

Well, I was thinking of doubling the number of strokes awarded for a punishment from six to twelve. I think the pain factor would be much greater. Maybe that would get through to him. I think I’d enjoy it too, knowing how much additional agony I was causing him.

“Good idea,” Lorraine agrees. “We’ll start from now. Is the increase just for punishments? What about maintenance beatings?”

I think both. Beatings for any reason, even just for our amusement and with any implement. A dozen is the new minimum.

The sissy is devastated but knows there is nothing he can do to change his Mistress wife’s mind. He knows very well that she never goes back on a decision, and the ratchet only clicks one way. Change is always change for the worse.

“Will your mom be bringing the new cage, Maria?” Lorraine asks.

Oh, yes, I forgot to tell you Sissy Samantha. The new custom-made chastity cage mom ordered for you has finally arrived. She will be fitting it tonight. I would strongly advise you to make sure you show her how grateful you are. Unless you want her to be the first one to administer your new minimum dozen strokes. You know she’s been itching to try the new school cane she left hung on the back of your bedroom door last time she was here.

There’s something else I didn’t tell you as well. Mom ordered the cage with the one time only lock. Which means that once it goes on tonight, that’s it, it can never come off again.

“What? What is she saying?” The hapless sissy cannot take in the enormity of what he just heard.

Lorraine is laughing at his expression.

You know my aim when we started the lifestyle you begged me for was to gradually increase your periods of chastity, so you would have fewer and fewer opportunities for relief. I wanted the contrast in our sex lives to grow starker as we went on. My orgasms increasing exponentially in both quantity and quality, even as yours become ever rarer, more humiliating and more unsatisfying.

I warned you that I fully intended to bring an end to your sex life altogether by the time you were forty. The idea being that there would be lots of years left with you at your sexual prime, therefore multiplying the unbearableness of your loss. Well, what can I say? With mom’s help we got there early, you’re only thirty-five. You knew it was coming. But it was a distant threat, wasn’t it? And you probably hoped I might change my mind, didn’t you? You should know me better than that Sissy Samantha!

Mom has said from the start that she sees no reason why you should be allowed to spill your seed as if you are a man. She suggested we take a vote and I’m happy to tell you it was unanimous. Your sex life, such as it was, is over, my dear sissy husband. No more orgasms, no more erections. Ever. For the rest of your life.

You will spend the rest of your life serving me as my maid, without the slightest hope of gaining any sort of sexual reward for your efforts. You will live to please me and to facilitate my sex life, not your own. You will still have the desire, in fact it will multiply again and again, to hights I doubt you can yet imagine. You just won’t have the means or even the hope of obtaining the means, to do anything to ease your plight.

He starts to cry, unable to absorb the enormity of his loss. Having his orgasms restricted by his Mistress wife was hot for a submissive like him. Even having them ruined, whilst incredibly frustrating, was also ultra sexually stimulating. And yes, she had made sure to gradually reduce their frequency. But to never cum again?

He had been harbouring the thought that, one day, when they perhaps grew bored with their little game, he might be free to make love to her again. Imagine how that would feel. To slide his rock-hard erection inside her hot wet pussy, or between her sweet lips, or even into the tight depths of her gorgeous tight ass! To win her back. To retake possession of his beautiful wife. Now that was gone. And he could not even console himself with an occasional opportunity for a ruined orgasm between her magical fingers or, as was her latest method to humiliate and frustrate him, under the sole of her shoe. He had nothing. Nothing now, nothing in the future. Just the ever-growing pressure of extreme sexual arousal. Never to be relieved even slightly. To just get worse. Surely, he would go insane!

It is all too much and he drops to his knees with hands over his face as he sobs.

Lorraine threatens to give him something worth crying for if he ruins the makeup she just spent a lot of time on, but Maria is smiling.

Get it all out now Sissy Samantha. Then you can get yourself pulled together ready for tonight. If you work especially hard and perform your duties tonight properly and with obvious enthusiasm and respect, I might ask everyone if they think you deserve one last little dribble before your new cage is fitted and locked forever.

Hope! She has given him hope! He is overwhelmed with love for her. His face is level with her slippered feet as they rest on the coffee table and, with reckless abandon, he immediately begins kissing the rubber soles of those impossibly cute little slippers. How could a woman capable of callously ending his sex life on a whim, at the same time be so beautifully, stunningly, heartbreakingly cute and feminine?

Careful Sissy Samantha. If you drool on my slippers, I’ll ask Lorraine to crop you again. I’m not promising you relief, I’m just saying it might happen if you work hard enough. You would need a unanimous vote and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you how unlikely that is.

“I doubt if your mom would vote for it,” Lorraine laughs. “And there is no way Karen will go for it!”

I agree, but hope springs eternal, right Sissy Samantha? Worst case scenario I get the thrill of seeing the effect on my sissy maid of having his hopes dashed. I can’t begin to tell you what an aphrodisiac that is!

They both laugh.

Go and fetch my boots, Samantha, my favourite ones, black leather with brown heels and toes. Make sure they are freshly polished and immaculate; I want to wear them for Brad. He loves seeing me in leather skirt and boots. Hurry up sissy and I’ll allow you to help me put them on.

After polishing the already pristine boots and fetching then the maid kneels to reverently remove his Mistress wife’s slippers and slide the soft leather boots onto her tiny stocking feet, zipping them up as he fights the urge to kiss them with submissive love and awe.

You can put my slippers outside my bedroom door sissy. Tonight, after everyone has gone and Brad takes me to bed, I want you kneeling outside the closed bedroom door cuddling them as you listen to the sounds of a real man fucking your wife. It’s the closest you will ever get to a sex life now. I expect knowing you are out there breaking your heart over what you’ve lost forever, what I’ve taken from you, will help me achieve my best orgasms yet. You should be proud of that. Not to mention grateful. Well?

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for helping me to be a better maid for you. I love you and I’m proud to serve you”.

I’m glad to hear it. Now I think I’d like you to beg Miss Lorraine to take you back to your room for another whipping. Just to make sure you are in the right frame of mind when everyone arrives.

“Please Mistress Lorraine, please may I be whipped again to help me be a better maid?”

I notice there are no marks on the front of his thighs, Lorraine. I think he should have lots of very painful looking weals front, back sides, everywhere. Mom will appreciate it, I’m sure.  As will our Karen. Although, however many marks you give him, I’m pretty sure she will insist on adding to them!




Thank you for reading my book, I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please look out for more of my books on similar subject material available from the Kindle Library and Amazon.

Best Wishes    Victoria xxx
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