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INTRODUCTION

In chapter 1 of this book the cuckolded husband enjoys watching his hot wife behave like slut.

In chapter 2 a man loses three things; his promotion, his wife and then his manhood – and all to the same man.

In chapter 3 the sexy dominatrix reduces her poor devoted husband to nothing more than a eunuch slave to be used for the pleasure and amusement of her and her friends.

In chapter 4 our cuckoldrix shows a definite preference for younger lovers.

In chapter 5 a husband’s humiliation is completed when his wife gives her lover the key to her cuckold’s chastity cage.

In chapter 6 a sexy mistress demonstrates for her friend how her sissy husband is milked.

In chapter 7 we hear about a sexy game of sexual denial.

In chapter 8 a poor helpless sissy husband offers his heartless wife the ultimate demonstration of his love and devotion.

In chapter 9 a wife and her bull join forces to subjugate her poor husband.

In chapter 10 a hapless cuckold tries to negotiate his way out of humiliation but his strong willed mistress is having none of it.
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Chapter 1 – Back Alley Cuckold

My wife has gone out for the evening with "the girls" and I have driven into town to pick her up. I'm a little early, but I find a parking space almost opposite the pub. Just as I've switched off the engine and turned off the lights, I spot Debbie come out of the pub with a young guy. Before I can toot the horn or get out and call her, I see him take her hand and lead my wife towards an alleyway just up the road.

As they disappear into this alley, I get out of the car and decide to follow. I creep along and peering around a corner, I am treated to the sight of my wife and this young man in a clinch, kissing. I have no intention of interrupting them and watch avidly. My mouth is really dry, but my cock is stiffening rapidly, as I watch them kiss passionately, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths.

Debbie is wearing her white high heeled shoes, a quite tight, dark blue mini-skirt and a white silk blouse. I watch as this guy tugs at the front of her blouse and pulls it open to reveal my wife's bare breasts. He leans back to admire them, then takes one in each hand and rubs his thumbs across her nipples. Then he bends down to kiss them, and is soon licking and sucking at Debbie's erect nipples. She's enjoying that, her head is back and her eyes are closed, as her new friend concentrates on her exposed tits.

They kiss again and he nibbles at her neck. He reaches down and she brings the leg nearest me up for him to fondle her. He massages her bare thigh, reaching right under her skirt. Debbie puts her leg back down and the guy reaches up under both sides of her skirt and it rides up to show off her gorgeous thighs. He finds her panties and eases them down as far as her knees. Debbie shuffles her legs and her little white knickers fall to her ankles and she steps out of them, kicking them away. While he was doing this, Debbie has undone his flies and got his cock out and is obviously stroking it. I can't see his cock, but I'm sure it must be very hard - mine is. He puts his hands on my wife's shoulders to push her down, but she seems reluctant to kneel in front of him. Eventually though, she gets on her knees to face this man's young, eager penis and I see her kiss his knob. Then I watch her head move from side to side, as she kisses and licks up and down the shaft, before taking the whole length in her mouth. He's enjoying my wife sucking his cock and I can see his hips moving in time with her as he gently fucks her face.

Now she’s back on her feet and they try and manoeuvre into a more comfortable position. After a couple of attempts, he enters her and I watch enthralled as this young guy fucks my wife up against the wall like some common whore, her bare arse against the cold brickwork. They fuck urgently and noisily, until I can see him tense as he cums in her. Debbie climaxes too, but soon they uncouple and tidy themselves up. "I've got to go, my husband's picking me up soon,’ says Debbie.

‘That's a shame babe,’ he replies. ‘I fancy taking you home to fuck you some more - in my bed - all night.’

‘That would be lovely - maybe next time? I've got your mobile number.’

‘Okay Deb, I’ll let you go. But I'm keeping these knickers to remind me what a great fuck you are. I hope your old man doesn't notice!’ he laughed.

‘You don’t need to worry about him babe,’ my unfaithful spouse encourages her young lover. ‘You can keep the knickers until I see you next time.’

‘Ok,’ he smiles, obviously proud that he has this attractive woman hooked on his hard young cock. ‘Ring me next week, I want you in my bed.’

With that I hurry back to the car to wait for Debbie. Here she comes now. She looks sexy in those shoes and that mini-skirt. I hope she's going to tell me all about her evening when we get home. I really want to fuck her too, to try out her well used, sloppy cunt. As we drive home, it's great to know she has lost her knickers and I bet that lucky guy's cum is leaking from her to soak the back of her skirt. I can't wait to get her home!


Chapter 2 – Losing My Wife To The Man Who Stole My Promotion

I was kneeling facing the sofa, with my pants around my ankles, and plainly in view was the cock cage I was made to wear some months ago by my wife Ellen and her lover John. Facing me was my gorgeous brunette wife, wearing only a short, black transparent nightie which showed a tantalising glimpse of her large firm breasts, shaved pussy, and her long, white shapely legs.

Sitting beside her was John, who also had his pants around his ankles. His thick ten inch cock was erect, and being gently stoked up and down by my wife's little hands, which made his cock look even bigger. John had joined my company some ten months ago, and within a couple of months had taken the promotion I was sure would be mine.

"It’s Sod's Law, isn't it honey," my wife said to me. "That the virile man who took the job you should have had would have a huge cock, and end up taking your wife from you as well? Mind you, it might not have happened if you weren't such a weedy specimen, with the cock of a two year old boy!" John laughed out loud at this.

"How does it feel," Ellen continued. "To have to watch your wife playing with the cock of the man you despise the most?"

"I hate it," I replied miserably.

"Oh good," she laughed. "I am glad, because you know you have no choice don't you, what with that cage we you have to wear to stop me from leaving you, and the fact that John would be happy to beat the shit out of you if you don't do as you are told."

"Quite right wimp," John agreed. "I would break you in half!"

"Just look at this cock honey," Ellen teased me. It just begs to be sucked, don't you think?"

With that she took John’s cock into her mouth, and bobbed her head up and down it several times, causing her lover to groan with pleasure.

"You hear that honey?" she asked. "John really loves that. If course you don't know how that feels, do you, I have always refused to do that for you, because it is just such a pathetic size. His though is really manly, and worth sucking. Does it hurt to see me sucking on it, especially in your frustrated condition?"

"Yes, of course," I replied.

"If it’s any consolation," John cut in. ‘’It feels absolutely wonderful, your wife is a terrific cock sucker!" They both laughed at my miserable expression.

"You know what," Ellen remarked. "All this talk has got me wet, I think I need to get this cock in my pussy!"

Still facing me, Ellen straddled John's legs, held his cock and guided it into her willing pussy.

"Oh honey," she gasped. "He gets into me way deeper than you ever could!"

"Honey," I said urgently. "He doesn't have a condom on!"

"Oh yes," she laughed. "That could be dangerous, I could get pregnant."

"Do you want me to get one?" I suggested.

"No," she insisted. "I love the idea of your worst enemy putting a baby into your wife, especially now we have taken you out of the gene pool!"

"Please let me get a condom," I begged.

"No," she insisted. "Let's just see what happens!"

With that she began to bob up and down on John's cock, slowly at first, and then increasing speed as she became more vocal. As they came closer and closer to a climax, I could not help the tears beginning to roll down my cheeks.

"Oh look John, he’s crying!" Ellen laughed. "He doesn't want you knocking up his wife, don't you just love it?"

Shortly after that the two of them climaxed together, and he shot his load right up, into my wife. She got up and sat on the sofa.

"Come on then," she said to me. "If you don't want me pregnant, you had better suck up all of John's jizz!"

I desperately started licking up John's cum, in the hope of preventing any of it reaching her womb, as the two of them laughed at my efforts.

After I had finished that task, Ellen decided she would like to humiliate me even further in front of her lover. She made me sit on the floor with my head back and mouth open, and then proceeded to piss in my mouth, forcing me to drink it, with John laughing out loud, and calling me a pathetic fucking piss pot. When I finished, she made me lick up the last few drops from the polished wooden floor.

"Now pull your pants up wimp," she told me. ‘’And go and make dinner!"

I walked to the kitchen, with their derisive laughter ringing in my ears.

It was Saturday evening, and I was having a bath. As I was washing myself Ellen came in totally naked to fix her makeup, and I could not help taking a look at the gorgeous body that was now being denied to me.

"Look at you," Ellen laughed. ‘’That hungry look in your eyes as you look at my gorgeous figure. Now you know it is not for you, not now and not ever again. It belongs to that nasty man who took the job you should have had, and then took your wife, as you will see later on when he comes round to fuck me in front of you."

"Isn't it bad enough that he fucks you, and I am denied sex?" I asked her. "Why do you make me watch as well?"

"Because I want you to see what you are missing now, and will always be missing," she assured me. "And also, I know how miserable it makes you, due to your terrible jealousy, and the frustration you are caused by watching and being teased. I am going to make you watch every time he fucks me, while we both humiliate you, just as you deserve."

"Do you have no respect for me at all?" I asked her.

"Let me show you," she replied.

She then stepped into the bath, told me to lift my head and open my mouth, and then proceeded to piss down my throat, her new favourite way of humiliating and degrading me.

"That should answer your question," she told me, as she stepped back out of the bath. "After all, no real man would ever allow his wife to use his mouth as a piss pot, and I would never dream of doing that to a stud like John." She then laughed out loud, as I gagged on the awful taste of her piss.

When she had finished on her makeup, Ellen just put on a short silk robe, to await the arrival of her lover. She did not have to wait long before the bell rang, and she sent me to answer the door.

"Hello little dick," John said as I let him in. "I’ve come round to fuck your wife for you, since you are completely incapable of pleasing her. Come and watch me give her a kiss."

I was made to stand beside them, as they began kissing for several minutes. Eventually, Ellen broke away.

"Don't just stand there gawping, you useless fucking prick," she snapped. "Go and get my man and me a drink.’’ They both laughed, and agreed what a pathetic wimp I was, as I scurried off to prepare their drinks.

They sat kissing, cuddling and chatting, ignoring me entirely until their glasses needed refilling. Eventually, John announced he was horny, and suggested we all went up to the bedroom.

When we got there, John and Ellen began to get undressed, telling me to do the same, so they could laugh at my tiny dick in its cage, and my full balls, which were already looking quite blue.

"Right," Ellen said, after she got undressed and sat on the bed. "Get your sissy face between my legs and get my pussy wet. Make sure it’s really wet, you know how big John's cock is." I did as I was told, and then she told me to suck John's cock hard.

"Please don't make me do that," I asked. "You know I am not gay.’’

"I don't care," she insisted. "Get on your knees, and get him hard!"

Before I could protest more, John punched me hard in the gut, which had the effect of putting me on my knees, winded, as my wife laughed at my discomfort. She ordered me to suck him until he was rock hard so he could ram his cock into her willing pussy.

"Look at what a fucking wimp you married," John said, as he grabbed my hair, and pulled my head up and down on his cock.

"I know," Ellen laughed. "If I had known what a faggot he was, I would have thought twice. I just wish his friends and family could see this!"

"Maybe we could take some pictures sometime," John suggested to my horror.

"Great idea, Ellen agreed, "We’ll do it!"

Finally John was ready, and he pushed me away. Ellen made me lay on my back on the floor, and straddled my head.

"You are going to get a good view of John's cock going in and out of my pussy," she told me.  She then spat in my face, before getting into position.

"Oh, that feels so good in there," she groaned, as John entered her. "If you didn't have such a pin dick, you could be getting this. As it is, you will never get this again, you will be lucky if we ever let you cum again!"

John started fucking Ellen in earnest, much to her great pleasure. She got louder and louder as he speeded up, telling me how wonderful he was, how much she loved him, and how I was now nothing to her. I am sure it made her cum even harder when I began to cry at hearing her worlds. Finally, the two of them came at the same time, and John's cum flooded her womb. After a short while, John withdrew, and Ellen lowered her pussy to my face as the cum started to ooze out of her.

"Suck it all up wimp," she ordered, "If you don't want me to get pregnant. Although it’s bound to happen sooner or later, because I want a baby, and I know how much it will hurt you to have your worst enemy knocking me up!’’

I got out all the cum I could, and was then ordered to clean John's cock. They laughed at my obvious disgust of having to perform such an unpleasant act. I was then ordered to go to the spare room, leaving the door open, so that I would be able to hear them fucking later on.

Once again, their mocking laughter followed me, as I slunk out to the spare room, feeling jealous, humiliated and frustrated in equal measure. I knew though that, if not for the damned chastity cage, my deprived cock would be the hardest it had ever been!


Chapter 3 – Becoming Her Eunuch

My wife is a mature escort and Dominatrix. She also has a very active private love life and prefers black Bulls of any age and young, hung white Bulls. When She is not working, She normally sees about 3 or 4 guys a week. Sometimes I am allowed to watch and other times, She prefers to see them privately.

Like many cuckolds, I am given chores to do when She is seeing a Bull. It may be housework, but we are self-employed and many times, it is just boring clerical work which She assigns me. Well needless to say it is very difficult to keep my mind on business knowing that She is with a Bull. Lately She has become angry with me for not getting enough work done while She is out. Three nights ago She really gave me hell

"What have you been doing while I've been on my dates"? She asked.

"Well I don't know, I guess I've been trying to keep my mind on business." I replied.

"I know what you've been doing....you've been masturbating haven't you...well haven't you"? She yelled.

"Yes, Milady...but I always think of you, no one else, I swear" I replied meekly.

She calmed down "Now that's sweet honey, but I would expect you to only think of me. That doesn't make it any better does it?" She asked.

"No, Milady" I answered.

"Well I think I have a solution to this,’’ she sighed.  ‘’I tried putting you in chastity when Lady T was here but your little pee pee was just too small. You know that, don't you"? She stated in a quite business-like manner.

"Yes, Milady" I murmured as I hung my head.

"Well I think I know what to do about this." She said and didn't say another word that night. I went to bed wondering what She meant.

The next morning She made a few calls in private and then had me sit down next to Her....I was naked, as I normally am at home and She was dressed. "I have found a solution to your masturbation problem. Do you want to know what it is?" She asked.

I thought it would be another type of chastity device or something but I was wrong.

"Until I can trust that you are doing your work properly when I am with my Bulls, I have decided to arrange a cuck sitter for you.” She said in a matter-of-fact way.

“A cuck sitter”? I asked, “what do You mean Milady?’’

‘’Well just like a young child would get in all sorts of mischief while his Mother is out, you play with your little pee pee all the time when I am out. Is this not correct” She stated.

I was aghast at the thought but my little pee pee betrayed me by getting hard right away.

“See, you like the idea, don’t you”? She asked

‘’I don’t know Milady” I replied.

“Well you may not feel that way tonight when I go on my date” She said. “This time you will get some work done. Honestly the thought of you playing with that little thing while I am on a date stops me from truly enjoying myself. You don’t want that do you”? She asked.

“No Milady, you deserve to enjoy yourself to the fullest” I replied.

“Good boy. Now tonight I will introduce you to your first cuck sitter” She said.

I had to wait all day to see what would happen. I assisted Her bathing and getting dressed. This was something I always loved to do and of course it got me aroused. “I see Mr. pee pee is already aroused. It’s a good thing your sitter will be here tonight” She laughed.

I expected one of Her many sex professional friends to be my sitter. That would have been humiliating enough, but when the doorbell rang, She told me to answer it naked as normal. All of Her friends had seen me naked many times, so that would not be a big deal. However when I answered the door, I could not believe my eyes…..it was a young girl, about 20 years old!

“You must be the cuckold” she smiled and asked.

I was in shock and said “Yes, yes I am Miss”.

“Well are you going to keep me waiting by the door all day?” she asked as she immediately took control and had me apologize to her right away

“I am so sorry Miss..please, please come in,” I stammered. I was totally caught by surprise. Now I had served many Dominant Women and was used to being humiliated, but this was something new. I had never served a young woman of her age.

She entered the house and said, “Lovely place…I guess the Mistress of the house is getting dressed for Her date?’’

“Yes, yes Miss” I murmured.

“Well do you have a place for me to sit and maybe a drink”? She asked haughtily.

“Of course Miss,” I stammered as I showed Her to the chair Milady usually sits in and got her a glass of wine.

Just then Milady entered the room, “Well you must be Loren…your mother told me so much about you and you’re just as lovely as She said.’’

I was instructed to leave them alone as they chatted and then was told to come into the living room and to stand at attention and listen. Milady stated “This is Lady Karen’s daughter Loren, she will be your sitter tonight. I tried to have Lady Karen sit you, but she had a date too. Fortunately Loren is back from college on break right now and she has graciously offered to fill in.”

I was flabbergasted and didn’t know what to say.

“You will treat her just as you treat me…with respect and obedience. Do you understand” She asked.

“Yes, Milady of course.”

‘’Good, now you will cook and serve her dinner and then do your work. I have told her that I am maintaining an “open door” policy with you from now on in regards to use of the toilet. From now on whenever you use the bathroom, you will leave the door open so that I or your sitter know that you are not masturbating. You see I have filled her in on your masturbation problem.’’

Now I have suffered many humiliations over the years, but this was something new. “Do you mean even if I have to have a bowel movement Milady?’’

“Yes, how else can we know that you are not masturbating?’’

“Oh shit,” I thought, ‘’what have I gotten into?’’

My Mistress went on “Now I know this is very humiliating for you, but it is for your good. Just because I date a few times a week, should not mean that you don’t do your work. If your little pee pee was of a normal size we could fit you with a chastity device but it’s not is it? Even the extra small cages are too large for you. The only other solution would be to have you pierced and I don’t think you want that do you cucky?”

‘’No, Milady,’’ I replied softly.

“Then this is best solution. Now I have told Loren that if you are a good boy and get your work done, I may have a treat for you when I come home. Would you like that”? She asked

“Oh yes Milady, I’ll be good I promise,” I replied hopefully.

“Well we shall see. Now Loren, you are in full charge here. I know your Mom well and I know she raised you to be a Domme also, so this will be good practice for You. Enjoy yourself; you have the run of the house and cucky will be here to serve you in any way you requuire. I will be home around 2 am,“ She said and left.

The door closed and Miss Loren and I were alone. “This is going to be fun,” Miss Loren giggled. “Come over here cucky and let me take a good look at you. My Mom told me a little bit about cuckolding and I want to learn from you what this is all about.”

She was all smiles as she made herself comfortable. She was a beautiful young Lady and she was dressed very plainly with no makeup. “Usually I like to dress up kind of slutty with a lot of makeup, spike heels and a short skirt, but my Mom told me to behave myself too, because I am here to see that you do your work and not play with yourself. Now, let me take a look at that little thing….Oh dear, Mom told me it was small, but that’s smaller than any cock I have ever seen…and I’ve seen a lot of them! What does Milady call it?’’ she asked.

I hung my head and whispered “She calls it my little pee pee Miss.”

She burst out laughing. “Oh wow! That’s the funniest thing I ever heard. Wait till I tell my girlfriends! But actually it does look like a pee pee on a little boy doesn’t it” she laughed.

“Yes Miss Loren it looks like a little boy penis”. I stood in front of her while she looked me over. She had me turn around slowly…no doubt her Mom had told Her this is was good way to break in a sub….the humiliation was intense as I slowly turned.

“Bend over and spread em!’’ she ordered.

I now knew that this was going to be more than just “cuck sitting”.

“Your ass isn’t much to look at either. I love rimming a guy but I would think you don’t get that too often, do you?” she sneered.

“No Miss, never,” I said while still facing the other way.

“What? I can’t hear you?’’

“No Miss”….

”Well I can see why. Ok let me take a good look at that pee pee,” she said. I turned around beet red, but hard and as big as I could be. “It really is the tiniest cock I have ever seen…it does nothing for me and I can see why your Wife needs real men….can’t you?’’

I looked down and said “Yes Miss.’’ She didn’t touch it but she had me turn right and left and pull it aside. She then said, “Those balls are tiny too. My Mom said that she and your Mistress tried to fit you in a chastity device. Is that right?”

‘’Yes, Miss ..a CB6000 Small.”

She laughed and said “Yes I have seen them. Do you have it to show me?”

Once again all I could say is “Yes, Miss.’’

“Well then get it for me!’’

“Yes, Miss it’s in my bedroom,” I replied.

“Your bedroom, do you mean you don’t sleep in the same bedroom with your wife?” she asked.

“No Miss…I have my own small room, so that Milady can have privacy when She has a Bull here.’’

“That’s fantastic…I want to see it, show me,” she ordered.

So I showed her my little bedroom. It is really just a small guest room or child’s room. It is sparsely furnished with a bed, a chair, dresser, table and computer. However the thing that caught Her attention were the photos on the wall...all of black men.

“Well isn’t this a cute little room. Now just who are the handsome black men in the photos?” she asked.

I hung my head and said that they were ten of my Wife’s favourite Bulls.

She didn’t laugh as I had feared. Instead she said, “You know this cuckolding is a wonderful idea. This way you are always reminded of the real men She enjoys.”

“Yes, Miss” was once again all I could say.

I handed her the CB 6000 and She examined it closely. She held it up to my little cock but made sure not to touch it.

“It’s so cute. Too bad it doesn’t work. But then again if it worked I wouldn’t be here would I?’’

“No, Miss,” I murmured.

“Ok cuck, now you get to work on your computer and I will check in on you from time-to-time, understood?’’

“Yes, Miss”

I sat down and stared at my computer…my little cock was aching to be masturbated, but I knew I could not. I didn’t want to think what the consequences of attempting to jerk off would be….

So I sat at my computer and tried to get my mind on business…there would be hell to pay if I didn’t get any work done tonight. I sat there, naked with my little cock aching. I stared at the screen for what must have been ten minutes. Suddenly I heard “cucky, I need a drink!’’

I scurried down stairs to find Loren lounging on the couch with her shoes off and talking on her cell phone. It was obvious that she had called at one of her girlfriends and was talking about me. “It’s so tiny and you won’t believe what it’s called - little pee-pee,” she giggled and I could hear the girl on the line also laughing. She made me stand there in front of her as she went on, “yes, his wife is out with one of her black lovers and he is here serving me,” she laughed while I stood there naked with my head down. “Well what do you want?’’ she said

“I want to get you your drink but I don’t know what you want, Miss,” I said.

“Make me a Mai Tai,” she ordered.

“Yes Miss,” I answered quickly and went to the bar area to begin mixing her drink.

She continued on the phone like I wasn’t even there, “Well I have been doing mostly white guys but I have never really been pleased with their cocks. Some are ok but I think I want bigger. I am going to ask his wife to set me up with someone. Why not, I am 20 now and it’s time to really try some of this BBC I hear so much about.’’

I gave her the drink and she waved me off, “Get back to work cucky,’’ so I did.

An hour later I heard “Cucky come in here!’’ Then, as I stood in front of her waiting for instructions, she suddenly asked, “How long is it since you got laid?’’

“About 2 years Miss,” I replied as she stared at my cock.

“Well I can see why,” she smiled cruelly. ‘’What do you do to make sure your Wife has the sex she needs?’’

‘’Well I serve Her as Her private secretary and help Her to find Bulls, I suggest outfits for her to wear and help her prepare for Her dates. I am also a good masseur and give her an Avant massage Miss.’

“What is an Avant massage?” she asked.

“Well Avant in French means “before” and I concentrate on limbering her up before she has sex.  I also work on loosening up her anus because She loves anal sex, Miss”

“Now that’s a really wonderful idea!” she exclaimed…”I like that!” she laughed. “So what do you when she has a bull come to the house?’’

‘’I greet the Bull and serve them drinks, put out condoms and stay out of their way, unless they want me to be present Miss. If they go out, I make reservations for them for dinner if they wish and sometimes I drive them Miss.’’

“That is really a wonderful service to your Mistress. What do you do after she comes home or if the Bull leaves?’’ she asked.

“Well I help to undress her and put her clothes away and then I run a bath for Her and give her an Apres massage Miss…après means “after” in French Miss” I added.

“I gathered that cuckold,’’ she snarled, ‘’But what exactly does it entail?’’ she asked.

“Well Miss, I soothe her. Many times Her anus and vagina are swollen and Her breasts are sore from being bitten Miss.”

“Oh so your Mistress likes rough sex with her Bulls?” she smiled.

“Yes Miss, many times she has bite marks on her body also and I put cream on the marks Miss.’’

Miss Loren was very impressed. “You know I thought that this cuckolding was just some kind of a game but I can see that it really provides a great service. I think I might start thinking about getting one myself. I know at least two white guys at school who are crazy about me. They don’t appeal to me at all, but maybe I will have them start serving me. I know, when my roommate and I are done fucking our boyfriends, our room is a mess. I could have these wimps over to clean up…hmm..not a bad idea. If I did, what do you think they expect in return cucky?’’

“I don’t know Miss, maybe a chance to wash your underwear or to kiss your feet would be enough,” I guessed.

“That’s all? Shit I could that for these wimps. Maybe I will have them buy my books too!” she exclaimed

“I am sure they would Miss. They would do anything just to stand naked before you,” I added.

I was then sent back to my room and called for whenever she needed anything. She smoked and every time she needed a light, I was called. She also had me stop calling her “Miss” and instead I had to call her “Princess” and she truly acted like one.

After a while I had to pee and I asked permission and this was also a new humiliation.

I asked her “Princess may I please urinate?’’

“Oh okay, but I have to watch you in the bathroom. I told your Mistress I wouldn’t let you in there alone.“

So she followed me to the toilet and I sat down. “Why are you sitting down?’’ she asked.

“My Mistress makes me sit down because my little pee pee sometimes misses the toilet, Miss,” I answered red faced.

“Oh wow! I have got to tell my girlfriend; stay right there,” and she took a photo of me and sent it to her friend. They laughed and laughed. I went back to my work.

There were constant interruptions...”cucky I need a drink, light my cigarette, empty the ashtray, get me a snack.” She used the bathroom a few times and never flushed. “Cucky flush the toilet” she would yell.

I was still trying to get a bit of work done when I heard the door open; my Mistress had finally returned. She was a mess, as She always was when she came home after a date. Her stockings were off and her hair was messed and her face was red.

“Oh what a fucking he gave me…what a man!’’ she told Princess. “Cucky have you been a good boy?’’ she asked when she saw me.

“Yes Milady…I did everything Princess Loren asked,” I replied.

“Princess Loren..that’s wonderful…you must like being a cuck sitter!’’ she laughed.

Princess replied, “oh yes, I want one of my own!’’

“Well you deserve one. Did he get any work done?’’

“I think he did..did you cucky?”

‘’Yes Princess, I did get the project done Milady assigned me.’’

“Well then I think you deserve a reward. Thank you Loren I will tell your Mom what a good job you did and I would like you to cuck sit again if you wish.’’

Princess Loren replied, “anytime, I enjoyed it. Cucky has told me a lot about your relationship. Actually, I was going to ask you if you could hook me up with a well-endowed black guy, they sound like a lot of fun.’’

‘Well of course sweetheart,’’ Milady smiled as she looked through her address book and gave Princess the phone numbers of three of her bulls.

Princess left and Milady began dropping her clothes on the floor in the bedroom. “ I am going to need a bath and an apres massage...he really did me hard tonight. However, before you start my bath I have something for you cucky.’’

My little cock was stiff and Milady said, “aw…look how cute it is. Now get under the Queening Throne.’’

My heart raced…maybe there was some real cleaning up to do. But I didn’t get my hopes up because she always has her lover wear a condom.

“Get comfortable under there…no not by my pussy…move to my ass”…my heart pounded…..”my bull broke his condom the last time he fucked me, so I decided to give you a rare treat. Pucker your mouth all around my asshole and get good suction.’’

This had never happened before and it was totally unexpected. Soon gobs of cum began to slowly drop into my waiting mouth.

“Are you getting it all cucky? I hope you enjoy it. I told my bull I would let you have it. He fucked my ass raw so be gentle cucky.” She sat there for about 20 minutes…”Oh that’s so good..lick it gently. He was in there for over an hour and when he frog fucked me he pounded me so hard the condom broke and I could feel it was a huge load…so enjoy..don’t swallow right away…keep it in your mouth and enjoy it”

She sat there and I was in heaven but wondered if this was something new…she told me before she left that she would have a treat for me…..did the condom really break or did he not use one?

Milady sat over my face for a few more minutes and told me to continue licking Her anus…”Easy, gently….it’s so sore. Who do I have coming over tomorrow?”

“Bull Tom will be here tomorrow Milady.” I replied.

“Oh good, it’s been a few weeks since I was with him but I am concerned….he always fucks my ass so hard and he is so thick. I am going to want a really good apres treatment tonight.’’

I had anticipated that She would require a massage and had everything prepared. “It is all set up for You Milady,” I murmured.

“Good, get up and start soothing the rest of me.’’

I got up and felt a little dizzy. I didn’t even have time to wipe Her Bull’s cum from my face.

“Leave it on there….that’s another way you can share in my dates.’’

“Thank You Milady,” I said as She lay on the table.  

“Bull Luther was so rough tonight…he even spanked me a little. So be gentle and use lots of cream.”

For about 10 minutes I gently rubbed her bottom. I concentrated on massaging the rim of Her anus, but of course never going inside. I have actually developed a way to do this because so many of Milady’s friends I serve engage in very hard anal sex. I apply oil and then slowly and gently rub all around the rim of the anus.

Mistress Karen phoned the next evening to see how the cuck sitting went with her daughter Loren.

“It went very well…he even calls Her Princess Loren,” Milady laughed. “Yes, I think that cuck sitting may become more popular among us ladies. It’s a great solution to keeping the husbands docile when we date. I bet my hubby is not the only one who masturbates when he should be getting chores done.’’

Mistress Karen agreed and said that it was indeed a great solution, though most of Milady’s friends’ husbands were in chastity.

“Yes, even though he’s in chastity, this assures that he can’t just fuck off or try to rub his little pee pee.’’

As I was massaging Her and She spoke on the phone, She began to touch my aroused cock and flick it with her perfectly manicured fingers. “Ah, you should see it now…all hard and getting wet. He will have to learn that just because he gets a little hard on, that does not mean he is going to cum. OK, well I have Tom coming over tomorrow so I’d better get some sleep. Good night, Karen,” she said. “Okay, run my bath and then put me to bed cuckold.”

I already had Her bubble bath ready and assisted Her in getting in the tub. I sat on my knees as I gently washed Her back.

“You do realize that, since you no longer have sex and your masturbation is now under control that my goal is for you to be, in effect, a eunuch servant?’’ Milady began. ‘’Yes, I have been doing some reading on eunuchs in ancient Rome and that is really the best role for you. Now eunuchs are castrated but of course that’s not even something to discuss...I love you and would never have you castrated. Besides, I like you frustrated and desperate for relief. It’s not your desires I want to take away, it’s your ability to do anything about them. So, I think it would be best if you became my eunuch, but with your little balls intact. We will accomplish this simply by ignoring them. They’re so tiny no one can even notice them. So we are going to treat you as a eunuch. What do you say to that?”

I hung my head and said, “I knew this was coming, it was only a matter of time. I know you think that, if I cannot masturbate at any time, I will become more and more docile and that way I will become a better servant to You Milady.’

“Exactly and you will begin to take more joy in my pleasure and in serving me. I asked Mistress Karen if she would be available to cuck sit you tomorrow. She is supposed to see Lady Tracy for dinner tomorrow night, so I volunteered your services to the both of them. You will prepare drinks and cook for them. They may also want massages or other services.”

This was a statement – not a request, I would serve two dominant women. I had been with both many times, but not together and not without Milady.

“I will be honoured to serve the ladies, Milady.”

“Of course you will and you have been such a good servant tonight that I am going to give you another treat.”

I thought that She might allow me to pleasure her, but She had something else in mind.

“You know how I usually give you a little good night peck before you tuck me in?’’

‘’Yes, Milady,’’ I said.

“Well I spent a lot of time rimming my bull tonight and I thought, before you pour me my mouth wash, that I would give you a proper good night kiss and you can enjoy his fragrance. What do you have to say?”

‘’Oh thank You Milady, thank You!’’ I gushed, trying not to let her see my disgust.

She kissed me right on the lips for longer than She had since I became Her cuckold servant. I could taste the musky smell of Her Bull’s asshole and my little cock was standing straight out.

“Now see what I have done? I can’t trust you yet not to masturbate when you go to your room, so you can sleep on the floor next to me tonight. You can even have a blanket, but see that I am not disturbed! Do you understand boy?’’

“Oh yes Milady thank You.’’ She got into bed and I handed Her the vibrator. I listened while She moaned and after about five minutes She came and dropped the vibrator. It took me hours to get to sleep.

After serving Milady Her breakfast in bed, I got busy cleaning the house and preparing everything for the ladies who would be cuck sitting me that night. I also had to spend time cooking for them while meanwhile preparing Milady for Her date.

“I think it’s wonderful that Princess Loren is such a Domme at a young age,’’ Milady smiled. ‘’When I was young, very few women understood their potential. Now women like us can have it all…a loving husband who serves us and supports our lifestyle and all the sex we want from our Bulls. I can’t wait to talk with Loren to discuss cuckolding in more detail. “

The hours seem to fly by. I continued preparing for dinner and also managed to give Milady Her avant (before) massage before assisting Her in bathing and selecting Her outfit for the night. It was a revealing dress which was very low cut and short….there was no doubt She intended to have sex. She wore only a tiny g- string under it and Cuban stockings and garter belt. I only had to bathe myself and shave my face and my groin in preparation for the ladies…once again I would be naked, except for my collar.

Lady Karen arrived first and I greeted her at the door and bowed. She didn’t even look at me and just walked by to kiss and embrace Milady.

“I am just thrilled that Loren is becoming such a wonderful, young Domme. It is great that She has your cuck to practice with,’’ Lady Karen told Milady.

‘’Yes, it’s a win-win all around for you, for me, for Loren and even for the cuckold. You can be sure that Loren is getting to understand cuckolding and getting used to be being spoiled and I know that my eunuch will not try to touch himself while I am with my Bulls!”

The doorbell rang and I scurried over and opened the door for Lady Tracy. Now I have served Lady Karen a number of times, but I have served Lady Tracy only once.

“Hello cucky,” she chimed.

“Hello Lady Tracy, I am honoured to serve you tonight.”

“Of course you are cucky!” she laughed and kissed Milady and Lady Karen; long, slow kisses. “Oh you look so hot…which of the Bulls are you seeing tonight?“ she asked.

“Tony”…She said as She got a big smile on Her face.

“Oh you are going to be sore after tonight!” Lady Karen said. He just did me the other night and I could hardly walk afterward,” Lady Tracy exclaimed.

“Oh yeah, he’s not only hung but can he fuck! Boy can that guy fuck!“ Milady agreed and said, “But fortunately I have my cuckold here to sooth me afterward.’’

I was going to serve them drinks when Milady surprised me….”Cucky I have a present for you and now is the perfect time to give it to you.’’

“What is it Milady?’’

“Close your eyes and feel….I could not make out what was in the package.’’

Alright, you can open your eyes and unwrap it.’’

As I opened the package I really didn’t know what to expect. Then to my mortification I saw that it was a slave tray…the type that attaches to a collar by two chains and sticks out from the slave’s waist.

“See cucky….this will help You serve drinks or snacks or condoms to the ladies. What do you have to say?’’

I gulped and before I could say anything, the ladies burst out laughing.

‘’Ladies I know you think it’s funny but it’s also practical too,’’ Milady assured them. “Here cucky, let me attach it to your collar….that’s it….you look like a complete ladies’ servant.’’

‘’Thank You Milady, Thank You…I am sure the tray will allow me to serve better,’’ I murmured being even more humble than before.

“He is such a good slave and cuckold….I have to train mine better,” said Lady K.

“Yes and you will experience tonight how he serves two ladies for the first time. I know he will make me proud….won’t you cucky?” Milady said as She flicked her finger on my little cock and laughed.

I stood there under their gaze as they laughed from the couch they were sitting on. “Let’s try it out…go get the Ladies some wine”…I walked off into the bar area with my head hung low. When I returned the Ladies were all smiles as I served them their wine off the tray. This may have been the lowest point I had ever hit.

“Why do you look so glum cucky…don’t you like your gift?’’ Milady asked cruelly.

“Well yes I like it Milady but it’s so humiliating.” That got me a slap in the face.

“Let’s settle something right now and right in front of these Ladies. I told you that you are in fact now not only a cuckold, but a eunuch…did I not?”

I couldn’t believe She was saying this in front of the two ladies.

“You have to realize that you are in fact no longer a man in the true sense but a eunuch. Therefore you should be beyond being humiliated by serving. This is your role…your sad little excuse for a cock there is never going to have sex again and these ladies are here to be served and to make sure you don’t masturbate!”

Lady Karen exclaimed, “Yes the only role he has is serving and pleasing women.“  

Turning to the ladies Milady said, “Tell him honestly ladies, what you think about his tiny pee pee.’’

Lady Karen was the first to answer…”Well I for one have no hesitation in considering you to be a eunuch…your little cock and balls don’t interest me in the slightest. I have been looking at those tiny things for years and I am sick of you getting little hardons and asking to cum”.

That was bad enough but I knew far worse would come from Lady Tracy, who is a no-nonsense pro Domme and very tough. “Stand here in front of me….I am going to be vulgarly honest with you.’’

I looked down at the floor in shame.

‘’NO LOOK AT MY EYES WHILE I TELL YOU THIS! I am glad to finally be able to say this…I am sick of hearing from your Mistress about how you are always whining that you want her to allow you to jerk off. Well that’s over…to tell you the truth, your little cock and those tiny little peanuts disgust me….that’s right I find them disgusting and so will any other woman who ever sees them. Your Mistress has never really considered it a cock…just some ugly little bit of skin. Sadly for her, the poor kind dear hasn’t wanted to hurt your feelings in the past, but that’s over now. So there will be no more whining or hinting about masturbating. You are here for only one purpose…to serve! Do you understand eunuch?’’

I looked right into her eyes and I wanted to just crawl away….my eyes were tearing up a little. “Yes Lady Tracy I understand,’’ I said softly.

Milady said, “In time you will forget about sex completely. Serving and pleasing women will be your only desire, you will see.”

‘’Yes, Milady,’’ I murmured.

“Now I have a hot date and he just texted me to be outside. We are going to dinner and dancing and then back to his place. I won’t be back until the morning…be a good cuck…no a good eunuch tonight! Bye! “

The door closed and the two women sat on the couch and just stared at me. I knew not to speak. They just sat there and stared…I only wore my collar and the tray. I hadn’t realized that Milady was going to spend the night with Bull Tony. That meant that the Ladies would be sleeping at our home and I knew it would be a long night. Many of the Milady’s friends were bisexual and I knew that Lady Tracy and Lady Karen were regular lovers.

I knew tonight would not be easy and it would be a long night as well.

"What are we having for dinner tonight eunuch?" Lady Tracy asked.

"I have prepared salads, steaks and vegetables for you, ladies," I replied.

"Very well eunuch....I have to get used to calling you eunuch, I am so used to calling you cucky" she said in a serious manner. "Lady Karen and I will continue having our drinks first, so you may go back to the kitchen, of course you will not be dining with us, just serving us. Your Mistress said she uses a bell when she requires your service, where is it?"

I scurried off and returned with a bell we had purchased in Prague...

"Milady usually keeps it by the Her bed Lady Tracy," I told her.

"I see, well tonight we will keep it with us and we expect you to respond quickly".

"Yes, Lady Tracy," I said humbly.

Lady Tracy continued, "You will also keep out of our way...we haven't had time together in quite a while. You will speak only when addressed and keep your eyes down unless you are told otherwise".

"Yes, Lady Tracy," I replied again.

"Oh and anytime you are not directly serving us, you will be cleaning or making yourself useful. I will not tolerate a lazy servant. You are not here to relax....you are here to serve your betters!’’

After about 15 minutes the bell rang and I hurried in with my servant tray on and my collar and nothing else. "We need refills and you will have dinner waiting for us in 10 minutes. I expect that you have been trained in how to serve properly?" asked Lady Karen.

"Yes, Lady Karen has trained me in proper etiquette."

"Good, now go away.’’

I noticed that the Ladies were sitting very close together and were touching each other. I have been trained not to notice such intimacies so I pretended not to see them as I scurried off.

Ten minutes later the ladies were laughing as they entered the dining room. I helped each one of them get seated. I poured wine for both of them and served them their first courses. I then went to the corner and stood there with my eyes downcast. They laughed and talked about bull after bull they had been seeing recently. What was so humiliating was that they talked about the various bulls' penises like it was a sport.....this one was so big, this one was perfect because it hooked and it hit Lady Karen's g-spot. But the hardest thing to hear was how much size meant to both of them. I realized that any guy who thinks that size doesn't matter is truly just kidding himself. It was obvious that these two ladies were far more sexually active and far more sexually selective than I had ever realized.

Just hearing Lady Tracy talk about the bulls She had done in the last week, I realized she must have had at least five, not counting her clients. Lady Karen also spoke almost continually about sex and her bulls. I stood there with my head bowed, feeling completely inadequate and only responded when I was told, "more wine" or "more steak". They were getting drunk on the wine and Lady Karen called me over as she was talking about her most recent Bull who she had seen earlier that day.

"I mean he is hung..... Bill must be 10 times the size of this worthless eunuch!" I swear my little cock shrunk even more when hearing that.

I served dessert and awaited their pleasure.

"Go upstairs and prepare Milady's bedroom for us. It's been a long time since we have made love. We both love cock but there's nothing like a woman to really get me going," Lady Tracy barked. "Be sure there is a variety of dildos...oh yes, put out the double headed one. We don't need them, but they might be fun to get us squirting."

"Yes, Lady Tracy!" I answered.

I went to the bedroom, put on soft lighting and erotic music. I pulled back the sheets and lit a perfumed candle.

After a while, they entered Milady's bedroom...I stood in the corner with my slave tray. "Well eunuch it looks like you did a good job. Have you put out lube too?’’ I was asked by Lady Karen.

"Yes Lady Karen and I will go and get you some more takes if you like."

"Yes, get us some more wine and then you can leave us," she replied. I had expected this. But to my surprise she said, "After you get the wine, stand outside the door in case we need anything."

I was thrilled to be able to at least stand outside the door. By the time I returned from fetching the wine, the two ladies were making out and Lady Tracy had her brassiere off and Lady Karen was playing with her massive breasts...."good now leave us!’’

I could hear them kissing and moaning as I stood outside. After about 30 minutes I heard, "come in here eunuch!" I entered to find them in a 69 position with Lady Tracy on top.

"Take a good look at what two real women can do for each other,’’ she teased me.

I saw them licking each other and both seemed about ready to cum....suddenly they both began to moan and both began to orgasm. When they were done they sat up and I had the torment of seeing them both naked except for their stockings.

"That was wonderful...get us some more wine eunuch," Lady Tracy ordered. I came back to the room and stood respectfully in the corner. "Don't you think we need to freshen up eunuch?" Lady Karen barked.

"Of course Lady Karen," I sputtered.

"Get over here and put your tongue to good use....you have got to learn how to serve two women together. If you were a man you’d be fucking us both, but you’re not are you? You’re a eunuch, a servant, a slave even. There to be used as a rag to clean up the sweating bodies of your betters who, unlike you, are able to enjoy rewarding and satisfying sex lives.’

I had the pleasure of gently licking both of their vaginas....they were soaking.

"That was only round one!" laughed Lady Tracy.

I returned to the corner. Lady Karen decided to tease me for their amusement while they rested in each other’s arms. "So how does it feel to know that your Lady is being pleasured by one of her bulls tonight while you are here serving us"? she asked.

"I consider it a great honour to serve you ladies and I hope Milady is having wonderful sex with Her bull, Lady Karen," I replied.

They snickered and Lady Tracy said, "It really is wonderful having a cuck like you to serve us and to humiliate. Come over here....I want to see you tiny little cock. I hope, for your sake, it hasn't been getting hard watching us."

"I’m sorry Lady Tracy, Milady is training me not to react when I’m serving ladies as they have sex so as to not embarrass a lady and that she may feel totally at ease with my presence. But I couldn’t help it, you are both so beautiful….’

‘’Be silent!’’ Lady Tracy barked. ‘’Your Mistress will hear of this disgusting behaviour. I’m sure she will find a suitable way to punish you, I may even stay to watch her do it.’’

‘’Yes Lady Tracy, thank you Lady Tracy,’’ I blabbered, not knowing what else to say.

‘’It’s just as well it’s so tiny,’’ laughed Lady Karen, ‘’Even when it’s excited it’s still hardly noticeable!’’

"Even so,’’ laughed lady Tracy, ‘’Get rid of it and get your mind focussed eunuch. We have been looking at that double dong and I think we are going to use it next. I want you to hold it while we back into it and I don't expect any reaction from you!"

"Of course not Lady Tracy" I replied, having no idea how I was going to get rid of my little stiffy. I backed up and waited as they relaxed and drank their wine.

"Get that double dong greased up," Lady Karen ordered, which I did as both Ladies turned away from each other and began to slowly back up. "Hold that steady!" I was told and I did and watched it disappear..."now get out of here and go do the dishes!’’ I left, hoping my desperately straining cock had gone unnoticed. What kind of man hopes that two beautiful women will not notice his cock I wondered as I gently closed the bedroom door.

The next morning I awoke to hear Lady Tracy screaming from the bathroom, "Eunich I need you here now! I have no intention of using toilet paper while I am here. I know you have been properly trained for toilet service so get in here now!’’

I immediately put my face between her legs as Lady Tracy stood in the walk-in shower.

"Oh that feels good," she sighed as she began to pee into my mouth. ‘’I think we’ve finally found a use for you eunuch. Now lick me clean then you can stay there until Lady Karen needs to use you. We both expect a hearty breakfast too before your Mistress gets home. I can’t wait to hear what she got up to with her Bull last night. Then, of course, we need to inform her of the disgusting behaviour of your little thing, don’t we?’’

‘’Yes Lady Tracy,’’ I mumbled dejectedly.

‘’It’s really quite ridiculous,’’ she went on, ‘’your poor Mistress gives you the opportunity to serve as a eunuch for her friends and you can’t even get that right, can you?’’

‘’No Lady Tracy, I’m so sorry, it’s just that it’s been so long since I was allowed….’’

‘’I think you’ve mistaken me for someone who cares,’’ she interrupted then slapped my face hard. ‘’That’s how much I care you pathetic excuse for a man. I’m going to enjoy telling your Mistress how, instead of serving her friends, you spent the evening complaining that she never lets you play with that tiny useless thing between your legs!’’

‘’Please Lady Tracy, I’m sorry, please don’t tell her!’’ I begged, still on my knees.

‘’I’m sure she’ll be fascinated to learn that you tried to persuade me to lie to her,’’ she sneered. ‘’You’re in a world of trouble eunuch! And when your Mistress gets home you’re going to be in a world of pain, I can promise you that!’’


Chapter 4 – Wife’s Young Lovers

In October my wife Debbie was invited to go away for a week with a widowed friend of ours, Theresa. The plan was to stay with Theresa's brother in Colchester, but we'd agreed that should any opportunities arise whilst she was away Debbie was of course free to have sex with whoever took her fancy. That led to me shaving her pussy nice and smooth before she went, "just in case", as she put it with a smile.

The first couple of days passed uneventfully, but on the Wednesday Theresa and Debbie went into town for the evening. Colchester I recalled is an army garrison town and the home of the 2nd Battalion of the Parachute Regiment. The girls went to a large pub in the town centre and were soon chatting to and accepting drinks from two young squaddies. They were both 44 at the time and both had wedding rings on their fingers, but this didn't seem to deter these lads of 31 and 25. The younger one, Clark, homed in on Debbie and she lapped up the attention. Both women were invited back to the barracks at the end of the evening and both accepted.

Theresa was divorced, but as she knew me she remarked to Debbie, "What about Pete?"

She was a little shocked apparently by Debbie's response, "Oh, it's fine. I'll tell him. He lets me do it. He likes it."

Both left the pub with the soldiers and, at the barracks, the women had to produce ID to show the sentries. I bet they had a wry smile to themselves as they saw "Mrs" on both women's driving licences, but they were no doubt used to lads taking women, young, old or married, back to the barracks to make use of. They paired off to separate rooms and Debbie said she soon heard Theresa and her guy getting to know one another better across the hall. Soon Clark was making his intentions clear too and he fucked my wife that night and again in the morning.

Debbie returned for more of Clark's eager, young cock on Friday, Saturday, Sunday and Monday before the women had to head home. I remember meeting her at the coach station on their return. Debbie looked radiant, very contented and smiley. Theresa smiled too as I hugged and kissed my wife hello, no doubt remembering what the pair of them had been up to for the last few days.

My wife was in no doubt that Clark probably did this kind of thing all the time and assumed that he'd be out on the pull again already, but they had exchanged numbers and stayed in touch. He was posted to Afghanistan for a 6 months tour of duty a short while later, but I remember coming home one day to find Debbie very excited.

"Guess who's just messaged me?" she gushed.

Flattered that Clark was still interested, she eagerly arranged to meet up when he returned to the UK. Sure enough, a few months later, Debbie went off to a nearby seaside town to see him on two consecutive days. He was visiting family I believe, but he still found time to get re-acquainted and fuck my very grateful wife.

They met up again just two weeks later when Debbie went to Windsor for a week whilst 2 Para were based there. Clark put my wife up in a hotel where he was soon fucking her at every opportunity and she was loving it. Clark was however unhappy when Debbie cut her stay short due to the impending arrival of our grandson and that was that.

Yet again I met my very satisfied wife off the coach and, before we went to the hospital for our son's new arrival to be born we went to bed so Debbie could regale me with an account of her week away. Clark clearly enjoyed her more mature, married pussy a lot, even fucking her doggy style on a couple of occasions, something we rarely did. As we made love Debbie told me what a strong, muscular body Clark had (I'm slim and quite weedy) and how his cock tasted different to mine. I asked her if he was better in bed than me, already pretty sure of the answer.

"Yes!" she replied without hesitation.

"Tell me then,’’ I prompted.

"He's MUCH better in bed than you,’’ Debbie whispered.

That was too much for me and I involuntarily shot my load on her belly and the outside of her pussy. Almost disgusted, and no doubt disappointed at my self-control, Debbie ordered me to "Get down there and clean that up,’’ which I did with my tongue until I brought her off orally.

Clark had to go away again soon after that but my horny wife was already working on another potential young lover.

Chris was a regular customer in Debbie's shop. She was assistant manageress by now and apparently, he used to work there. He'd pop in every morning and if Debbie was working, he'd make a bee-line for her. I noticed his name cropping up in conversation at home quite a lot, so I asked her if she fancied him.

"Yeah!" she replied laughing.

She told me that he was only 23 and a bit cocky, but she admitted that she had started looking forward to him coming into the shop. He was definitely chatting her up, even though she'd told him she was 44 and married with kids.

"That's alright. I don't mind if you don't!,’’ he'd replied.

We discussed where this was going. Debbie was sure Chris would soon be asking her out and wanted my reassurance that I'd be okay with her going out with him for a drink after work. Sure enough, a few days later, he did ask her out, but so as not to look too eager, she told him she'd think about. When he asked her again, she said yes. He suggested an evening when the flat he shared with his sister would be empty, so he seemed pretty convinced that he'd get lucky and I re-assured Debbie again that I was fine with that. If she wanted to go back to his flat, she could. I even bought her condoms to help convince her! Debbie said that Chris had laughed when she'd said she'd have to tell her husband that she'd be late home due to "stock-taking."

Before their date, when she finished work one afternoon, Chris took her for breakfast then walked her to the station to catch her train home. She told me how they'd kissed passionately on the station platform in front of commuters like a proper couple. I took her out for dinner for her 45th birthday, but most of the conversation was about her impending date the following evening and how things might pan out.

Sure enough, as Debbie finished work that evening, Chris was waiting. Her colleagues and the little group of teenagers outside the shop would have watched as they walked to the pub, then later - after 2 or 3 drinks - seen them walk back past the shop towards Chris's flat. As soon as they were through the door, they were all over each other. Chris quickly pulled Debbie's dark green uniform polo shirt off over her head and her white bra soon followed, along with her black work trousers and her knickers.

Using one of the condoms I'd bought, Chris mounted her, fucking my wife urgently. Afterwards, he went to open a bottle of wine, so Debbie quickly rang me to say that she'd been "busy" and ask if the kids were okay. I knew what "busy" meant and yes, the kids were fine. In fact we were in the supermarket doing our weekly shop, though I was finding it hard to concentrate!

After wine and lots of kissing and cuddling, Chris was ready for round 2. This time Debbie went on top, her preferred positon, for a slower, more satisfying shag. Then, before he'd let her go home, Chris was able to fuck her again, so all three condoms I'd bought were used that evening. The perfect gentleman, Chris then walked Debbie back to the station, even travelling with her before catching his last train back. I picked her from the station and on the drive home they were texting one another. She told him she'd always wanted a toy boy "bit on the side", Chris replied, "Well, you've got one now." Another text said that the next time he saw her he was "going to fuck her brains out again." She told me all this in bed when we got home. Apart from her nipples being quite red from being sucked a lot, I would never have suspected she'd just been fucked 3 times, but her account was enough to encourage me to fuck her twice myself that night.

Debbie’s affair with Chris lasted several months until he got a girlfriend his own age. I thought I might get my horny wife to myself for a while but it didn’t work out that way.

We were getting ready to go out to celebrate my birthday with a meal in a posh restaurant and then some dancing at a local night club. Debbie looked gorgeous with a new sexy dress, long silky dark hair and perfect makeup. Her phone rang just as we were leaving and her face lit up with delight when she heard Clark’s voice. He was back in the UK and wanted to see her straight away. At first I wasn’t happy that our special night was being interrupted but Debbie promised me a special treat if I agreed to let her go to him and looking into those sexy mischievous eyes I couldn’t refuse her.

Clark had borrowed an army Landrover and was already headed for the town where we lived, having remembered where Debbie had mentioned previously we lived. My unfaithful wife smiled at me as she gave her eager young lover the address of the restaurant we had booked for my birthday. She even had the nerve to ask me to drop her off there! How could I not love such a cheeky little tease? She knew so well just how to push my buttons.

On the drive to the restaurant she got a text from him and read it to me. ‘He says he has a huge backlog of spunk he wants to give me!’

I spent my birthday night jerking off to thoughts of what my sexy wife was getting up to with her young and virile toy boy, holding off from cumming in anticipation of her return. It was the early hours of the morning when I heard her come in. I was already in bed and she rushed over to me, pulled off her sopping knickers and climbed up onto my face.

‘Here’s your special treat darling,’ she gasped as I began to lap at the swollen lips of her pussy. ‘I let him fuck me bare, your sexy hot wife is full of another man’s cum.’

She wasn’t joking when she said full either I realised as the thick spunk started to flood out of her unfaithful married pussy.

‘When you’re finished there, you’d better do my ass too honey. He fucked me there too. You don’t mind do you? Say it’s ok baby, say you like it, say you love it when I make you suck another man’s spunk from inside me! Oooooh fuckkkkk I’m cumming agaiiiiiiiiinnnnnn!’

I couldn’t say anything actually as my face was squashed into her soaking wet pussy and my mouth was filled with cum.

After Debbie had cum on my face and I’d finished licking clean her pussy and arsehole, she was exhausted and went to sleep murmuring for me not to dare jerk off. So I lay awake most of the night with my straining erection pressed into her back.

The next morning Debbie said that, as I’d been such a good husband she wanted to give me another birthday treat. She had me kneel at the side of the bed holding the sexy stiletto shoes she’d worn to dance away the previous night with her young lover.

‘Now, put your cock inside one of my shoes and hold the other one over your mouth and nose,’ she smiled at me. ‘I want you to cum in my shoe as you lick the inside of the other one. Go on sweetheart, show me what a great lover you are, fuck your unfaithful wife’s shoe. I’m going to be seeing Clark a lot when he finishes his tour and as long as he’s fucking me you won’t be. I’m sorry babe, but it’s what he wants and I want it too. So go ahead, show me you’re ok with that, show me you’re as turned on as I am about the idea of me belonging to another man, a man half your age.’

So I did.


Chapter 5 – A Change Of Keyholder

It was our wedding anniversary and we had arranged to celebrate our twenty years together with dinner at the restaurant where I’d originally proposed to her. I’d booked a table and arranged for flowers and chilled Champaign to be waiting for my gorgeous wife when we arrived there.

I was ready and waiting for her to come downstairs when the doorbell rang. Michelle appeared on the stairs looking sexy but sophisticated in a stunning little black dress, stockings and heels, her hair and makeup immaculate.

‘Who’s at the door honey?’ she asked me as she descended the stairs.

‘No idea,’ I answered, ‘I’ll get rid of them.’

When I opened the door my heart sank as I took in the grinning, self-assured arrogance of the man standing there. His name was Grant and he was my wife’s lover.

‘Hey loverboy,’ he greeted me mockingly, ‘aren’t you going to invite me in?’

‘We were just leaving actually, we have a table booked for dinner,’ I said quietly. Why did I always feel so inadequate in this man’s presence?

‘A table booked eh?’ he said as he pushed past me into the hallway, ‘what’s the occasion?’

‘It’s our wedding anniversary…..’ I mumbled to his back as my wife squealed with delight and ran into his arms.

I felt doubly pathetic as I stood there watching them kiss deeply but, as usual when I had the privilege of watching my unfaithful wife with her handsome lover, my long denied cock was straining desperately against the unyielding steel walls of the chastity cage that Michelle had given me on our wedding anniversary a year ago. At her insistence I’d worn it 24/7 from day one with release allowed only for cleaning and washing, both of which she supervised ruthlessly.

‘If we’re going to have a female led relationship then we’re going to do it properly!’ she’d warned me.

So, for a full twelve months, I’d been her virtual slave while she had teased and frustrated me, delighting in my new found eagerness to please her in the hopes of gaining release from the damned cage and the opportunity to fuck the shit out of my heartless teasing spouse. Or, failing that, just to be allowed to jerk off at her feet, anything to ease the growing desperation that was more than I could bear.

Her taking a lover had been my idea, but I had not realised how well she would play her part in my humiliation. She’d slept with a couple of guys before settling on Grant, a salesman who’d been shamelessly flirting with her for weeks where she worked. Michelle had been honest and up front about our femdom relationship from her first date with Grant and, to her delight, he’d been completely unfazed by it. In fact he took an immediate interest in helping my unfaithful wife drive me to the depths of frustrated humiliation. The fact that I loathed him just encouraged Michelle to devote herself to him more and more until it became inescapably clear to all of us that she was his woman and I was merely a convenient servant and occasional amusement for them both.

Perversely I had enjoyed my time as my beautiful wife’s chastised cuckold but hoped that it might finally be coming to an end. Michelle had sentenced me to twelve months without sexual relief and apart from a few nocturnal emissions and three ruined orgasms she’d managed to inflict on me by pressing her vibrator against the outside of my chastity cage, she had stuck to her promise. I was sure that tonight, on our wedding anniversary, she would finally reward my devotion. I was planning to thank her for playing such an excellent part in my fantasy and then ending the game. I was ready to go back to a vanilla relationship with the woman I was deeply in love with.

‘What are you doing here babe?’ my wife asked her lover when they finally paused for breath.

‘I need a blow job from my favourite little housewife,’ he grinned at her.

‘I’m not a housewife,’ she laughed, ‘he’s the housewife,’ she finished, pointing at me.

‘Well he’ll have to wait his turn won’t he,’ Grant leered as he placed his hands on my wife’s shoulders, encouraging her to her knees.

‘No,’ I thought, ‘not tonight, not when she’s taken so much trouble to make herself beautiful for me.’

But, to my horror, Michelle was already kneeling before her lover and undoing his belt.

‘Don’t get any in my hair,’ she warned him, ‘I’m going out with my husband,’ she laughed as she licked up the side of his huge rock hard cock.

‘That’s up to you sweetheart,’ he said as he took her cute ponytail in one hand and used it to work her head back and forth along his thickly veined weapon. ‘I’ve got about a gallon of spunk in these balls for you. I don’t give a fuck whether it goes in you or on you but you are getting the fucking lot bitch!’

I cringed at the crude threats of this disgusting pig but I was nevertheless transfixed by the image of my sweet and delicate wife, stretching her lipsticked mouth to accommodate her lover’s cock.

He must have been as desperate as he said because, after only a few minutes of disgusting slurping sounds from his bitch, Grant was groaning deeply, thrusting his hips to force himself yet deeper down my wife’s pretty throat, slapping her face with his free hand and calling her a cock sucking slut. Michelle’s eyes were watering as she fought her gag reflex. Then, suddenly, with a bellow of relief, he was cumming in my wife’s mouth.

I could see her adams apple bobbing as she tried her best to swallow his huge load of thick and potent crème but it was just too much for her. Spunk spurted from the corner of her mouth and even ran out of her nose before Grant finally pulled back, his giant cock sliding from between the gorgeous lips I’d kissed so often and so lovingly. Still he wasn’t finished though as, with a growel he grabbed his still pulsing cock and rubbed it over my darling wife’s beautiful face. Thick ropes of cum were still being launched from the end and landing in her hair when he ordered me to my knees beside my wife.

‘Clean up time faggot,’ he smirked at me before grabbing a handful of my hair and ramming his disgusting cock between my lips. ‘Suck it good you fucking fairy or I’ll take my belt to your sissy arse like I did last time!’ he threatened me. ‘Now lick the sweat off my balls while I say goodnight to your wife.’

As the door slammed behind him I was still on my knees, dying of embarrassment but almost doubled over in pain as my own inferior cock made its brave but futile attempt to grow. My once immaculate wife was now leaning dishevelled against the wall and I heard her say breathlessly, ‘Get on your back.’

‘What?’ I mumbled, not sure if I’d heard her properly.

‘Your back, get on your fucking back. You need to eat me out,’ she yelled at me as she reached under her dress to rip down her panties.

At least I was to be honoured with the priveledge of making my wife cum on our anniversary, I thought, although she made it very clear, as she ground her pussy over my helpless sweating face, that it wasn’t me who had rendered her in this state or who she was thinking of as she came.

By the time we’d tidied ourselves up and reached the restaurant we were nearly an hour late. Fortunately it wasn’t busy so we still got our meal. What I did not get was an opportunity to ask my wife if we could end this game we’d decided to play and go back to our vanilla relationship. Partly that was because Michelle spent most of the night extolling the virtues of her brash young stud, but also it was because I did not want to risk spoiling her mood. She’d promised me earlier that, as it was such a special occasion, I could sleep in her bed with her. Naturally I anticipated that meant I had a good chance of gaining release from the damned cage and finally being able to make love to my wife. So I just sat there listening to the woman I loved sing the praises of her lover, a man I loathed and detested, a man whose cock I imagined I could still taste in my mouth.

When we got home Michelle lounged on the couch while I got her a glass of wine. Then, to demonstrate my love and devotion, I removed her sexy stilettos and sucked her tiny toes through the nylon of her stockings. She sighed contentedly as she picked up her phone and placed a Skype call to Grant.

‘High baby, I just wanted you to know how hot you made me when you made me blow you tonight. Hubby wants to ask you something too, don’t you cuckold?’

No, I didn’t actually. I didn’t want any contact at all with that pig, but my devious wife wasn’t going to be denied her sadistic pleasure.

‘Come on now husband,’ she smiled persuasively, ‘ask my lover to be your key holder.’

What? Why would I do that? I hated him. I wanted my wife to own my cock, not him!

‘Do it now sweety or I’ll ask him to come over here now and take his belt to your sissy ass. Then I’ll take him to my bed instead of you. So what’s it going to be?’

‘Please will you be my key holder,’ I mumbled as Michelle held her phone in front of my face.

‘Please what?’ Grant demanded.

‘Please sir,’ I answered, unable to meet his eyes.

‘All of it fuckwit, say all of it and let me hear you mean it!’

‘Please sir, it would be a great honour for me if you would hold the keys to my chastity cage.’

Taking her phone back, my wife leaned back on the couch to join her lover in laughing at me as she forced her toes back into my mouth.

When we finally went upstairs I made to follow my wife into her bedroom.

‘Where do you think you’re going cuckold?’ she demanded.

‘You said I could sleep with you,’ I reminded her.

‘That was when I was your key holder, my boyfriend owns your useless little cock now. So, if you want to sleep with me I suggest you ask him. Shall I phone him for you?’ she smiled sweetly.

‘No,’ I replied in defeat, ‘It’s ok, I’ll sleep in my own room.’

‘You’ll sleep on the floor outside my door cuckold,’ she replied, ‘just in case I need anything during the night, ok? Sweet dreams cuckold.’

So there I slept, or tried to. My sexual frustration kept me awake with dreams of my beautiful wife in the arms of her brutish lover. Also I had to open her bedroom door and crawl under the covers of her bed to lick her to a satisfying orgasm twice during the night. Each time she told me she was getting hot thinking of her lover. She screamed his name as she came, tearing at my hair then told me to fuck off back outside her door. What a woman!


Chapter 6 – A Sissy Is Milked

Maria had spent all day making herself beautiful and packing her sexiest lingerie for the upcoming weekend away with her virile young lover, Mike. Having finished her preparations she was sitting on the edge of her king-size double bed chatting excitedly with her best friend, Lorraine.

Maria’s sissy maid husband had been standing self-consciously in front of them for some time waiting and hoping for a few moments of her wife’s attention before she left. It was a very special day for Constance the maid; formerly Connor the husband. Today, Constance hoped, was relief day; the day she had been waiting ten frustrating sexless weeks for.

Normally her mistress would allow her relief at roughly four week intervals but there had been some ‘disappointing behaviour issues’ recently which had resulted firstly in an extension to her chastity period and then a relief session being cancelled completely. Consequently Constance was especially nervous and particularly desperate to please her Mistress wife in order to gain the sexual relief she craved so much it had become all she could think of.

Maria was immaculately dressed in an expensive grey silk dress, black stockings and six inch heeled black patent leather court shoes. Her hair and makeup were salon perfect and she dripped with expensive jewellery. She was a very beautiful and very sophisticated lady who knew exactly what she wanted, which right now was to show off her complete control over her hapless but entirely devoted maid by humiliating her in front of her friend Lorraine.

Lorraine had arrived straight from her regular session at the gym and was still wearing her skin tight leggings and crop top with a cute pair of white trainers. The white cotton trainer socks she was wearing had little pink pompoms that dangled over the heels of her trainers. Constance couldn’t take her eyes off them.  

These relief sessions for her sissy maid were amusing but sometimes, like now, an inconvenient waste of her time. Michael her lover would be here to collect her soon and he was not a man who liked to be kept waiting. Unlike her pathetic sissy husband, Michael was a real man; the kind of man who took what he wanted regardless of who or what got in his way. He was taking Maria to his parent’s house for the weekend where he’d promised her a couple of nights of steamy lovemaking in his childhood bed. The house, he’d told her was huge, so they would have plenty of privacy and the smallness of the bed would mean they would have to sleep wrapped in each other’s arms. That was not a problem as far as Maria was concerned as she considered the erotic symbolism of making love in the same bed where her handsome lover had spent so many nights as a young boy, wanking over the thought of one day fucking a beautiful women like Maria.

Maria would normally have simply informed her sissy maid that his relief was delayed or even cancelled until further notice but Lorraine had been pestering her to let her watch the useless faggot getting his humiliating milking for months, so here they were.

Poor Constance, dressed as she was in full sissy maid’s uniform, wig and makeup, was twiddling with the hem of her apron when her Mistress snapped at her, ‘Stop fiddling girl! Tell Mistress Lorraine what you’re wearing under your uniform.’

‘A nappy Miss,’ Constance mumbled as she stared at the floor.

‘Speak up Constance!’ Lorraine shouted; surprising Maria and making sissy Constance jump.

‘I’m wearing a nappy, Miss Lorraine,’ the maid said more clearly.

‘Look at me girl,’ Lorraine insisted, revelling in the shame and embarrassment she saw in his eyes when he finally plucked up the courage to look her in the eye. ‘Your Mistress tells me your tiny little excuse for a cock is now permanently caged, is that correct?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine,’ Constance confirmed, fiddling again with her apron as she squirmed under the cruel relentless stares of the two beautiful women. Why did her Mistress have to invite her friend to see her like this? Did she not understand how devastatingly embarrassing it was?

‘Why do you think that is young lady?’ Lorraine teased.

‘Because it’s of no use to anyone Miss,’ the sissy responded.

‘If it’s as small as I’ve heard then I think that’s entirely reasonable, don’t you?’

‘Yes Miss.’

‘I’m actually hoping that, if I keep it locked away long enough,’ Maria informed her friend, ‘she will lose the ability to get an erection anyway, even a tiny one. Then the chastity cage may become obsolete.’

‘Like her tiny cock is obsolete?’ laughed Lorraine.

‘Exactly,’ smiled Maria. ‘Tell Miss Lorraine what else you have in your nappy sissy.’

‘A vibrator Miss.’

‘A vibrator,’ queried Lorraine, ‘why?’

‘It’s only a very small one,’ Maria explained. ‘So small she has trouble keeping it in don’t you girl?’

‘What do you mean,’ asked Lorraine.

‘Tell her where it is sissy,’ Maria ordered her maid.

‘It’s up my bottom Miss,’ Constance blushed brighter still.

‘It’s how I milk her,’ explained Maria. ‘She has to insert the vibrator and, careful not to let it drop out, put on the nappy and come back and stand to attention until I can be bothered with her. It’s remote control so I turn it on and let it do its job. Being locked in a tiny cage inside the nappy, her little cock feels nothing at all. But the vibrator stimulates her prostate and, if I give it long enough, results in a slow draining of semen into her nappy.’

‘Wow,’ laughed Lorraine, ‘so she gets no sexual relief at all!’

‘Not really,’ Maria confirmed with a proud grin, ‘there’s just the slight temporary release of pressure.’

‘And being inside the nappy means no mess!’ added Lorraine.

‘That’s right,’ Maria confirmed. ‘Also, standing there dressed as a sissy maid, being drained into a nappy, means that any feeling of enjoyment is minimised and any lingering feelings of masculinity are eliminated completely. The whole process is as far removed from a male orgasm as possible; it’s simply a necessary chore to be taken care of as quickly and efficiently as possible.’

‘And how do you feel about that Constance?’ Lorraine asked.

‘I’m very grateful to Mistress Maria for her time and her kindness Miss,’ Constance simpered, even giving a small curtsy in hope of placating her Mistress and securing her relief. It wasn’t much but it was all she had and the thought of going just another day without being milked was just too much to contemplate.

‘So how long do you give her,’ Lorraine enquired, ‘to cum I mean.’

‘Oh it’s not cumming babe,’ Maria laughed, ‘not even close. I doubt if the little slut can even remember what cumming feels like. It’s more of a pathetic dribble that normally begins after about one minute.’

‘One minute,’ Lorraine gasped, ‘one fucking minute? She waits, what four weeks?’

‘Ten weeks this time, but that’s her own fault,’ Maria interrupted.

‘Ten weeks then,’ Lorraine laughed, ‘for a single minute of pleasure?!’

‘Usually its over quicker than that,’ Maria smiled at her friend. ‘She usually starts humping her sissy hips before the minute is up. That’s when I know she’s about to start dribbling so I turn off the vibrator.’

‘You cruel bitch!’ Laughed Lorraine. ‘She waits all that time and you ruin it for her!’

‘Of course I do,’ confirmed Maria. ‘I don’t want to spoil her! Besides, I’ve found it keeps her keen and desperate to please.’

‘I bet it fucking does!’ gasped Lorraine. ‘The poor little slut never gets proper relief; she’s in a constant state of arousal! She must be going insane!’

‘She loves it,’ scoffed Maria, ‘Don’t you Constance?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ the poor sissy confirmed. How could she dare say otherwise?

‘Ok, I want to see it!’ Lorraine cried, clapping her hands in excitement.

‘Alright,’ agreed Maria. ‘Eyes down Constance, back up straight, toes together, heels apart, elbows bent, let your wrists go loose. That’s it, you look like a perfect sissy, now remember, not a sound. I’m running late so I’m only going to allow you thirty seconds, if that’s not enough then obviously you weren’t that desperate anyway. So, here we go.’

Constance screwed her eyes closed when the vibrator inside her bottom began to buzz. The sensation was overwhelming and she wanted to concentrate on just cumming but there were so many distractions. What must the beautiful Miss Lorraine think of her? How was she supposed to gain relief in just thirty measly seconds? Talk about being a premature ejaculator! And what about her poor little cock straining against the walls of its prison? What had she done? Why had she persuaded her beautiful wife to start down this road? And she was beautiful, so, so beautiful! What would it be like to hold her again, to make love to her like a man? But she mustn’t have such thoughts, her Mistress forbade it and it was pointless anyway. Hadn’t Mistress Maria said earlier that she was working on destroying her maid’s ability to even get an erection? What good was he to her or to any woman with a tiny permanently limp little dick?

Then, suddenly she heard her Mistress saying, ‘Ten more seconds sissy Constance.’

It was so fucking unfair! She was going away with her lover for the weekend; no doubt she’d be fucking for hours! Her boyfriend would be coming countless times, in her pussy, her mouth and probably her ass. The macho pig could fuck Mistress Maria whenever and however he liked while the poor maid, the one who had worked so hard to win the heart of this stunning woman, the one who worked day and night to please her no matter what the cost to herself; she got thirty seconds after waiting ten fucking weeks! Thirty seconds from the woman who had promised to love, honour and cherish him!

‘Five seconds slut,’ Mistress Maria warned.

That was it, poor Constance was losing it. Biting her bottom lip to stop herself crying out, partly in lust but partly in frustration, she began bucking her hips involuntarily.

Lorraine was laughing at the ridiculous spectacle and laughed even harder when Maria immediately shut off the vibrator, ending the short period of stimulation that was all the sissy maid had to get her over the edge.

‘Look at her,’ Lorraine cried, wiping tears of laughter from her face, ‘her girly hips are thrusting away for nothing, there’s nothing there, it’s fucking pathetic!’

Constance’s eyes had rolled back in her head and her mouth gaped open as she felt the backlog of spunk trickle from her caged cock to soak into her nappy. It was over – already – it was fucking over. She’d waited so long! It was over so fast and she’d hardly felt it! There should be more than this. Please, there had to be more!

But there wasn’t and now it would be at least another four weeks of frustration before there was any chance of further relief. How was she going to face it? She felt drained of her spunk but her sexual frustration was undiminished. In fact, if anything, it was worse!

‘Look at the stupid little slut’s face,’ cried Lorraine, ‘she looks dazed! I think she might be going to cry!’

‘She usually does,’ agreed Maria. ‘I think it’s the disappointment of not getting a proper orgasm mixed with the realisation that this is all she’ll ever have.’

‘I love it!’ gushed Lorraine. ‘So what now?’

‘Well, I’ll have to go soon, but Constance is overdue a maintenance beating. I promised her she’d get one today before I left,’ Maria sighed.

‘Hey, I could do that couldn’t I?’ asked Lorraine with a grin, ‘then you can leave for your dirty weekend.

‘I suppose so,’ answered Maria, ‘yea, why not? It will be a nice change for the little slut to get her arse brayed by someone else; especially when that someone is a beautiful sexy lady that she has a crush on.’

‘She has a crush on me?’ queried Lorraine.

‘Of course she does,’ laughed Maria, ‘look at her face.’

Constance knew her face was bright red and that just made her even more embarrassed. What did any woman care about the hopeless infatuations of a sissy maid? If she was a man, any man even an ugly one, then maybe Lorraine would be flattered to some extent…but she wasn’t, she was a sissy, not a man but not a woman but a laughing stock to both.

Oh, bless her,’ smiled Lorraine sweetly. ‘What exactly is maintenance beating anyway?’

‘Well,’ explained Maria to her best friend, ‘if Constance does something wrong or fails to meet my expectations then naturally she is punished. That would be a punishment beating. But, the thing is, when she hasn’t done anything wrong, I need to remind her what the consequences will be if she does. That’s a maintenance beating. It maintains her awareness that she can’t afford to become complacent you see.’

‘And, of course, it gives you an excuse to beat the poor thing,’ added Lorraine.

‘Well yes, of course,’ smiled Maria. ‘At the end of the day she’s my maid, my servant, well my slave really, so naturally she has to expect to be regularly abused and beaten at her Mistress’s whim. Don’t you Constance?’

‘Yes Mistress’.

‘So what do I need to do,’ demanded Lorraine, far too eagerly for Constance’s liking.

‘Constance will show you to the basement,’ Maria explained to her friend. ‘There’s a whipping block down there, she can show you how she needs to be strapped down to it. Obviously she’ll need to lose the nappy and the plastic pants. The vibrator she can remove to be cleaned and put away afterwards. Then you just need to choose an implement. They’re all hanging on the wall down there. As a newbie you’ll probably want to try out a few options till you find what you like best.’

‘Sounds good,’ smirked Lorraine.

‘Oh you’ll love it I’m sure,’ laughed Maria, ‘I doubt if Constance will but she’s not supposed to.’

‘So how many smacks should I give the little slut?’

‘That’s entirely up to you babe,’ Maria answered. ‘For a maintenance beating I usually start with the leather strap or the wooden paddle. Once I have her sobbing, I usually switch to one of the light bamboo canes. Not the dragon cane though, that’s reserved for real punishments, she’s absolutely terrified of that one!’

‘So you don’t have a number in mind beforehand then?’ Lorraine asked.

‘It kind of depends what mood I’m in, but usually between twelve and twenty four is about right.’

‘Wow, that must be agony for her!’ gasped Lorraine. ‘And that’s when she hasn’t even done anything wrong!’

‘Yea, I know, I’m a bitch,’ laughed Maria, ‘but my faithful little maid wouldn’t have me any other way, would you maid?’

‘No Mistress,’ Constance mumbled, head down and fingers fiddling with the lace edges of her immaculate white apron.

‘Ok, I think I’ll give her a dozen with the paddle and a dozen with the cane,’ suggested Lorraine as Constance cringed in fear of what she knew was coming.

‘Whatever you like babe,’ Maria cuddled her friend. ‘I forgot to mention though, her beating doesn’t start until she’s properly sobbing.’

‘What do you mean,’ asked Lorraine.

‘Well, I’ve found that, to really drive the message home, I need her in the proper frame of mind to learn from her pain. The way I know she’s in that frame of mind is by watching for when she breaks down and really starts to sob. Then and only then does her beating properly begin.’

‘So you don’t count the strokes until she starts crying?’

‘Not just crying, sobbing her heart out. She can fake a few tears and she probably will with you because she knows you’re inexperienced. I recommend you just ignore those. Ignore her pleading and begging too. Gag her if she gets on your nerves. There’s a ball gag down there if you need it but I usually use a pair of my stockings or tights or sometimes my gym socks. Then I take off the panties I’m wearing and pull them over her head, arranging the crotch over her nose. A sissy maid should be reminded who her Mistress is while she’s beaten.’

‘Wow,’ gasped Lorraine, ‘I can see me getting addicted to this!’

‘Why do you think I look so happy all the time,’ Maria laughed. ‘Well, of course there’s Mike’s big cock as well, but there is definitely something deeply satisfying and sadistically rewarding about giving one’s devoted sissy a sound hiding!’

‘Well rest assured Maria,’ promised Lorraine, ‘a sound hiding is what she’s going to get. Now and again each day until you’re back home. I’m going to come round every day and check on her.’

‘Torment her you mean,’ smiled Maria.

‘That too,’ Lorraine giggled.

‘Oh, there’s the doorbell, that will be my sexy hunk of a boyfriend come to whisk me away for a romantic weekend,’ gasped Maria excitedly.

‘Is he coming in?’ asked Lorraine. ‘He might like to watch me beat your maid.’

‘That’s a nice idea,’ agreed Maria, ‘poor Constance is terrified of him you know. But we really need to get going. Maybe when we get back he can stay for a while. He likes to watch me beat Constance and I like to watch him do it. With the three of us I think we could have quite the party, couldn’t we Constance dear?’

‘Yes Mmmmm istress,’ the maid stuttered, shivering with fear at the prospect.

‘Why don’t you keep a log of any misbehaviours or faults, however tiny, while I’m away? Then, we can make it a proper punishment beating for the three of us to enjoy?’

‘I can do that,’ smiled Lorraine evilly. ‘Now go on, enjoy your weekend and don’t worry about a thing here. We’ll be just fine won’t we sissy?’

‘Y y y yes M m mmiss Lorraine.’


Chapter 7 - Marbles

My wife keeps me in a chastity device 24/7 from which I am released only for cleaning and shaving and only under strict supervision. She thinks it’s very amusing that I have the opportunity to win sexual relief every day (so long as I have not done anything to annoy or displease her), but that opportunity is controlled entirely by luck.

The cruel but inventive love of my life keeps a bag of 30 blue marbles, 5 green marbles and 1 white marble. Every night before bed I draw a marble and if it’s one of the 30 blue, there is no cumming for me that night and it gets set to the side, so every day I draw one my odds get better. If it’s the 1 white marble, then it’s my lucky day and I get to cum that day, all the marbles go back into the bag and we start over. If it’s one of the 5 green marbles, then all the blue ones that got pulled out go back into the bag so I have to start over.

A couple of weeks ago things were going well; 6 blue marbles were out of the bag, increasing my odds. The big question wass if I would pick a green marble before the white one. The next night, I spent some extra time and attention on her pussy with my tongue and fingers, bringing her to a more intense than normal. As she basked in the afterglow I asked her if she hoped I was going to pick the white marble so that I could make love to her. She caught me off guard by saying, she was not really bothered and her cruel indifference had my cock straining to escape its prison. She retrieved the bag and held it up for me to delve into with my hand and sure enough I picked another blue, which just made her laugh.

‘Oh bad luck sweetheart,’ she smirked, ‘I was going to let you make love to me as well. Oh well, never mind, maybe next time.’

Arguing would only have resulted in my being denied the opportunity to pick out a marble the next night so I kept quiet and went to bed horny and frustrated – again!

The next night, after some foreplay as I was about to start licking her pussy I asked her if she was feeling lucky and wanted to pick my marble for me. As I began licking her wet pussy, I could hear the clinking of the marbles in the bag.

Then as things heated up, between some deep breathes she just whispered, ‘sorry, not tonight.’

It made me hot, as I focused on her and brought her to a nice fulfilling orgasm with my tongue.

‘Poor baby,’ she pouted when she’d recovered from her second orgasm. ‘How about I let you draw a marble too if you would like?’

Of course took her up on it and sure enough............... I drew a green one. She loved it and said the look on my face was priceless. She told me she was glad because she wasn't ready to let me cum yet. So, 7 marbles went back into the bag and I was left yet again on the edge, holding her satisfied body in my arms and looking into her mischievous sparkling eyes. What a fabulous sight!

I was in Vegas for a business trip for two nights after that and, while I was away, it occurred to me that, if she was feeling really cruel, she could always remove the white marble while I was away so, when I get back, I don't have a chance at all until she wants to put it back in. It’s all part of the game, I guess. She has made the comment every time I have drawn a blue one that she is glad because she doesn't think I am ready yet, so she may have already taken the white one out. Anyway, she is having the time of her life and I am climbing the wall with lust for her.

I got home 2 nights ago and she told me that each night she had picked a marble for me. We had agreed she didn't like the thought of me wanking myself, so it didn't count anyway, but she thought it would still be hot. The first night she picked a blue one, and the second night I just got a text that said, ‘Oh dear, what a shame you aren't home’. Of course, that was very hot.

When I got home, I grilled her on what marble she had really picked, and she swore that she had picked the white one. I was very sceptical, but she usually cracks when I put the pressure on her. Either she has realized what really gets me going and has been able to stick to it, or she really did pick the white one when it was no good to me. Since I’d been away she let me pick 2 marbles again, both of which were blue....so she got 4 orgasms that night, and me.....none.

Then last night my horny wife decided she had gone long enough without the feel of my hard cock inside her. She changed the rules so that in future I will lick her to a couple of orgasms and then be released from my chastity cage to fuck her. The only problem for me is that I have to pick a marble while I’m inside her and, unless it’s the white one, I don’t get to cum. Instead its back into the damned cage after a few teasing strokes inside her velvet pussy.

After being denied my wife’s pussy for so long I thought it would be romantic if she picked for me while I was making love to her.

When she did she just said, ‘Looks like your luck is only good when you are away sweety.’

I had to stop right then to keep from cumming deep inside her. So I have 3 blues out of the bag and am hot and horny as ever lol.

We have made love the last 3 or 4 nights, pretty much the same way, with me licking her to an intense orgasm, and then making love to her, which usually brings her to another quick orgasm. I then beg her to let me cum as usually within only a minute or so, I am so close. I am so sensitive there is no way I can last any length of time. Of course my begging is always answered by no. She loves teasing me by playing with my nipples and moving her pussy just the right way so that I have to pull out quick otherwise I would explode inside her.

I asked her yesterday if she’d ever cheated by removing the white ball making it impossible for me to pick it out. She laughed and said, ‘No, not yet, I haven’t needed to, but it’s an interesting idea. Or maybe I could put in extra green ones?’

Boy do I love that woman and her evil mind. I almost came right then when I heard that.


Chapter 8 – A Sissy’s Ultimate Gift

Mark checked his face in the bathroom mirror one last time. His lips, enhanced by collagen injections, had been painted in their sexiest Cupid's bow pout. His brows were plucked in delicate arches. His bleached hair was cut to shoulder-length. After several years of electrolysis, hormones, and bleaching, his skin was smooth and hairless. He looked as pretty as he was ever going to look. He felt the usual nervousness that he always felt whenever he went out on a ‘date’, even though he'd been living as a woman for the last year and even though this was no date.

Outside he heard his wife Diane and her lover Richard talking about a vacation they were taking in a couple of weeks. How could they talk so casually? He felt a pang of sadness when he heard they were going to Maui. Twelve years before, Mark and Diane had honeymooned there. But it was far too late to change anything now.

‘Let's go Monica,’ Diane called out impatiently from the other room. ‘We haven't got forever. And you have a lot less time than that.’

Richard laughed at the crude joke. Mark swallowed another shot of whiskey. His hand, with its delicate, pink-nailed fingers, was trembling.

His wife and her boyfriend were sitting in the only two chairs in the dingy motel room when Mark walked in, clickety-clacking on pink, sling back sandals. It had taken him a long time to learn how to walk gracefully on such tall, thin high-heels. He heard Richard give a low, mocking whistle, but Mark had been used by enough men in enough cheesy motel rooms to recognize the hint of real desire there.

His ex-wife slapped playfully at her lover’s arm and looked Mark up and down.

‘Well Monica,’ she said archly, ‘don't you look the trashy cutie?’

‘Don't be mean,’ Richard said, still joking. ‘You've got to give her points for effort.’

‘Yeah,’ Diane said, ‘the worthless prick did try awful hard at being a sissy. It was about the only thing he was ever any good at.’

‘Hey,’ Richard said quietly, ‘ease up or you'll scare him even more than he is already. You don't want him to change his mind, do you?’

Mark guessed that he wasn't supposed to hear that last remark, or Richard figured it made no difference if he did. The fact was that it probably didn't make any difference. He didn't have much will to resist whatever they might have suggested. Long hours of conditioning from his beautiful but heartless wife had left him with precious little in the way of will power. Still, Diane seemed to consider Richard's words and her tone softened.

‘It's okay Monica honey,’ she cooed. ‘Don't be scared. It's all going to be okay. Richard's right. You do look absolutely lovely. I’m proud of you and I’m so pleased that you’ve decided to show me how much you really love me.’

Mark knew his wife well enough to understand that she hadn't really changed her opinion. She thought he was pathetic and he couldn’t blame her. What kind of man persuades his wife to take a lover and turn him into a sissy maid in permanent chastity? But that didn't really matter either. Not anymore. Nothing mattered, but the immediate present. It was all Mark had left. He just wanted things to go easier over the next, hopefully short, moments of his pitiful life. He was glad enough just to hear a beautiful voice, even if it’s kindness was fake, even if his wife's gentleness, like Richard's, was all just an act.

Oh Fuck, Mark thought, putting out a hand to keep his balance. He suddenly felt unstable on the heels and sat on the edge of the thin, dirty-looking bed. How can I go through with this?

‘Have you written your note, sweetie?’ Diane asked in sugared tones. ‘That's important. You didn't forget, did you?’

Mark nodded his head. ‘I remembered, Ma’am.’

He felt like he was going to vomit, suddenly terrified. He tried to keep his eyes on the floor. He didn't want to look at what he knew he'd see hanging from the plaster-covered beam above the open closet. That's where it would happen, just outside the closet, Mark thought, how ironic.

‘Read it to make sure, will you Richard?’

Diane's boyfriend went over to the night-table where Mark had left the suicide note. He picked it up and read it out loud. In it, Mark explained how much he loved and worshiped his wife and how grateful he was to her for helping him to live his fantasy of becoming her maid. He said how he didn’t blame her for finding love in the arms of a real man after he’d been the one to persuade her to take a lover. Then he went on to say that he accepted full responsibility for his wife’s decision to leave him but that he simply could not face life without her. His life was meaningless if he could not serve the woman he loved and so he had decided to make the ultimate sacrifice – to die for her.

‘It's all there,’ Richard said, ‘just like you told him. Air-tight and legal. There shouldn't be any suspicions or inquiries.’

‘You did a good job Monica,’ Diane said, approvingly. ‘You got it down to the letter. You'd have made an excellent secretary.’

Mark ignored her sarcasm. He had already shown her the bank statements, the stock options, everything she hadn't managed to take from him when he’d signed the slave agreement. He showed her the signed documents that made her his beneficiary in the event of his death. She'd taken most of it already…now she'd have the rest. All Mark asked in return was for his Mistress to be there to witness his last act of devotion. He’d begged her to treat him with contempt, to fall in love with another man, to show him nothing but her contempt; it had been his all-consuming fantasy. Now he just needed her and her lover to watch him hang for them. To witness his last moments of agony with amusement, to reject him and show their disgust for the pathetic sissy faggot he’d become.

‘I don’t care how much you love me,’ Diane had mocked him many times since he’d persuaded her to become his cruel Mistress, ‘I require only your utter devotion and absolute obedience.’

He’d been happy to give her those things and more and, at first she had been happy with their arrangement. But then she met Richard and everything changed. To Diane’s delight, Richard had taken an active role in her husband’s debasement, becoming the keyholder for his chastity device, caning and beating him even more mercilessly than she had done and then finally forcing him to become a sissy whore.

Poor Mark’s sex life had gone from rare ruined orgasms at the hands of the woman he loved to quick, dirty, illicit sex in rooms like this one with desperate, angry, horny men. Sometimes they paid him. Sometimes they brought him off. Sometimes they beat him. They never loved him.

‘It's time darling,’ Diane stated flatly. ‘Let's go honey. Let's get the show on the road. There's no sense dragging this on any longer than necessary.’

She's so hard, so cold, Mark thought, not for the first time. He’d delighted in her ability to behave like that toward him but it surprised and saddened him to find that she'd be like that now, even at the end. He stood up shakily from the bed. He started across the room. The rope hanging from the ceiling was unavoidable now. It was his destination, his last and only true love. He felt his knees start to buckle.

‘Steady there princess,’ Richard said.

Sobs shook Mark's feminized body. Tears ran hot over his cheeks. But he didn't faint or falter. He was going to die soon. He had already accepted that fact. The thought was terrible but also somehow comforting. It was the right thing to do, he knew. His wife, the only woman he could ever love, had fallen for a real man and had decided to discard him like so much rubbish. It was the ultimate humiliation, the ultimate turn on, but also the end of his fantasy.

‘Here,’ Richard said, ‘let me give you my chair, sissy.’

‘Ever the gentleman,’ Diane said drolly.

Richard laughed, turned, and winked at Mark. ‘Don't listen to her. You're doing fine, honey. Don't forget to put on your bracelets. They match your outfit perfectly. But do it after you get up on the chair and put the noose on. I'm afraid I can't take the risk of helping you up. Sorry…’ he held up his gloved hands and grinned. ‘Touching is out. Can't leave any fingerprints on your pretty little body.’

‘Thank you Sir,’ Mark said quietly, slurring the words a little. ‘Thank you for being such a wonderful lover for my Mistress and for helping me to be a better maid.’

‘Think nothing of it faggot. Now up you go.’

Mark steadied himself with a hand on the back of the chair and stepped onto it as gracefully as he could. It was difficult in the suicide outfit he'd chosen: a ridiculously flouncy pink maid’s outfit over a tight corset, silk stockings and short white socks with little pink bows and, of course, the precarious pink sandals. He'd taken the handcuffs that Richard had left on the chair for him. Now, standing on the chair and trying to keep his balance, he quickly slipped the noose over his bowed bleach-blonde head. He reached up with slender white arms and tightened the knot. He felt the rope against the soft flesh of his throat and felt a sob catch in his throat. He took a deep breath and realized it would be one of his last. He slipped a slender wrist into one of the cold cuffs, put his arms behind his back, and snapped the other cuff closed.

Click.

He was finished. He put his head down again and saw through tear-filled eyes the soft white mounds of his fake breasts beneath the silky fabric of the ridiculous pink dress. Beyond that, his ten pink toes lined up together as he stood with his feet demurely together on the chair.

‘Go ahead, sissy,’ Diane said, ‘step off. Go ahead, show me how much you worship me.’

Helpless now, there was no turning back for Mark, and Diane knew it, and that meant she had to make this special for him. She knew that, to fulfil her husband’s final fantasy, there must be nothing now but cold, heartless cruelty.

‘I have to use the bathroom,’ Mark gasped. I have to do pee. Please let me go to the bathroom, Mistress.’

‘Oh dear, is my little sissy maid about to wet herself with fear?" Diane spat. "Richard, help me up onto that chair."

Once on the chair and face to face with her sissy husband, Diane moved in as if to kiss him then suddenly spat in his face. ‘You’re going to hang for me slut and I’m going to enjoy it. Don’t worry about a little thing like pissing your sexy little panties, it will just add to my enjoyment!’

Back down from the chair Diane said, ‘Kick the fucking chair out from under her babe, let’s watch the bitch swing for us!’

‘Wait a sec Diane,’ Richard said. He turned to Mark. "It's okay sissy. You're just afraid. It's natural. If you squirt a little while you're dying, no one will blame you. I promise. Now just step off the chair. Come on beautiful. Do you want me to help you?"

Mark wanted nothing more than to kneel at his wife’s feet, to kiss her shoes in submission, to hear her soft voice telling him he was a good sissy maid. But he knew he’d never get to do that again. He could barely stand upright any longer, but each time his knees bent he felt the tug of the noose, reminding him, waking him back to the nightmare. Richard's voice came to him from far away, but it sounded so kind, so friendly, so sweet.

‘Do you want me to help you sweets?’

‘Yes, help me,’ Mark whispered ‘please Sir, please help me…’

‘Okay princess…I'll help you.’

Richard kicked the chair out from under him. Mark felt the crushing pressure against his throat immediately. His eyes closed on an impenetrable wall of white pain. His legs kicked spasmodically and he quickly lost both of his pretty pink sandals. He was hanging by his neck, his painted toes stretched in vain almost a foot above the floor.

‘It's happening,’ Diane said, excitedly, clapping her hands, ‘finally…I didn't think the stupid bitch would ever do it…’

Richard laughed huskily. He watched, fascinated, the strangely erotic dance of the slowly strangling sissy. ‘Dammit,’ he said, ‘dammit that's fucking sexy.’

Mark's eyes closed on the pain and the tears then squeezed open again. He saw his  beautiful wife and her lover standing up, pressed together, wildly fucking. They came several times, growing excited all over again, with every crisis Mark seemed to endure. He wanted to cry out for help, beg them to take him down, but he knew it was too late, and they'd never help him even if it weren't. His struggles had all but ended by now, anyway: he was almost there. It would be stupid to turn back now.

In spite of his effort to hold back, Mark's bladder suddenly released. The loss of control stunned the dying sissy. Hot urine splashed over his smooth thighs, soaked his silk stockings, and dripped from the toes of his little white socks. From somewhere, through the crackling congestion thickening inside his head, he could hear Diane barking with laughter. He closed his eyes and felt a series of involuntary seizures shake his body. In spite of the fact that his penis was squashed inside its unyielding chastity cage, he felt himself cum in short, truncated bursts. This must be the end, he thought, the end of him.

Lights sparked and flashed behind Mark's closed eyelids. His whole body reverberated with the final beatings of his labouring heart. And then his mouth gaped open and no air came in…and no air went out. He was strangled, suffocated, and his swollen tongue pushed out between his teeth. The congestion in his head had grown unbearable—it felt as if his brain were about to explode. Mark shuddered a last time and he lived just long enough to see his wife smile and blow him a kiss over the shoulder of her lover who was grunting like an animal as he came inside her yet again.


Chapter 9 - A Wife And Her Bull Take Charge

I came home from work around 6pm on Thursday and kicked back to read the paper. I wasn't even halfway through the main section when I heard the garage open. My wife walked in with some groceries.

‘Honey, remember we have a guest coming over tonight, so you need to get ready, all right?’ my wife said.


‘Yes, I know. Your big dick is coming over tonight. I've already moved my clothes and toiletries to the guest room and changed the bed sheets,’ I replied.


Stephanie stared at me. ‘Please don't call him that. Brad is my lover, not just a big dick. And I know you've prepped the bedroom, but you'll need to change too. Remember the rule that you're not allowed to wear man clothes in his presence. I've laid out your clothes for today on the bed, and other outfits for the rest of the weekend in your guest room.’


‘Honey, isn't it enough that he gets to be with you at all? Do you have to rub it in?’ I complained.


‘Awww...is your little dicklet making you all jealous, husband?’ she teased. She grabbed my crotch, ‘Well, listen up! These were the rules YOU agreed to. It should make it easier for you to submit to us gracefully. And let's be honest - we both know you enjoy it!’ she teased as she stroked my cock inside its chastity cage that had been on for an entire month.


Stephanie continued, ‘To be honest, honey, I would prefer it too if you wouldn't provoke him.’


I interrupted, ‘Why not? So what if I provoke him?’


She took a deep breath, ‘Let me just suggest one reason not to. Brad is bigger and stronger than you are. Why would you want to pick a fight you can't win?’ She realized that I was in a disagreeable mood and that she was going down a negative path. She decided instead to try a different angle. ‘Look, darling, forget about him for a moment, this is about me. I'VE chosen him as the man of the house this weekend. I'm getting wet just thinking about what he's going to do to me tonight, so it's better that you just accept your position. Just do it for me, okay?’ She was trying to appeal to my kinkier side.


‘My position?’ I asked with indignation. My wife grew visibly frustrated with my attitude and decided to take a tougher stance with me.


‘Yes, YOUR position! You are my little bitch, and you will do what you're told!’ she said firmly. I was silent, looking away, not sure how to react. I was fine with the idea all along, but now with the reality of it happening, I was getting nervous.


‘Maybe you'd prefer to wait until Brad gets here, which should be anytime. Then maybe the 3 of us can 'discuss' the matter until we reach a resolution. Would you prefer that?’


‘No need for that. Dammit, I guess I'll just do it this time...’ I said in a resigned tone as I turned to go upstairs, a little frustrated, but accepting my fate as one I had brought on myself.


Stephanie stopped putting the groceries away and followed me into the foyer, putting her hands on her hips. ‘That's a lousy attitude, husband!’ she observed, shaking her head, ‘and you would be well advised to shape up!’


Just then, the doorbell rang. I quickened my pace to hop up the stairs, but it was too late. My wife had welcomed her hunky man inside where they embraced with a quick hug.


They turned to look up at me, halfway up the stairs, ‘Hi, Stu! How are you doing?’ he asked as he removed his shoes and hung up his jacket.


‘Good, I guess,’ I replied.


My wife spoke up, ‘My husband didn't feel like putting on his sissy outfit today.’ Her eyes sparkled as she looked to him to gauge his reaction.


‘I see that. Well, now that's a problem, isn't it Stuart?’ he demanded as he locked the front door and stood with his arms crossed.


‘No, not at all, Sir. I was just about to put it on—‘ I started to explain.


My wife corrected me, ‘Actually, come down first so we can have a little talk right now, okay?’


‘Yes, Ma’am,’ I replied as I reluctantly walked down the stairs.


We moved to the family room where her lover sat down on the sofa. My wife dragged me to stand in the corner. She unbuttoned my jeans and lowered them down to my ankles, and then yanked my boxers down.


‘Put your hands behind your head.’ 

I stood there half naked as she walked away. I heard some whispering and giggling and what sounded like the two of them making out on the sofa. She was giving him a proper welcome. After about 10 minutes of this intolerable suspense, she beckoned to me, ‘Come over here, husband, keep your pants around your ankles, and your hands behind your head.’

I hated the position of being so exposed in front of my wife and her lover. Fortunately my dress shirt covered up my chastity belt.


I trudged over carefully to the sofa where they sat snuggled up next to each other. I was red in the face standing in front of them. She reached over to lift my shirt up. Holding the chastity belt cage in her hand, she asked with a smirk, ‘Tell me, why did I have to lock this up?’


‘Because I have not behaved well, so I have been sentenced to prison,’ I said recalling the argument we had the past weekend that led to my predicament.


‘And how long is your prison sentence?’


‘Indefinitely Ma’am, until you feel that I have earned release, I explained.


‘Yes, that's right. But, besides your bad behaviour, there's another, more important reason behind your chastity belt, right?’ she continued.


I took a deep breath. ‘Yes Ma’am, it’s because I'm not able to sexually satisfy you,’ I replied, my face now glowing with embarrassment.


‘That's right -- you're not man enough. Your little weenie can’t come close to filling me up, and you can't last for more than a minute. What's a girl supposed to do? That's why I have Brad here isn’t it?’ He smiled as he fondled by wife's breasts and kissed her mouth.


"Yes, Ma’am," I replied.


‘You say that you understand, but then your attitude and behaviour say otherwise. We're going to have to correct that, hubby.’ My wife got up to retrieve her favourite cane from the drawer. She led me to the dining room, leaving her man to relax on the sofa.


‘Bend over the table, husband, assume the position over these pillow cushions.’

I bent over with my hands reaching across the table. She tied my wrists and ankles to each of the legs so I could not move.


She came around to the front and lifted my chin and looked me in the eyes lovingly. ‘I have to warn you that this punishment is going to be a severe one. It's going to hurt like a bitch. You will feel the soreness for days...’


Then she proceeded to cane me firmly many times as I counted out obediently. It was not an erotically pleasing experience...it was clearly a punishment. She paused for a moment to stroke my burning buttocks.


‘Husband, tell me who do you belong to?’ she asked.


"I belong to you Ma’am" I replied. She reached in under her skirt to remove her panties.


‘That's right. You are my slave, and slaves must be taught to appreciate their mistresses,’ she said as she pulled her panties over my head and pushed the wet part up tightly against my mouth. ‘As a slave, you will take orders from me, and from my lover too, is that clear?’ she asked.


"Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am," I babbled through the panties.


‘And to my lover?’ she prompted.


‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir.’


‘You will dress only in feminine outfits whenever he is present,’ she added.


I stalled on this comment, whereupon, she landed a dozen severe strokes of her cane across my buttocks as I cried out.


‘Yes, Ma’am, I agree. I will dress any way you or Sir tell me to,’ I admitted.


‘And how is that?’


‘In girly outfits,’ I whispered back.


She spoke up, ‘I couldn't hear that darling. Your voice is getting muffled by the panties. How are you going to dress?’ She whacked my ass again.


‘I will dress only in feminine attire in your lover's presence Ma’am.’


‘Why do you need to be dressed like a woman?’ she teased.


‘Because, it helps me keep my male ego in check and accept that he is the one and only man of the house.’


So, as the man of the house, what does he get to do?’ she asked.


‘He gets to have his way with you,’ I explained. 

She continued caning me again very hard, such that the stinging sensation would rise after each stroke before subsiding.


‘You’d better believe he will have his way with me,’ she whispered in a sultry voice to me. ‘How do you think I feel about that?’ she asked.


‘Please Ma’am, you love me, but you need him and crave his masculine way of taking you sexually to places that I cannot.’ The pain of the strokes took a while to subside even as she ran her fingers over the buttocks.


‘That's right; he reaches deeper inside of me than you could ever dream of. That is why you aren't allowed to dress like a man, because you can’t perform as one!’ 

Then I received a final series of strokes that left me burning in pain. I strained to no avail as the blows landed on my poor buttocks. Her admonishments started to sink in to my head, just as the welts of the cane reddened in a crisscross pattern. She took a moment to comfort me by hugging my head and telling me how much she loved being married to me, but that Brad had replaced me as her lover.


At that moment, Sir Brad got up from the couch and came over, marvelling at how well Stephanie was punishing me. I turned red in embarrassment as he watched, but I was also very excited.


Stephanie asked him to get the paddle from the kitchen where it hung as a decorative item. It was an intimidating instrument, solid maple wood, 20 inches long, and drilled with holes for extra impact. She took her place behind me, getting ready to paddle me.


‘Husband, you realize that when you agreed to be my cuckold, you gave up your rights to tell me what I can and can’t do, right?’


"Yes Ma’am, of course.’ She whacked me with the paddle a dozen times to reinforce the message. Brad watched the scene with crossed arms, smugly enjoying my punishment.


She continued, ‘Brad and I are now taking charge of your sex life, so no orgasms without our explicit permission, and you get to have sex on our terms only. That means you'll be locked up in chastity more or less permanently, and that you'll be having penetrative sex with me a lot less often than before, if at all?’


Brad interjected, ‘I like the sound of that!’


‘Yes, I Ma’am,’ I reluctantly agreed. Again she paddled me hard, such that the sounds echoed throughout the house.


She added, ‘when I go out on a date with my lover, you will help me get ready, pick out my clothes, jewellery, perfume, and lingerie too. While you stay home in chastity, I'll have a list of chores for you to complete before we get back, like cleaning up the house, preparing dinner, getting our bed ready, and doing the laundry.’


‘Yes, Ma'am,’ I replied as the paddle rained down again. The soreness from the earlier caning felt like fire.


‘When I have Brad over, you're going to have to serve us both like a good, obedient servant, or my personal slave maid, okay? That means you'll have to dress in a skirt and panties and even a bra, and serve drinks and dinner to us, you'll do the chores, basically anything we want. You'll take orders from me and from my boyfriend, in your own home.’


‘Yes, Miss Stephanie,’ I grovelled. The paddling was bringing me to my limits.


‘That means that, when I'm with another man, I belong to him. You can't touch me or look at me as your wife. Brad and I will embrace each other, hold hands, kiss on the lips, I may sit in his lap, he'll have his hands all over me, and you won't get all jealous, right?’


Brad spoke up again, ‘Stuart, you're not going to get to behave like a normal husband with his wife. You'll have to get my permission even to touch your wife in the ways that lovers do, is that clear?"


‘Yes Sir, of course, I understand Miss Stephanie will be off limits to me.’ I started to whimper and plead as yet another painful paddling was delivered.


‘And you realize that, when I do decide that I'm in the mood for sex, Brad and I will go upstairs to our master bedroom, in our marital bed, and we'll enjoy long, drawn out sex for hours, maybe even all night, while you have none.’


I hesitated for a moment to acknowledge this. Stephanie took note of it and paddled me extra hard as I screamed out for mercy.


‘You know he's going to come inside me without a condom. He's going to shoot his hot sticky semen deep inside my vagina, and I'm going to crave that big dick throbbing inside me. All of his sticky creamy cum will leak out into my panties... they'll be stained and crusty by the time we're done, and you'll be responsible for hand washing them for me. Won’t you?’


"Yes, Ma’am, I want to do that for you," I replied as the beatings continued. ‘Please Ma’am, I can’t take any more!’


Stephanie knew I was about to break. ‘Try to take it like a man if you can, but if you have to cry, that’s ok. We can’t expect too much from a man who wears panties I suppose!’ She giggled in delight as she placed the paddle down on the table and came around to face me. ‘Now, in addition to being sexually intimate with me, what else does Brad, as the man of the house, get to do?’


‘I don't know Ma’am,’ I replied as I was unsure what else she intended.


‘Think about it, husband. When you behave badly, what does the master of the house have to do to enforce the rules?’ I felt flutters in my stomach as I realized she meant for Brad to discipline me.


‘I guess he has to punish too?’ I offered up.


She affirmed to me, ‘Yes, and on that note, Brad will have a word with you now.’ 

He picked up the paddle as Stephanie looked straight at me in my helpless state. I was not expecting this, but my little penis grew hard inside the cage even as my buttocks throbbed.


‘So Stuart, why weren't you dressed appropriately today?’ he commanded.


‘Sir, I am so sorry, I was disobedient, it won’t happen again Sir, I promise,’ I babbled, unable to deal with the prospect of yet another beating. 

He gave me the next dozen strokes of the paddle with manly strength. His strokes were intolerably harder and more painful. I could stand it no longer and began to sob uncontrollably.


‘Are you sure it’s not going to happen again?’ he asked.


‘No Sir, I promise you that you will only see me dressed like a sissy in your presence,’ I whimpered. 

Stephanie looked at him and nodded in approval, whereupon he landed another dozen intense strokes of the paddle.


He had to grab a handful of my hair and shake my head to subdue my hysterical screaming enough for him to rub it in even more, ‘Stuart, I'm going to ravage your wife tonight, again and again. I'm going to make her my slut, and fuck her rough and hard, to make her feel like a woman.’ 

Stephanie moaned in anticipation and approval. I could not hold back yet more tears as she made eye contact with him and nodded her head with a smile to paddle me again. This time he paddled my ass super hard right on the part where I sit, making a very loud smacking sound that echoed through the room and had me on the point of feinting.


Stephanie then untied me. My buttocks were on fire, and felt too tender to touch. It would be several days before I would be able to sit down, and over a week before the soreness was gone.


She hugged me and held me for a while as I continued to sob. ‘That's better, husband. See I knew we could work it out. Now go and get dressed like a good sissy, and then come back, get us something to drink and then get our dinner ready.’


I scurried off upstairs into the bedroom where I regained my composure in privacy. I applied some lotion to my bottom which was glowing red and purple all over. I looked around at my marital bed, knowing that another man would soon be in it, enjoying my wife, violating her in the most intimate way possible. She had laid out my attire on the bed. Without any hesitation, I slipped on the sexy pink bikini bottoms with the tassels. Then I donned the skimpy halter top, tying it on like a bra. I looked in the mirror and felt completely humiliated and yet highly aroused too. What had I gotten myself into?


Chapter 10 – Cuckolding Negotiations

Linda looked at me lovingly, holding both my hands and sitting me down gently. She had that look in her eye that told me she had something difficult to say to me, something I would not like. I sat down with a resigned sigh and waited. She affirmed her long-term and undying love for me for several minutes. Finally I could not stand it any longer and simply asked her, ‘Linda, Is there something you need to tell me?’


She realized that she had been setting me up for a purpose. She pulled herself forward in her chair, paused a moment, and then looked down at the floor. ‘Tony, this is unbelievably difficult for me to do, so I'm going to ask you to support me. Can you promise me to do that?’


I smiled to myself, marvelling at the power I held at this moment in the conversation. ‘How can I promise you? You haven't told me what it is!’ I observed.


She looked away for a minute to collect her thoughts. ‘Tony, let me clarify what I meant. I'm not asking you about the thing itself. Brad and I have talked at length over these months, and I've made some decisions that I think are in everyone's best interests. I'm just asking you to support me, unconditionally, okay?’


‘So you're not asking for my permission,’ I concluded.


‘No. I'm not. Look, I know this is hard, Tony. This may sound cold and cruel. I'm not asking for your permission, and in fact, I'm not even asking for your opinion on the matter. I just need to know that I can count on you.’


‘Well then there's really not much to talk about, is there? You haven't told me a damn thing about what might be in my best interest or not!’ I said as I got up, suddenly feeling miffed.


Linda reacted immediately and firmly. ‘Sit your ass down, Tony! I will tell you everything you need to know, eventually. Right now, I just want an assurance that you'll keep an open mind – that's all. Do this for me, okay?’


I sat silently. I wanted to cooperate, but I had no idea what she had in mind. She had dated Brad about a dozen times over the last 4 months, and had steadily heated up the relationship from casual lunch and dinner dates to dancing at clubs, and then to more intimate evenings at his place. Where was she going with it I wondered.


She looked dismayed, realizing that I was not ready to commit. ‘Fine, it's okay. Let's talk about it later.’ She got up and walked away, clearly upset about my reaction.


I could not let it end like this, and immediately followed her. ‘Please, Linda, I want to help but I just need to know—‘.


She cut me off, ‘No, Tony. I should not have brought this up right now. Brad was right that this would not go over well with you. Let's talk about it another day when you have a better attitude.’


‘Fuck that! You can't just leave me hanging like this Linda. I want you to tell me what you have in mind!’


‘There's no need to. Remember that when we started this, you agreed that you were surrendering to me?’


‘Yes.’


‘Well that's what you're going to do,’ she said as she stroked my cock through my jeans. ‘You're going to submit - you just don't know it yet.’


I was insulted by her presumptuous tone. ‘So, then why did you even bother asking me?’ I demanded.


‘I asked you because I wanted your yes to come from you, so you could be a willing partner in our mutual fantasy.’


She sounded sincere, and I realized the truth of what she was saying. The fantasy was initially inspired by me, and now we both shared it. It was only natural for me to be supportive, and for her to be insistent.


‘Okay, I promise to support you,’ I replied in resignation.


‘Are you sure you're ready?’


‘Yes, I agree. Whatever you've decided, I will agree to and be supportive, unconditionally and completely.’


Linda looked at me straight in the eyes, and with a faint smile, she explained, ‘All right then - Brad is going to move in with us.’ She said it confidently and firmly.


I turned red in the face in shame that she would not even consult me on such an important matter. ‘What do you mean he's moving in with us? When? How would this work? What if I don't like it?’ I asked.


‘Tony, honey - please calm down. I asked myself all of these questions too. Brad explained to me that there would have to be a series of adjustments over time. At first you will probably feel angry and rejected - that's normal. Then you will come to accept it and cooperate. In the final stage, you will understand that it's actually for your own good, and then you too will welcome it happily. I'm looking at the long-term picture. You have to trust me on this!’ 

I looked away, unable to confront her on this, realizing that she had put a great deal of thought into the matter already.


‘Linda, how the hell would Brad know? He's not the one whose life is being turned upside down?’


‘Brad knows what he is talking about.’ She unzipped my pants and wriggled her hands inside my boxers to pull my penis out. ‘Admit it. You want to submit to me!’ My cock started growing harder. ‘Isn't that right? That's why your little dicklet is getting so excited, isn't it? Your cock is hard as a rock so it's clear that part of you agrees with him. You need to come to terms with your inner self, honey.’


She continued, ‘For now, he's moving in only for extended weekends.’


‘What? Is this something you two are just considering? Because it doesn't sound like it. It sounds to me like it's already been planned.’


‘It has been decided and planned. He's taking some time off from work to move in. Starting this week, he will come over on Thursday nights, and stay through until Sunday – 3 nights.’


‘For entire weekends? But that'll totally change our lifestyles!’


‘Well, uh, yes...I certainly hope so!’ she giggled.


‘Very funny,’ I muttered. ‘So what now? The two of you will do your thing in our home. That's the last thing I imagined when we bought a house with a guest room. Look, Linda, I know this whole cuckold thing excites me too, but can I just have a little time to think things through? I didn't think I would be locked out of the decision process and that things would move this fast.’


‘I understand how your head must feel confused, but you really don't need time to think about anything. Your penis has made it very clear that he approves. Tony, you'll have to get used to being locked out, figuratively with certain decisions, and sometimes literally too.’


‘What do you mean, literally?’


‘We will lock the door when we need our privacy. That's all I meant.’


‘But there's no lock on the guest room—‘, I objected.


‘Well, of course, Brad and I will sleep in the master bedroom, so YOU will need to move your stuff to the guest room.’


I was utterly devastated to hear how the two of them would be sharing my marital bed. I felt a sinking feeling in my gut, envisioning another guy in my bed, underneath the covers with my wife. She stood next to me, with her hair draping down and eyes gleaming, looking more seductively beautiful than ever.


‘Stop...I think I've heard enough. I can't believe how far you've planned out all this without even telling me!’


‘Yes, it took a while to figure everything out. Other more subtle changes will fall into place. I can't tell you all that right now. Right now, I need to know that you're going to support me in all of this. Happily.’ I sat glumly. ‘Tony, you know this is what you want...deep down inside.’ She stroked my cock again as it grew even more erect. I felt a surge of erotic energy as she continued to tease me. ‘Tony, you know that I need a real man in this house to help me experience the joy of being a woman.’ My cock throbbed. ‘You'll have to channel your jealousy into something productive while he's fucking me in our bed.’ I tightened my pelvic muscles to avoid having an orgasm.


‘There's gonna be a whole lotta sex happening in this house from now on, but not for you.’


‘No, I don't think so,’ I lied to myself as my own penis grew more excited.


Linda responded by stroking my cock faster, ‘Tony, you can't hide your true feelings. If you keep lying to me, I may have to use the paddle on you.’ She was speaking forcefully and looking straight into my eyes. ‘Would you prefer to get a spanking?’ I shook my head 'no'. ‘If I have to Tony, believe me, for your own good, I'll tie you down and blister your cheeks until you tell the truth.’ At that moment, I came all over in my underwear as she stroked me vigorously, validating what she was saying all along.

Later on, Linda told me the additional things she had decided. ‘I'm going to get my hair cut shorter and in a different style.’


‘Did Brad ask you to do that?’


‘Yes. I know you like my hair long, and it will grow back. But right now, I'm cutting it to just to please him.’


‘We'll also have to go to the mall tomorrow to expand your wardrobe of fem attire so that you can be dressed appropriately whenever Brad is present.’


My mind was spinning as she dropped all this on me. ‘Of course! You want to make sure I don't run out of panties and skirts.’ I snapped back, having anticipated this already.


‘Yes, actually, Brad and I agreed that, if you're going to play the sissy role well, you may as well go the whole way. So we're going to get you some satin camisoles for lounging around, babydolls and slips for sleeping, bikinis, bras and halter tops for added fun, and stockings to cover your legs!’ 

I turned red all over my face in shame, but before I could even react, she added fuel to the fire.

‘And one more thing,’ she added, ‘I'm not going to use condoms any more with him.’


‘What?’ I exclaimed, ‘Why not?’


‘It's okay. We've gone through months of stable relationship building. We're ready for this commitment now.’


‘What's wrong with continuing to use protection? Please!’


‘Tony, it's not your place anymore to tell me what to do.’


‘I'm just trying to understand why. Is that so hard?’


‘You really want to know? I just want to feel his raw dick inside me – it's as simple as that. I want to feel his meaty cock ravage me and pound me deep and hard. I want to feel that hot semen shooting up inside of me, and then the slick feeling of it dripping into my panties and down my legs for hours afterwards. Does that answer your question?’


‘Fuck, Linda...you're insatiable! You were never this graphically sexual in your desires with me. Where's all this coming from?’


‘It's thanks to Brad and you. Brad because he just turns me on so badly...he's got that manly man thing that drives me wild. And you, because you'll be taking care of everything else so I can focus on him. You'll be responsible for grocery shopping, cooking, laundry, ironing, house cleaning, and washing dishes from now on. The thought of you being reduced to the level of a servant, a little sissy maid desperate to please her Master and Mistress – you have no idea how much that turns me on!’


‘Sounds to me like I have to do all the work while you have all the fun?’ I barked back.


Linda looked at me firmly, ‘Husband, you're going have to stop the attitude when you speak to me. I am your superior.’


‘It was just a simple question!’ I said with an exasperated and blaming tone of voice. She stopped and stared at me without a word. The seriousness in her expression made it clear that I had crossed the line.


‘You know what? You've just earned yourself a double spanking for this, once for asking a disrespectful question, and the second one for the bad attitude that you said it with!’


‘I'm sorry,’ I replied.


‘You will be more sorry on Thursday night after a paddling, and then really painfully sorry after Friday's paddling.’


‘I'm really sorry, honey. Listen, may I please request that you do the spankings today and tomorrow? Before Brad gets here? I don't want him to see or hear me getting spanked by you.’ I said. 


‘No, we're going to stay with Thursday and Friday. It'll give you some time to dwell on the impending punishment. As for Brad, he knows already that I periodically use the paddle to punish you. And as for him witnessing it, it's not a problem. In fact, how about if I ask him to do the honours on Friday and administer the paddling himself!’


I was horrified. ‘No, Linda, please! Please don't. I'll already be sore from the day before!’


‘I know you will...and after Brad finishes smacking your ass, you won't be able to sit down - I can promise you that. He'll whip your ass harder than I would, and he won't care that you'll already be sore from the day before. I know he wants to set the tone right from the start of this new relationship.’


‘Linda, why do you want to humiliate me like this in front of him?’


‘Tony, you're going to get punished, just like you deserve. Whether it's humiliating or embarrassing or not is up to you. If you take it like a man, maybe you can preserve some of your precious self-esteem.’ She looked at me with a mocking attitude, as if questioning my virility.


‘Don't worry,’ I replied, ‘I can take it.’


‘Oh, sure you can?’ she teased. ‘You know if you start whimpering during the spanking, he’ll see what a pathetic little sissy you are. But like I said, that's all up to you.’


‘I'm not going to cry!’ I objected. She looked at me sceptically.


‘Tony, I didn't even say anything about crying. I said 'whimper'. But it looks like you're scared you might start crying, aren't you? Oh, poor like Tony baby - you can certainly try not to cry. But if you can't help yourself, it's okay. I'll give you a tissue to wipe your little girly tears, all right?’ She was gloating in my humiliation before it even happened.


‘Stop it! Like I said, I'm not going to cry.’


‘Ok, I'll stop. And by the way, what do you think I am I going to do while you’re doing housework? Take a guess! It should be obvious. While you take over responsibility for all of the housework, I will have more time to hang out with Brad, and not just hang out, but also to fuck. We'll be having a lot of fun under the covers. Fucking several times a day, and night. That's why you have to do the work. Get it?’


‘Yes, I understand. But Linda, what about us? When will we get to make love?’


‘Well, that's an interesting question. I'll generally be too exhausted and sore on Sunday night, you know, from all the sex, of course. And then I need to be fresh and ready for Brad on Thursdays, which means I can't do anything with you for 48 hours before, so that eliminates Tuesday and Wednesday. So that leaves Monday for your window of opportunity.’


‘That's all? Once a week?’

‘Yes, and that's if you behave well, and if you can even manage to get an erection going with your pee wee penis...otherwise it could be less often. You should be thrilled that you have a window at all.’


‘Oh, and by the way, I almost forgot to mention something very important. You will have to get Brad's and my permission to have sex with me while he's gone. That means you will have to please us and be on your best behaviour all weekend. Before he leaves on Sunday night, you will have to request his permission. If, and only if he approves, then I'll have to also think about it and will let you know on Mondays.’


‘What if one of you will always say no?’ I cried.


Linda embraced me closely, putting her head against my chest. She whispered to me lovingly, ‘Brad is a possessive alpha male type, so he may well deny you, in which case, you'll just have to live with it like a cuckold should. But he's really a nice man, and after getting laid all weekend, I expect he may sometimes be in a giving mood. And if he approves, then I will probably agree. I do love you after all, and you are my husband!’


I sighed in desperation, ‘Ok, I hope so.’ I paced back and forth, feeling a bit lost. Linda headed towards the kitchen to prepare dinner. Then she turned around with an expression of sudden surprise.


‘Oh, wait. Hold on. Actually, there is one correction come to think of it.’ She gave me a firm look straight in my eyes. ‘All of this business about Monday sex for you won't happen right away. I forgot to mention that there will be an initial break-in period where Brad and I will be exclusive. No sex for you at all.’


‘No sex? Holy shit! What else did you fucking forget to tell me?’ I was feeling angry now.


‘That's right. No sexual action at all. Not even a blow job, no hand jobs, no masturbating...nothing.’


‘But what about when he's not here?’


‘Didn't you hear me? No sex at all for you, even when he's not here. If fact, you'll be caged in chastity so that you can focus on learning how to please us.’


‘And how long do you two propose this would go?’


‘Look, I'm not proposing anything - I'm telling you. Get that through your head. Brad and I will have to finalize the length of your chastity belting. Initially I was thinking just a month, but he feels you may need a good 3 months of abstinence while he and I establish a healthy relationship with each other.’


‘A healthy fucking relationship?’ I thought to myself. I sat down to absorb all this. My head felt dizzy.


‘Tony, remember that this is all for your own good in the long-term. I read up on this and I'm confident that it will work. For your health, we'll remove the chastity belt for cleaning every week, and we'll release the pressure on your balls every two weeks through prostrate massage.’


‘Please, don't humiliate me by inserting anything up my ass! I can just release the built-up semen during the weekly cleaning by jacking off.’


‘No, Tony, sorry. You won't be allowed that pleasure. The reason for the prostrate massage approach is to drain the cum out of you without an orgasm. You won't be allowed to touch your penis at all. It'll simply twitch and the semen will dribble without the pleasurable orgasmic sensations. We'll do it just before washing you up so that you don't accidentally ejaculate. That would be a shame, because then I would have to add a week to your chastity time.’


‘Oh, damn! This is going to be so hard. I don't know if I can do it. How can you expect me not to touch my own penis and let it just go down the drain without an ejaculation? It's just not fair!’


‘It will be sweet torture I promise, but you'll enjoy it. We'll actually capture your spunk in a little cup.


‘What? Why?’


‘I know this may seem a bit gross, but you will have to eat your ejaculated semen after being milked.’


‘You're kidding. Please tell me that you're kidding.’


‘No, for real. Brad and I want to train you to get used to the taste and texture of semen.’ 

We stared at each other. I suspected there was more to it, but she wouldn't say anymore, and I just wanted to change the subject. I excused myself to go outside and be by myself.


She knew she had pushed my buttons quite hard. I took the opportunity to mow the lawn and take my mind off of it. When I finished, I headed back in. Linda was preparing dinner, but did not turn to look at me. I went straight upstairs for a shower. That evening, we had a quiet dinner. She toyed with her food. I ate uncomfortably. Finally we broke the silence and started to converse normally. By the end, we were joking around again and kissed each other. She affirmed, ‘I will always love you, my husband, my soul mate. Having Brad is a side trip, a sexual excursion, but it doesn't make our relationship any less.’


I responded, ‘I understand and I’ll go along with what you’ve decided. I will never stop loving you no matter what, or doubt your love for me.’


‘Good. My relationship with Brad may make you insanely jealous, but you're not going to lose faith in me, okay?’


‘No, never. It will only drive my desire to please you that much more.’ We kissed again.

She called Brad that evening to let him know that I had come around after some convincing. They chatted for a while, during which she told him about my misbehaviour. She moved away from me and talked softly for a while from the other room.

Finally, she came back to me. I heard her saying, ‘Do you promise? You'll do that for me?’ Then she listened for a while as her smile grew wider. ‘Ok, thanks Brad. I'm feeling so wet and wild just thinking about how you're going to take charge of the situation on Friday. Yes he’s here, just a minute.’ I had no idea what she was talking about, but she turned to me and said, ‘Brad would like to have a word with you.’


I hesitated to take the phone. She gave me a stern look and shoved the phone towards me. I took the phone nervously as she sat back with a wicked smile.


‘Hello, Brad,’ I said softly, despising him.


I listened to him as he coached me. ‘Tony, please trust me that you will grow to love this arrangement. I know your cuckold psyche well. You will enjoy it and thank me one day.’


‘Yeah, sure, I'm sure I'll see the light one day,’ I answered sarcastically.


‘I hear the hesitation in your voice, but that's normal. You will need a good 6 months to adjust to being dominated by Linda and me as a cuckold, but then you will appreciate it.’


I thought I heard him say 6 months, which struck me as a long time. I was hoping I misunderstood him. ‘Ok, thanks,’ I said softly.


‘Tony, I heard some complaints from your wife about your attitude today’ I paused for a while, not sure what to say. ‘Tony, did you hear me?’ he demanded.


‘Yes, I heard you.’


‘Well you need to acknowledge when I speak to you. I want us to start off our relationship on the right note. Linda is your mistress in charge, I am her bull, and you are the cuck. That means her role is to give the orders and make the decisions, my role is to be her man and please her, and your role is to serve us. You will take orders from both of us.’


‘Yes, I understand,’ I said.


‘Good. Now, did Linda explain to you that you are going to get your first spanking from me on Friday?’


It was notable that he called it the 'first' spanking, as if he expected there would be more. ‘Yeah, she did.’


‘I'm sorry we have to start the relationship this way, but I have to establish my authority over you firmly from the start. You understand the role that corporal punishment is going to play in your life, right?’


‘Well, she didn't mention anything about an on-going role. It was just a spur of the moment thing.’


‘Wrong. Tony, as part of establishing my dominant bull alpha presence, I will have to periodically discipline you. You may not like it, but it's a necessary part of how I win over your wife.’


‘She agreed to that?’


‘She didn't have to Tony. Real men don't ask. I told her that I would beat your sissy ass to keep you in line. And you know what she said? She smiled and told me that her pussy was dripping.’


‘Ok, ok, I get it. But may I make a request?’


‘Maybe, what is it?’


‘I'm going to get spanked the day before by Linda already, so my buttocks are going to be quite tender. Could you go light on me this first time?’ He laughed at the other end as my face turned red.


‘Ask again, and say 'please' and 'Sir' when you speak to me.’


I paused, too embarrassed to look at my wife and then replied, ‘Sir, could you go easy on me please?’


‘Well, Tony, I see your dilemma. How about I make you a deal? Linda has asked me to give you 50 strokes. But I'll go a bit easier on you. You can wear your wife's panties (whatever she's wearing at the time - she'll take off and let you wear them for extra padding). Also, I'll give you 5 less if you submit to the punishment in a cooperative manner when I tie you down. I'll reduce it by another 5 if after every stroke, you say out loud, 'Thank you Sir - I've been a naughty sissy cuck. Please spank me again, SIR!' You'll have to say this loudly and respectfully - Linda will be judging whether you say it well. If she doesn't approve, we'll repeat that stroke. If you agree to both of these things, and if she counts all of the strokes, you'll get only 40 and you'll have the protection of your wife's knickers.’


‘Thank you Sir,’ I said feeling even more embarrassed at how dependent I was on my wife's good graces.


‘Ok, I hope you feel better now. I also want you to know that after you get paddled by me; Linda is going send you to stand in the corner, wearing a little skirt and bra, with your frilly panties pulled down. You'll have to hold your skirt up so we can admire your blistered bottom. She'll take some of her soiled panties out of the hamper and pull them over your head so you can hide any crying and whimpering with some privacy.’

‘Yes Sir,’ I mumbled feeling completely out of my depth and sinking quickly.


‘Ok. Good that we cleared that up. Next thing is that I want all of your stuff out of the master bedroom by the time I arrive on Thursday, and I mean everything. I don't want to see any trace of your stuff there. Got it?’


‘Yes Sir,’ I replied once more.


‘Also make some time this week to buy some appropriate clothes for yourself - Linda will know what I mean. See you soon.’ He hung up.


I put the phone down. Linda beamed up at me with a big smile from the bed. She was dressed in a sleek black negligee. I hopped into bed.


‘Honey, did Brad make you a deal?’


‘Yes, he did.’ I was in no mood to humiliate myself. I was hoping to put the spanking out of my mind and try to get it on with my wife, knowing that I was going to be sentenced to chastity soon.


‘Well, tell me what it was? What's the deal?’ I did not want to share it, but knew that it was inevitable that she would find out soon enough.


‘I'm going to get 10 fewer swats by cooperating with him and accepting the punishment, and by saying thank you and requesting another spanking. And he's also going to let me cover my buttocks.’


‘Oh really? Not a bare bottom spanking like the one I'll be giving you?’


‘No, he's going to allow me to wear your panties for protection.’ She giggled on hearing this.


‘Oh, that's so sweet of him! As if my delicate little panties will make much difference. You're already scared, aren't you, honey?’ 

I wanted to change the subject.


‘I would really like to make love to you tonight,’ I said.


‘And I would love it too. Let's make it something special to remember,’ she whispered softly.


I rolled up on top of her, my dick hard and erect, all 5 inches of it. She lubed herself. I sank into her sweet pussy, and lay down on top of her. Closing my eyes, I felt her breasts against my chest, her perfumed hair against my face. I began to rock back and forth. She moaned slightly. I moved my hips in and out feeling the warmth and tightness of her vagina against my cock.


‘Just think about what you'll be missing,’ she whispered. ‘You’d better enjoy this while you can. You won't be allowed here again once Brad takes over.’


‘Please stop, Linda,’ I begged.


‘You don't want to have sex with me?’ she teased.


‘No, you know what I mean...’ I said. She started to move her hips vigorously. Her muscles tightened up all around my cock. She knew just how to milk me.


‘Tony, I hope you're going to last long enough to make me come? Go in all the way, would you?’


‘I am in all the way,’ I replied.


‘Oh, ok,’ she said, ‘I'm sorry. I won't have to worry about that with Brad. His cock reaches deep into me, over 8 inches, and thick too,’ she added.


‘Please don't talk about Brad right now,’ I demanded.


‘Awww...are you all conscious about the size of your little boy penis? I'm sorry - I didn't mean to hurt your pride.’ Her teasing was perversely turning me on.


‘Tony, I think your tiny pricklet is getting harder. Baby, don't come yet. Can’t you fuck me long and hard, like a real man? Come on Tony!! Fuck me baby. Fuck me!’ 

I felt an orgasm brewing up inside me. I wanted to hold back, but her vigorous milking was winning me over.

She looked into my eyes with a wicked smile, ‘Tony, this is it. What you've been wanting.’ She kissed me.


‘Starting tomorrow, your little wiener's going to go to prison for a long time. You've been a very, very naughty little sissy boy. You know in prison, little sissies like you get spanked hard. It's going to be a long time until you'll be allowed to cum again. Brad will not allow you any conjugal visits with me. It's a good thing that Brad will be here in our bed to take your place and fuck me every night, huh?’


At that moment, I came in a throbbing orgasm, a heavenly feeling, one that I would miss dearly in the coming weeks and months.


The next morning, I woke up to the sensation of coldness between my legs. I peered up and noticed Linda holding an ice pack against my penis.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked. ‘It's 6 AM! Why are you up so early?’ I shoved it off and got up from the bed.


‘Tony, it's a workday, remember? Also, it's Wednesday, so this marks the beginning of your prison sentence.’ She told me to lie down face up on the bed naked, with my legs spread apart. She tied each ankle to the corners of the bed frame, and then my wrists to the other side. She wiped my penis and balls with a warm cloth, then squeezed a generous amount of lotion onto my penis. She rubbed it into me as I got aroused.


‘Now, now, don't get excited.’ She slapped the ice bag back onto my cock and applied firm pressure as I calmed down. I shivered as my penis and balls shrank down. Little by little, she managed to pull the rings of a chastity cage behind my testicles and then put the shaft of the chastity belt over my penis. I looked off to the side as she manipulated my genitals into the device. The final pin was in place. She held the contraption together with her hands, and flashed the tiny metal padlock in front of my eyes. After putting the lock through the hole, she clicked it shut, tugging at it to make sure it was secure. 

‘Tony, congratulations! You are officially in chastity prison. Today is day 1 of your 60 day sentence. You will find a list of rules that you need to learn in your e-mail. Brad and I want to remind you that you must obey all of the rules without any exception. Then, at our discretion, you may be released earlier for exceptionally good behaviour. But just to manage expectations, darling, that probably won't happen.’


‘Wow, that's really harsh, Linda. You know I've never been locked up for more than a few days.’


‘Well, this time it's going to be a lot longer. And the 60 days is just a guideline. If there's any bad behaviour, even the slightest infraction, the judge may impose additional imprisonment, beyond the 2 months. Got it?’


‘Yes, I understand. Are you the judge? Or Brad?’ I desperately hoped it was not up to him.


‘I am the one and only judge. I will hear comments from both you and Brad, but the final decision about your chastity belt imprisonment will be mine.’


‘I'll have a say?’ I was relieved to know that my opinion would count, and that I'd be given an opportunity to lobby for my release.


‘Yes, but only a small say. I already know what your opinion will be, so I'll most likely discount anything you ask for. I will, however, have to take Brad's opinion into account. If he objects to you being released early, and if he has a good reason, I probably won't release you. And if he feels that we need to keep you locked up longer, I'll certainly have to take it under advisement.’


‘What do you mean? I thought you said it's your decision only?’ I objected.


‘It is my decision, but he can influence it. Look, if he has a good reason for extending your sentence, I will have to hear him out and consider the merits of his request. It's important that we have some mechanism to ensure that you have an incentive to behave around him.’


‘So what kind of reasons would you consider for releasing me early or lengthening the chastity time?’


‘Well, for me, if you showed exceptional cuckold obedience and did everything to please me and show genuine acceptance of your new lifestyle, then early release could happen. But if you whine, complain, or show lack of commitment, then I could just as well extend the punishment.’


‘And how about for Brad?’


‘Brad's situation is similar, but you'll have to ask him. I think he would be supportive of early release if you show complete submission to his authority and readiness to commit to being a respectful cuck. On the other hand, if he senses any ego, competitiveness, disrespect, disobedience, resistance, or attitude, he'll probably want you to be punished longer.’


‘Linda, I don't like this at all. You say that it's your decision only, but then you're taking input from him on all these things. He's bound to find a reason to keep me locked away!’


‘Tony, honey, you're not listening. I told you that it would be my decision, but you don't seem to believe me!’ she snapped.


‘I'd like to believe you, but you're not consistent in what you're saying.’


‘You over-think everything and you're driving me nuts! How about this for consistency? I'm changing the rules. It WILL be both Brad and my decision. You'll be released ONLY after BOTH of us approve. Now do you feel better?’


‘No, darling, please. That's not what I meant. I just didn't want him to have so much power over me.’


‘Well, too bad, isn't it? You wanted consistency. Now you have consistency! Thanks to your own whining, instead of him just influencing my opinion on the matter, we will both hold the power of deciding when to release you. If he agrees, but I don't, then you'll stay locked up. If I agree, but he doesn't, you'll stay locked up. And bear in mind, he was quite adamant originally that he wanted you locked away for at least three months. You’re going to have to work very hard to change his mind, aren’t you my little cuckold?’
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