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What follows is a collection of short stories all of which feature themes such as cuckolding, female led relationships and male chastity.
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My Slave Husband

I have been married to my slave husband for five years. He’s thirty five and I’m thirty. Early in our relationship I found my husband to be very submissive and the more I whipped and humiliated him the more loving and devoted to me he became. On our wedding night I even made him sleep on the floor as sex was out of the question. He loved it and since then I’ve only allowed him sex with me once a year, at Christmas time. For this he is blindfolded, gagged and his hands handcuffed behind his back. He has to wear a condom and has a strict five minutes to cum.

He’s fitted our cellar out as a proper dungeon with an iron-barred cage and whipping block. I’ve made him a proper black and white maid’s outfit, complete with frilly knickers and four inch heeled stiletto shoes. I love seeing him slaving away at his chores in it.

My slave is unemployed at the moment and I am the sole breadwinner. He wears his maid’s outfit every day as his other clothes are locked away. All week he does the washing, cooking and cleaning. When he does the shopping I allow him to remove his maid’s hat and wear a tracksuit over his sissy underwear. This is also the case for car washing and window cleaning. Every night when I return from work I inspect the house. If there is even the slightest fault he can expect to be shouted at and humiliated as I spit in his face. He then has the rest of the night to try worry about the punishment he knows is coming. I get such a power rush from watching him as he tries desperately to make it up to me, hoping against hope that this time I might have pity on him. There was a time, earlier in our relationship, when I might have done, but not now. Not when I know how much he needs me to be the cruel heartless bitch he loves and worships and certainly not now that I know how exciting and liberating it is for me to be exactly that. So, when the time comes, I put him over my knee for a sound thrashing with my hairbrush before sending him to bed.

At the end of the week, usually on a Saturday, my slave is allowed the huge privilege of bathing me and doing my hair and putting my makeup on. After lots of practice and many severe beatings he’s become quite accomplished at these tasks. Once I’m happy with how I look I instruct my maid to dress me for my evening out. I always dress very sexily with stockings and suspenders, leather skirt and long leather boots. It’s so thrilling to feel him trembling as he dresses me as he knows another man will be getting the benefit of all his hard work.

When I’m finally ready slave is ordered to the basement dungeon and told to strip to his cute girly knickers and stockings. He respectfully directs his gaze at my feet as I remind him of all the tasks he failed to complete to my satisfaction during the week. Although he’s already been thoroughly punished for those faults he knows there is more to come. It always brings a smile to my red glossy lips as he squirms under my harsh words and steely eyed gaze, he is such a pathetic sissy. Of course he apologises profusely but to no avail as, once I’ve heard enough of his pathetic begging, I order him over the whipping horse.

His wrists and ankles are strapped to the legs of the horse then I use the dirty knickers I’ve worn at work all day to gag him, my worn pantyhose pulled over his head and the legs wrapped around his head and tied tightly eliminate any chance of him spitting them out. Now comes the part I didn’t used to like but have really warmed to. I have a wicked leather crop which I use to lay perfect bright red stripes across his sissy ass. His silk knickers offer no protection, in fact they serve only to retain and magnify the heat that builds beyond endurance in that naughty desperately writhing butt. In the early stages I used to feel guilty about hurting him and struggled to give him the hiding he yearned for and thoroughly deserved. It was actually my slave husband who persuaded me to really let go and enjoy myself insisting that it was desperately important to him that I really enjoy his agony. This, he said, made him feel enormous love and awe for me his mistress. Indeed it was at these times that he actually felt closest to me and I’ve come to agree.

His muffled cries and begging now serve only to amuse me and his beating continues regardless of his discomfort until such times as I am satisfied that I have really got through to him. Then I leave him there, sobbing and gasping for breath while I go back upstairs to enjoy my first glass of wine of the evening.

Just before my taxi arrives I return to the basement and release my slave from the whipping horse. He’s always cowed and in a very obedient mood as I handcuff his wrists behind him before removing his girly panties and fitting him with an adult disposable nappy and pretty pink waterproof plastic pants. Finally, I force a large rubber cock gag into his heavily lipsticked mouth, securing it with leather straps before ordering him to crawl into his little cage. Closing the cage door forces him to curl up tightly in a ball then, snapping the lock closed, I leave him there without a backward glance. As I climb the stairs the last thing he hears is my sexy heels clicking against the treads then the light goes out, the door closes and the lock clicks before he is left alone, sore, humiliated and lonely imagining all the things his sexy mistress wife will be getting up to tonight.

I usually head off into town to meet up with a few girlfriends. We’re always on the pull and end up at Helen’s flat where we can shag the rest of the night away.

I normally arrive home around lunch time on Sunday. My slave is let out of his cage to remove his wet nappy, clean himself up, shower and put on his uniform. Finally he is rewarded with permission to bathe me before making dinner. First though I make him remove my sopping knickers and give my pussy a thorough cleaning with his tongue. If I’m feeling especially cruel I give him all the lurid details of whose spunk he’s gobbling and how it got there.

Of course by this point my slave is always desperate for relief and begs piteously for me to remove his cruel unyielding little chastity cage. On most occasions I have a good laugh before refusing him and enjoying my bath. Very occasionally, if he’s been especially good, I may allow him a quick wank. I make him kneel to the side of me as I sit relaxing in my favourite arm chair. After ignoring him for a while as I watch TV, letting the poor wretch’s desperation grow, I send him to retrieve a yellow washing up glove that is kept under the kitchen sink especially for these rare occasions. After carefully fitting the glove to my right hand, he then has to use his left hand to jerk his little pee pee while he stares down at my stocking clad feet and thanks me for cuckolding him. He has a strict time limit of two minutes and knows he will not get a second longer. After all, if two minutes is not enough, he obviously wasn’t that desperate anyway.

It’s hilarious listening to his heavy breathing, grunts and groans as I idly flick through a magazine with my free hand. My indifference to his plight only serves to inflame his desire until; all too soon, the moment arrives. He knows that he must deposit his tiny load into the gloved palm of my hand and that any drips or splashes that land anywhere else will result in severe punishment, so it is with sheer desperation mixed with fear that he pleads with me to raise my cupped hand. I always pretend to ignore him and leave it until the last possible second before doing so as I tell him to hurry up and get it over with as I have far more important things to do. As soon as he finishes he has to immediately force his still swollen member back into the chastity cage and click the lock closed. Then it’s onto his knees to lick his mess from my glove before removing it and taking it away to be washed and put away.  Finally, after thanking me respectfully and convincingly for allowing him to dribble his disgusting slave slime, it’s back to his chores. No time to enjoy the afterglow, no loving kisses or caressing, just a never ending list of chores and the prospect of a very long wait until his next opportunity for relief.

I keep threatening him that I’m going to lock his chastity cage permanently. I love the idea of having him chained at the foot of my bed watching me being thoroughly screwed by a handsome stud. Him wanting me but knowing he can never perform as a man ever again. I would like to get pregnant after his useless little cock is locked away for ever. He can look after the child while I go out to work. No one would ever know except my slave and I and it would be a delicious constant humiliation for him.


Matt’s The Way I Like It

I am a man who talked his wife into sex with another man so that I could watch. It had always been a fantasy to see my petite little wife on the end of a big dick. I saw my fantasy and loved it. After he’d gone I just had to lick her pussy and while I did, Lynn, my wife, told me I was a wimp with a pathetic little willy and from today would be treated as one. She has never run out of ideas to humiliate me; her latest was as follows.

Lynn hadn’t been home since about half past seven on Friday night. At about seven p.m. on the Sunday she phoned me to say I was to meet her at a local pub in an hour. After I’d been there for nearly two hours she walked in with a black guy I’d never seen before and her friend, Mandy, who often helped Lynn punish me. I bought them a drink as they sat whispering and giggling together. When we left in the car Lynn told me I was in for a treat; I could watch her be screwed by Matt with his lovely big cock.

When we got home I served coffee and while I was doing this Mandy told Matt he could screw Lynn any time he liked as my pathetic little dick was locked in a chastity cage because it was only any good for wanking. I was then told to strip to show Matt why my wife needed him and once I was naked Mandy pulled my arms behind my back and cuffed them saying that, as I only had a little boy’s willy, it shouldn’t be allowed out of its little cage in the presence of a real man.

As I knelt before my beautiful wife and her new lover they started petting and were soon tearing each other’s clothes off. As Matt mauled Lynn’s small perfectly formed breasts and forced his tongue deep inside her welcoming mouth she grasped his impressively erect cock and began to gently stroke it. This had me groaning in pain as my own cock strained futilely against the walls of its prison.

Then as Matt slowly pushed his huge cock into Lynn’s waiting pussy, Mandy took the piss out of me calling me a pathetic sissy who couldn’t satisfy his own wife. As my darling wife moaned encouragement to her eager stud, Mandy ordered me to stand in the corner of the room facing the wall. Then, borrowing the leather belt from Matt’s jeans, she proceeded to welt my ass until I sobbed and begged for mercy.

Only when her arm tiered did Mandy cease her cruel beating and order me back to my knees in front of the sofa to witness my wife screaming in ecstasy as Matt finally filled her unfaithful married pussy with what seemed like gallons of his potent seed. When he finally withdrew his still hard cock, Lynn turned to me and asked if I wished I had a cock like Matt’s so I could make her cum like a man instead of like a lesbian.

Dragging me to my feet by the ear Mandy then proceeded to march me into the bedroom saying she had a job for a sissy faggot to do whilst the lovers enjoyed each other’s company. I marvelled at Matt’s stamina as I heard through the bedroom door my wife’s cries of lust begin again. Lying on the bedroom floor the sounds were soon blotted out by Mandy’s warm thighs as she locked them around my head, grinding her soaking wet pussy against my lips and nose.

After tonging the pussy and then anus of my heartless tormentor to several orgasms I was finally led back into the lounge. Matt had gone, leaving Lynn lying exhausted on her back on top of the dining table, fanny wide open and oozing Matt’s thick white spunk. I performed my husbandly duty, licking clean her thighs, anus and pussy as Mandy derided me as a pathetic excuse for a man who’s only use was to clean real men’s spunk from his wife’s well used pussy.

When Mandy left, Lynn untied my hands and removed the key to my chastity cage from her necklace. After I’d begged her to unlock me and told her how beautiful she’d looked in the arms of another man she finally released my desperately straining cock. It was so hard it took some effort to remove the steel tube, hardly surprising after more than six weeks of imprisonment.

My eyes streamed with tears of joy as Lynn guided my bobbing manhood between the lips of her stretched out fanny, telling me I had permission to fuck her but only had a minute to cum then she wanted my sorry excuse for a cock back in it’s cage where it belonged.


Voyeurism Viewpoint

My wife’s lovers are almost always tall and blond where I am myself short and dark haired. She also likes them to be young and muscular with a full head of hair because I am in my forties, not particularly well built and balding.

For me the thrill of being cuckolded by my gorgeous wife begins with watching her being seduced, right from the initial chat-up to close dancing in a nightclub where cheek-to-cheek becomes mouth-to-mouth. Then they leave together to go to our home where she undresses herself slowly, for him not for me, though I am in the same room, before the sweet copulation of a beautiful couple in lust begins.

Indeed, her teasing begins even before all this. It is so erotic watching my darling wife tart herself up, not for me, but for the handsome lover she hopes to meet. A visit to her hairdresser, loud vulgar lipstick, lots of make-up and the incredibly high-heeled shoes we both refer to as her ‘fuck me shoes’.

To add further to the seduction/humiliation, her hairdresser, a lovely young girl, knows about our lifestyle. So, when I go to collect my wife Anne, her stylist Jill, knows she is likely to be fucked by a blond stud later that evening. The knowing look she gives me has me squirming with the erotic shame and angst of a truly cuckolded husband.

At the nightclub we pretend we are not together. The ‘stud elect’ is chosen by my sexy looking spouse who gives me a knowing and condescending look as she goes into action. It rarely takes long for a guy to realise that this incredibly hot looking brunette fancies him as she dances up close to him. She smiles sweetly in apology after ‘accidently’ bumping into him and soon they are dancing together.

The real magic begins when slow smoochy music plays. I stand at the edge of the dancefloor, with them just a few feet away, him with his back to me and her facing me. Their hot bodies so close, their faces cheek to cheek, his hips rubbing against hers where she can feel his hard young manhood. She looks over at me, stroking his hair, letting me know how much she wants him before slowly raising her head, locking her mouth onto his in a nice long slow French kiss. The torture for me is bitter sweet as my own less formidable manhood makes its futile attempts to grow inside the cold steel walls of the cock cage Anne bought me for our last wedding anniversary and insists I wear full time. If I am a well behaved husband and help her to find the lovers she desires and needs, it might be removed once a month when I am granted a ruined orgasm.

When they finally break the kiss she looks at me again, making sure I am in no doubt as to her intentions and her enjoyment of my suffering, before kissing him again. When the music changes to a faster beat they sit together on a sofa and continue snogging with me sat near them watching and trying not to stare as I cross and uncross my legs, futilely seeking some relief from the pain of my imprisoned dick. If it’s a new man she then tells him she’s married but her husband doesn’t mind – saying he’s at home knowing what she will be getting up to. She invites him home with her, he accepts and a signal is given to me prompting me to make my exit.

They come home together and, if he recognises me from the nightclub, he is at ease straight away, knowing I have already seen them kissing, if not I soon put him at ease. Then my wife takes the initiative, leading the way into the bedroom where, like the classic humiliated hubby, I strip off and am duly tied securely to a chair, my cock cage bobbing with excitement.

Then comes the deadly cocktail of jealousy tinged with lust as I watch my stunningly beautiful dark haired wife join her blond lover in our king size bed. My caged penis weeps in humiliation as I witness his love monster please my horny wife.

I have to admit that there are times in their lovemaking when I feel I’ve lost her. This normally happens when she’s on top of him and she lovingly lowers her head to give him deep French kisses, caressing his hair and telling him how much she wants and needs him. The pain is bitter sweet at times like this but, since it was me who originally pleaded with Anne to indulge my wife-watching fantasies, I could hardly complain and really would not wish for it to be any other way.

Another highlight is when she orgasms with him. With her lovers, unlike the now hardly remembered times with me, it is invariably multiple orgasms and each time breaks my cucky heart, something Anne has, with my encouragement, come to enjoy greatly. Indeed she will often do everything possible to increase my suffering, performing sex acts that I never would have thought her capable of, letting him spank her gorgeous ass and cum in her mouth. I hate it but watch enthralled just the same, wishing desperately that my hands were free and my poor neglected dick freed from its prison.

Unfortunately this is Anne’s time and I can only take solace in the fact that my frustration is adding to her enjoyment and hope that, if I behave well and accept my place in her life, she will take pity on me one day soon.


The Final Humiliation

Seven years ago I married Angie, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I was thirty five years old and she was a mere twenty one. We were very much in love and I am even more so today.

Over the years we experimented with all sorts of ways to stimulate our sex life but, the one which worked best for us was the Mistress and slave scenario. We became quite expert in this area and Angie has been very inventive while clearly enjoying herself. We amassed many ideas including me acting as her maid, doing all the housework, bathing her and carrying out many personal tasks for her of a very intimate nature. About two years ago we read online about a similar minded couple who, to emphasise the difference in their respective statuses as Mistress and slave, had transferred all the house, car and bank accounts to her name. We discussed doing the same and, although it was quite a big step, agreed that the turn on was just too much to resist. Our solicitor seemed puzzled but quickly arranged the paperwork which I signed before being left outside the solicitor’s office to walk home while my wife/Mistress drove away smiling.

From that moment Angie was, much to my delight, a changed woman. She insisted that she should be free to seek her sexual satisfaction wherever and with whoever she wished and, to drive me mad with frustration and jealousy, proceeded to do so, many times in my presence.

It was therefore no surprise when one evening she ordered me to change from my working black and white maids outfit to the even more humiliating pink one she had recently purchased for me online. The frilly skirt was especially short revealing; not just my white stocking tops but also my tiny caged clit as she laughingly referred to my poor deprived cock. The outfit was finished off with cute little Mary Jane shoes in matching pink, a gift from her current lover Phil.

Once properly dressed I presented myself to my Mistress who handcuffed my wrists behind me with leather bracelets and knelt to put the ankle cuffs on too. After six weeks in the chastity cage unable to get erect much less achieve an orgasm, the proximity of my darling wife and cruel mistress, the scent of her perfume, the rustle of her stockinged legs had my poor deprived clitty dribbling. My indiscretion did not escape the notice of my Mistress and, despite my desperate apologies Angie reached for her riding crop and proceeded to deliver a stinging reminder of her authority with six cuts to the front of my thighs that left me in no doubt about my status.

A little later I was lying on the lounge floor not daring to move staring hungrily at my Mistress’s sexy leather boots as she lounged on the couch flicking through a magazine when Phil arrived. He is thirty years old and is a horse dealer, well-educated but with a definite sadistic streak. Having his own key meant he could walk right in to what used to be my house. Then he could take the woman who also used to belong to me in his arms and return her fevered kisses. I’d been witness to their lustful affections before but I sensed that this time something was different. They seemed even more excited than usual and I was more than a little worried.

It was not long before Angie’s clothes were removed leaving her in just her barely- black hold up stockings and incredible knee length black leather boots with four inch spiked heels. To my surprise she broke away from her boyfriend and came over to where I was lying face up on the carpet. Kneeling down by my head, one stocking covered knee each side, she went onto her hands so that she was in the classic doggy position with my wide open eyes just inches directly below her unfaithful pussy. Phil had now stripped and taken up position on his knees directly behind her. Up to this time they had not spoken to me and it was obviously all being done to a prearranged plan.

Now Phil spoke, ‘George, you love Angie, you keep telling her more every day. Now you can see her and her little honeypot at close quarters. You want her to have a wonderful time and I’m going to show you how, but you are going to help.’ He now put his left hand between her legs and down to my mouth. ‘Open your mouth and wet my fingertips so I can help Angie to get really wet.’

From what I could see of my wife’s most intimate parts no further lubrication was necessary but, not wanting to ruin the moment, I covered his fingertips with my saliva. ‘Right sissy faggot,’ he said, moving his hand towards Angie’s pussy. ‘Can you see Angie and the honeypot you love so much? Tell your wife how much you love her.’

‘I do love you more and more Ma’am. I just want to make you happy. Although you haven’t allowed me to make love to you for over a year now, I still hope you will one day,’ I pleaded.

They both laughed at this, Angie saying something about if I only knew what was coming. I was even more anxious now.

‘Watch, lover boy,’ Phil mocked. ‘Can you see how I spread her lips and one finger can touch her clit? Keep watching as I start to gently caress her, listen to her moaning, see her beginning to move, and now three fingers. The bitch is really getting wet for me now!’

I watched as my darling wife’s movements became more urgent untill Phil eventually removed his fingers saying, ‘See how wet my hand is? Here, lick it clean. Lick your precious wife’s pussy juice from my hand faggot.’ With that he again brought it to my lips so that I could obey his order. The strong smell told me that she was really worked up.

‘Now, let’s get down to business,’ Phil smirked boastfully. ‘Watch me slowly insert my cock into the wife you love so much. Remember what it used to be like when you could do this sissy boy? I’ll just slide it in a little way and then slowly take it back out again.’ I could clearly see his impressive rock hard prick and, as he withdrew, was amazed at how wet it was from her juices. ‘I bet you’re licking those sissy lips down there aren’t you faggot? Hoping I’m going to let you suck your mistress’s pussy juice off my cock. I bet you dream about sucking real men’s cocks every night don’t you faggot? Well its bad news for you I’m afraid sissy because this cock likes women not sissies. Now watch me give you wife what you never could. I want you to remember this faggot, remember what you’ve lost.’

And so it went on, him driving his cock deeper and faster all the time. Angie was going wild, moaning and, at times, screaming.

‘Now I’ve got hold of her tits,’ Phil gasped. ‘I can hardly get a grip on them they’re soaked in sweat, can you see?’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled.

‘Speak up faggot,’ Phil admonished me. ‘Can you see me mauling your wife’s fucking tits?’

‘Yes sir,’ I spoke up as I watched this egotistical pig use his grip on my wife’s delicate breasts to pull himself even harder into her welcoming cunt.

It wasn’t long before they both reached a shattering climax. Angie collapsed, gasping for air. She was lying so that her head and upper body was alongside me but her legs still straddled my face and I could feel the warm wetness of her neatly trimmed bush on my chin.

After a short pause, Phil asked her if she was ready for the next stage and she confirmed she was before raising her upper body and dropping her overflowing unfaithful pussy over my lips. ‘Clean me now,’ she ordered coldly. Despite my feelings of disgust I licked and sucked using my tongue to get into every last corner, trying not to gag as her lover’s thick spunk filled my mouth and slid down my throat. It seemed at times that I would drown but there was no quarter given by my beautiful Mistress as she ground her soaking lips over my nose and face admonishing me to lick it all up like a good slave.

Finally she rose from my sweating, cum covered face into the arms of her lover. I was ignored and left tied up as they left the room hand in hand and I heard them going upstairs to bed.

The following morning Angie came to me and, in Phil’s presence said, ‘I think you realise that last night was special slave and I hope you will always remember it, because it is the last time you will ever see me or my honeypot, as you call it. I have packed two bags with all your clothes and you are to leave my house now. You know everything is in my name and has been for a while. I don’t want any trouble so I’m warning you that I’ve kept all the videos we made of you dressed as a sissy maid doing your chores, performing your little dances for me, licking my boots and even sucking my used panties and stockings clean before hand washing them. I even have the ones of you practicing your cock sucking skills on my dildo, I’m sure you wouldn’t want those going on social media or emailed to your family or your work colleagues, would you?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I mumbled, unable to meet her mocking gaze.

‘Now,’ she continued as she freed my hands and ankles, ‘Phil and I have given you something special to remember and I’ve also put something in your bags which you can keep as a memento, a dozen pairs of my dirty knickers. You can bury your head in them every night and think of the Angie you love so much being screwed by a real man. Now hurry up and fuck off out of my house!'

Half an hour later I had left my home, my wife and all my possessions save for those in the two holdalls I carried. As I closed the garden gate behind me I looked back to see them both in the doorway watching me with grins of contempt on their faces. I hated him but I loved her more than ever. I couldn’t blame her for what she’d done. After all, it was my idea to start her off on this route. How could I complain if she’d turned out to be even more cruel and heartless than I’d hoped she would.  I guess the moral of the story is, ‘Be careful what you wish for’.


Sex Master

My lovely forty two year old wife Carol has always taken me for, at best, a nice husband (meaning a wimp), but one who is never decisive, never forceful, certainly never masterful. She would often sigh and remark teasingly, ‘What I’d give for a real man once in a while.’ To which I would retort, ‘So get yourself one,’ half-jokingly but not entirely frivolously.

Then, one evening, Carol had this bemused and incredulous look on her face. She shook her head and told me that Jane, one of her married friends, had a lover. Now, Jane is the most timid friend that Carol has; so quiet and almost scared. The fact that she had taken a lover was hard to believe. Then the truth came out. Her lover was in fact her master – a ‘sex master’, as she called him. Being so submissive, it was almost inevitable that she would have such a relationship. It was her ability to get one for herself that amazed us, but Carol did say that inside her, Jane had this almost steely determination when she wanted something – and being dominated was what she craved.

Carol went on to inform me that, unfortunately, there was a problem. Jane’s daughter, who lived down south, had lost her job and was returning to stay with her and the cuckolded husband. She then shocked me by showing me a photo on her phone of Jane’s lover. His name was Ian and his picture left nothing to the imagination as he stood smiling and sporting a huge hard-on.

‘Jane sent it to me to prove she wasn’t making him up,’ Carol explained. ‘No wonder her poor husband is a cuckold,’ she went on, ‘He’s so big and handsome. Look at the size of those muscles …. Not to mention his cock!’ she sighed dreamily.

I should have known what was coming next, as Carol explained that, since Jane could no longer entertain her master, she could take over. I thought she was joking till she informed me that Ian had seen some pictures of her courtesy of Jane and he had apparently jumped at the chance to take ownership of another attractive married lady. The thrill of cuckolding another hapless husband was just icing on the cake and he had agreed to be my wife’s lover.

He turned up at our home the very next day. It seemed strange that a couple in their early forties were to be dominated and humiliated by a young man in his late twenties. Jane had warned Carol that Ian was a complete sex master; virile, randy and vulgar, and when we saw him in his skin tight jeans, tanned and muscular, we were in no doubt that he could have been the masterful lover of any Hollywood film star.

Ian wasted no time as I showed him into the lounge where my unfaithful wife waited nervously. ‘Come here bitch,’ he ordered her, ‘Stick your tongue in my mouth.’ To my excited amazement she rushed to obey him. In miniskirt, stockings and obscenely high heels, my gorgeous wife locked her freshly lipsticked mouth on to his, their randy bodies pressing together, her hand holding his young blond head and he, this vulgar stud, pressing her arse towards his hips, pushing and grinding as if dry humping. Their snog just continued on and on, this nice, long, slow French kiss in open-mouthed splendour, while I stood rubbing myself through my trousers feeling like a naughty voyeuristic pervert.

When they finally broke, my wife exclaimed, ‘I’m your tart – I’ll do anything you want!’ That hurt, but nothing like what followed.

‘Do you know what your dirty little husband was doing while we kissed?’ Ian asked my wife. Then, much to my shame, he told her, ‘Rubbing his little dick like the fucking sad pervert he is.’ I started to stutter an apology till he shouted at me, ‘I’m gonna flog you worm!’ In a daze, I could hear myself apologising as he frog marched me towards the dining table. Fearing where this was leading I resorted, like the classic humiliated husband, to begging for mercy. It had no effect, even when I addressed him as Master and ‘Sir’, so, in desperation; I flung myself on the floor and knelt at his feet licking his boots.

‘Please Sir,’ I begged, ‘don’t flog me, I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it, it won’t happen again!’ My wife called me a wimp, a pathetic grovelling little faggot and laughed at me.

‘Beg,’ Ian demanded, ‘all the way.’ So he seated himself on our expensive settee, put his feet up on the coffee table, unzipped his flies and pulled out his ‘love monster’. Now I had to lick the dirty soles of his boots and, as I knelt to do this, my precious wife of twenty years, the mother of my children, my love, my soulmate, sat down beside her young lover and began moving her head up and down on his nine inch hard-on, making disgusting noises. I was being totally degraded – not only having to lick this man’s boots but suffering the indignity of watching my wife really enjoy having his cock in her mouth. She did it very voluntarily whilst I was begging for mercy.

‘Everyone likes the taste of my cock,’ Ian boasted as my tongue continued the humiliating task of cleaning who knew what forms of dirt from the soles of his boots. Such arrogance and vanity disgusted me but I could not help looking up at him in admiration as he seduced my wife.

If I thought my punishment had been forgotten about I was proved very wrong as Ian suddenly pushed my wife aside and rose, kicking me and driving me once more toward the dining table. I was pulled to my feet by his painful grip on my ear before being pushed forcefully over the edge of the table. Then, ordering my wife, his bitch, to fetch him a hairbrush, he roughly dragged my trousers and pants down around my ankles.

When the beating began it was clear that this was no play acting. He was using his six foot three frame to best effect crashing the wooden back of the hairbrush into my quivering cheeks repeatedly as I squirmed and cried out for mercy. When eventually he stopped I turned my head to see that my wife had dropped to her knees before him, once more orally impaled on his dick – she clearly loved sucking him off. Then, as Carol’s oral worship of her master continued, so did my beating. I lost count as the assault on my backside continued. ‘Flog the fucking wimp!’ yelled my wife as she lifted her lips from their task before returning to it with gusto.

When he finally relented I was sore and bruised, battered and completely humiliated but my emasculation was not over. As I slumped to the floor, Ian pulled my wife to her feet and, facing each other, they began to undress. I knew they were going to fuck. I knew I would have to watch. I knew I was finished as a man but, as with all wife-watchers, my own hard-on never relented. There was no way a sad excuse for a cock like mine could ever compete with Ian’s nine-inch weapon, but I couldn’t help wanking it in front of them as they stripped, laughing at me and calling me a sad old wanker.

Their lovemaking was something else. I watched at close range as Ian’s huge dick pleasured my wife, humiliated yet jerking off like a teenager. She mouthed disgusting orgasms and kept coming on his cock, yelling out obscenities I’d never heard from her, telling him that she loved him and would do anything for him. I thought he would cum inside her but my feelings were undoubtedly mixed as he removed his steaming cock and prepared to spunk in her face. Carol had often told me that this was distasteful and she considered women who allowed it to be complete tarts – but then she was that, having admitted it to her master. She took it in her mouth, this large bulbous knob about to ejaculate. And what an outpouring – such a copious orgasm, great big blobs of hot ejaculate in her mouth, all over her lips and across her gorgeous face.

Again my own emotional state was one of confusion. I offered to French kiss Carol in order not only to reassert my love for her, but also to form a bond with the two of them. But was I successful? She only degraded me further by locking her mouth onto his and giving him a French snog. Doubtless this was to reject me further and I just couldn’t take it – I shot my load into an old newspaper as they watched mouths together. I fell to the floor, my backside smarting after my flogging, my ego battered as they towered over me sneering and laughing.

Ian then ordered me to run a bath for him and my wife. I duly obeyed and had to remain on hand to serve their needs as they joked and frolicked in the water. I brought them drinks, showered them and was a servant. When they emerged my wife began lovingly drying him off, admiring and drooling over his manly body. The look of love and delight in her eyes told me I’d lost her to this blond giant. I then did a very stupid thing – I leaned forward to unplug the bath. Ian demanded an explanation. To my mumbled response he ordered me to bathe in their dirty water. I protested and he slapped my face before grabbing a handful of my hair and began forcing me into the bath. Carol just laughed at me and encouraged her lover as I reluctantly sat down into the now lukewarm water.

‘Dirty is it?’ Ian demanded. ‘I’ll show you what’s dirty you wanker.’ I stared aghast as he pointed his now limp but still impressive dick at me and let go a stream of golden liquid – the bastard was pissing all over me, all over my face! When I opened my mouth to protest he merely aimed his cock at my mouth and filled it with his piss. Meanwhile my darling wife stood at her master’s side humiliating me and mouthing verbal invective in my direction, encouraging her lover in the utter degradation of her husband. My total subservience was confirmed as he took my wife’s hand and, arm in arm, they went into our bedroom for another session of fucking, this time on our marital bed. I lay in the squalor, listening to their cries of passion, feeling more pathetic than I had ever felt in my life, and yet sporting a hard-on.

On a later occasion, on Ian’s birthday, my wife, Carol, decided that a master such as him deserved a new pair of Doc Martin boots. On his next visit we presented him with a vulgar black pair that went up to his shins. They came out of the box unlaced so naturally my wife and I took up positions kneeling before him to do up the laces. It was quite a laborious task not helped by the nervous shaking of our fingers as he yelled at us, ‘Come on then, I haven’t got all day!’ He addressed my wife as a slut and a whore and called me his wanking slave.

Finally, when the laces were firmly tied, we both applied our tongues to the shiny new leather. Both my wife and I began licking a boot each, all the way to the top. As I did so I received a torrent of abuse and vilification, even more so than my wife did. It was clear that he was our master and my wife was both his slave and my cruel mistress.

On another of his visits to our home Ian brought Jane with him so that she could join Carol and him in a vulgar threesome. Jane’s orgasms were even louder than my wife’s – after all, it was nearly three months since he’d last fucked her. Unfortunately I was not allowed to watch as my wife had me cleaning the grout between the tiles on the kitchen floor with a toothbrush. When Jane came into the kitchen for a glass of water she looked very flushed and I made the mistake of commenting on this. As a punishment for my impertinence I had to masturbate in front of all three of them. I had to beg each of my superiors for permission to cum and had to hold off on pain of a severe flogging, until I had secured that permission from all three of my jeering, laughing tormentors. Jane, the timid, quiet one, laughed loudest of all and was the last one to finally give in and allow me my thoroughly embarrassing relief.


Service Station Servicing

Driving home after an evening out with my wife I realised the petrol in the car was running low. Fortunately, despite forgetting the bank card I’d intended to use to draw money from the cash machine earlier, I still had a few pounds left and so pulled into a service station. After putting ten pounds worth of petrol into the tank I went inside to pay. Handing the man behind the counter my last ten pound note I glanced across to where my wife was looking at the magazines and was surprised when the cashier said, ‘This note’s no good squire, it’s a forgery.’

‘What?’ I exclaimed. ‘Are you sure?’

The man demonstrated convincingly that the note was indeed a forgery and I admitted to him that I didn’t have any more money or bank cards with me. My wife never takes money with her when we go out together but I asked her anyway and she confirmed that she had nothing on her. There was silence as we all contemplated the situation. ‘I can come back and pay tomorrow, if that’s any good,’ I suggested.

‘No, you’ve had the petrol so I’ve got to put the money in now,’ he said rather abruptly. ‘Mind you, there are other ways you could pay, in which case I’ll put the ten pounds in myself.’ I looked at him, not comprehending and wondering if I heard him right. Was this a wind up? But he wasn’t smiling as he continued, ‘Your wife has something she could pay with.’

Janice went bright red as she caught his meaning but I was slower on the uptake. ‘If your wife’s willing to open her legs and let me fuck her I’ll put the tenner in for you.’ I went hot then cold as the words sank in and was about to tell this ignorant asshole what I thought of his disgusting suggestion when my wife said calmly that it didn’t look like we had any choice.

‘That’s right,’ the cashier said with a smirk and a wink at my wife.

Then I suddenly remembered Janice’s favourite fantasy, which revolved around selling her body for favours, a fantasy we’d acted out from time to time. My own favourite fantasy is the wife-watching one, but I didn’t really know if I wanted it to become a reality. It looked like I was about to find out and I found myself searching for an excuse not to have to make that decision.

‘What about the till and serving customers? You can’t just leave it unattended,’ I said at last, delighted with my brainwave.

‘You can look after things,’ he answered me, his eyes never leaving Janet. ‘It’s simple to operate the till and stuff. Come round here and I’ll show you,’ the man instructed, dashing my hopes because now my excuse not to see my fantasy become real was gone and, furthermore, I wouldn’t even have the excitement of watching him with my wife. He was right though, as I quickly got the hang of things. Then, taking Janice by the hand, he led her through a doorway to the back, his parting comment being, ‘I think your wife is really keen to drop her knickers and feel my cock inside her.’

I cringed at his words, watching them go with mixed feelings, but for a while my thoughts were occupied as I served several customers. Eventually the place emptied and there were no more cars on the forecourt. With a sense of foreboding, I went out the back in search of my wife and her would be lover. I didn’t have to go far, finding them in a room to the right of the passageway. I don’t know what they had been doing up to that point but Janice, who was naked except for her holdup stockings and the very expensive knee length black leather boots I’d bought her for her birthday, looked very flushed and her nipples stood out like chapel hat-pegs.

The man was undressing and, once naked, said, ‘On your knees bitch and lick my balls.’ To my utter amazement, Janice was on her knees in an instant and it was obvious that his domineering manner excited her. She had no idea I was there and I watched with mixed feelings as my darling wife licked round the man’s balls with great relish. Her tongue flicked up and down the length of his penis from time to time and I marvelled at the thickness of it, feeling a stab of excitement mixed with cuckold angst at the thought of her being fucked by such a monster cock.

Janice was now licking and nibbling the end of his penis and, seeing me watching, he gave a mocking laugh. ‘Now suck it slut,’ he ordered, watching me the whole time, ‘then after I’ve given your randy married cunt a good tonguing, I’m going to give you a fucking to remember.’

I had to go back to the till at that point as several customers arrived. It was quite a while before things quietened down and I was able to nip out the back again. I found my wife lying on her back across a table, her whole body flushed and heaving in a way that told me she had recently orgasmed hard. The man was kneeling on the floor with his face resting on the inside of Janice’s thigh.

‘Did you enjoy that?’ he asked her as he stood up.

‘Incredible,’ my wife gasped.

The man stood between her wide-spread legs, throbbing penis in hand and, seeing me, informed me, ‘You’re just in time to watch me fucking your wife. How do you feel about that?’ Apart from my obvious jealousy I was very concerned that there was no sign of a condom. As if reading my mind, he added, ‘I’ll be taking her bare too, so she can feel me cumming right up inside her. Hope you don’t mind,’ he winked.

I had no reply and he laughed as he slowly eased his cock into my wife’s dripping pussy. He lunged forward and, as his penis speared her, Janice gave vent to a piercing cry. The man laughed again as, putting his hands beneath my wife’s bottom, he pulled her over the edge of the table allowing him to fully impale her on his huge fat cock, drawing a deep groan of lust from her lips. ‘There,’ he cried, ‘my cock’s right up your wife’s cunt. I recon a lot deeper that you’ve ever been.’ He smirked. ‘If you kneel underneath us you’ll see me fingering her arsehole as well.’

In a daze I moved forward to kneel between his feet and saw his hands pulling my wife’s buttocks apart baring her most secret place. Then I watched in disbelief as his finger drove in and out of Janice’s Anus in time with his cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. Her wild ecstatic cries were something to hear and, to my shame, beyond anything I’d ever heard when I’d made love to her myself. My humiliation did not last long as he soon told me to get back out front in case there were customers. As I left through the doorway I cast a last look over my shoulder at the broad stocky guy fucking my wife furiously. Janice was gripping the edge of the table desperately, her head rolling from side to side, her high pitched cries telling me she was experiencing another orgasm with this stranger’s penis pumping in and out of her unfaithful snatch.

I served a steady stream of customers but there was a lull when the man appeared in the doorway, fully dressed now. ‘Come back through,’ he said and, when I did, I found my wife still dressing. She paused to look at us when she heard her lover telling me to remove my belt, hand it to him then drop my trousers. I guessed what he had in mind but obeyed instantly feeling a curious excitement. The man laughed and jeered when he saw my erect penis and then ordered ‘Bend over the table where I just fucked your wife and take your punishment.’

I didn’t ask what the punishment was for and there was no thought of resistance as the man gave me a thorough spanking. Then it was the turn of my belt and the blows from that were far more painful. I gripped the edge of the table and couldn’t help howling with each fresh blow to my bared and quivering backside, deeply aware of the humiliation of it happening in front of my wife, who remained half naked taking a keen interest in the proceedings.

‘There let that be a lesson to you,’ the man laughed and returned to the front leaving my wife and me to arrange our clothing in an embarrassed silence. When we emerged he came from behind the counter to kiss Janice goodbye, squeezing her breasts as he did so, his laughter following us as we left.

At home later I wanted to make love, but Janice wasn’t interested, admitting, to my chagrin, that the man, Eric, had satisfied her as never before. So, while my wife had a bath, I was reduced to masturbating into her worn, cum-soaked knickers as I thought over the events at the service station.

For days afterwards my sore bottom acted as a reminder of our experience. Eric had given Janice his phone number and told her to get in touch if she fancied some more of the same. I had a better idea. As incredible as it seems, I craved the humiliation of asking Eric if he would make love to my wife on a regular basis.

To that end I began using the service station, only putting small amounts of petrol in each time, until the day came when I found Eric behind the counter once more. I pretended to be looking at the magazines until the service station emptied upon which I hurried to the counter to pay for my petrol. Recognising me, Eric laughed and took my five pound note saying, ‘Haven’t put much in, have you?’

‘No,’ I replied, looking around nervously. ‘Actually, I was hoping to have a word with you.’

‘What’s the score then? Did your missus like my cock so much the other night that she wants some more?’ he leered.

‘That’s it exactly,’ I replied hurriedly, relieved to have it out in the open.

Eric laughed before saying, ‘So that’s it. You actually want me to fuck your wife again do you?’

‘Yes, whenever, wherever and as often as you like. She talks about nothing else,’ I blurted out amidst his mocking laughter.

‘What’s the matter, can’t you satisfy her? Do you need a real man to service her for you?’ he jeered.

‘Erm, yes, if you don’t mind,’ I replied. ‘She said she’s never experienced anything as good as the things you did to her and she’s no longer happy with what I can give her.’ For some reason I felt as if I needed to totally humiliate myself before him.

Eric ushered me into the back room, smiling to see me looking at the table on which he’d had my wife and punished me. ‘Now before I agree to service your hot little wife, we need to get a few things straight,’ he said as he turned to me. ‘From now on you will address me as Sir and obey me in everything, clear?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ I blushed.

Eric’s laugh had a triumphant ring. ‘Now beg me to fuck your missus,’ he smirked.

‘Please Sir,’ I began, revelling in the weird excitement of my role. ‘I’d deem it a great honour if you would take care of all my wife’s sexual needs from now on.’ Eric guffawed and I added hurriedly, ‘You can fuck her every day if you like. I know Janice is more than willing.’ His renewed laughter brought fresh colour to my cheeks as I basked in the unexpected thrill of my debasement.

Eric had to go and serve someone, telling me to wait where I was. When he returned he removed the belt from his trousers. ‘Now, let’s see how submissive and obedient you can be,’ he smiled. ‘Drop your trousers and pants and touch your toes.’ I did so with alacrity. He only gave me three blows but they were full force and his leather belt cut into my still bruised buttocks making me howl. I was grateful nobody entered the service station to hear me.

When I straightened up it was to find Eric undoing his own trousers before pushing them down with his underpants. ‘Your pathetic little cock is nowhere near as big as mine is it?’ he taunted. I shook my head in shameful agreement. ‘Get on your knees, kiss my cock and beg me to slip it up your wife’s cunt.’ As I meekly did everything he told me to I was hit by the sudden realisation that I found him thoroughly obnoxious. I really loathed the man, which, of course, made the humiliation of my position even greater.

After I’d licked his penis and kissed his balls Eric told me I could go, but first he gave me a card with his address on. ‘Bring my slut round at eight tonight and I’ll give her the fucking she needs while you take my dog for a walk. I’ll be fucking her most days from now on and, if you’re good I might let you watch occasionally. Now fuck off!’ His laughter followed me from the service station.

That evening I drove my wife to Eric’s, well aware that she was in a state of high excitement. Letting us in, Eric said, ‘Get your knickers off, Janice, while I give your wimp of a husband his instructions.’ The instructions were to walk his dog for at least an hour. As I listened to Eric, I was watching my wife through the lounge doorway. She took more than her knickers off. By the time I had the dog’s leader in my hand Janice had stripped down to the silk basque and stockings I’d bought her for our wedding anniversary. She’d been saving it to wear for me on a special occasion. Instead she’d decided to wear it for her new lover. Following my gaze Eric laughed and said, ‘That’s right wimp, look but don’t touch. The only cock allowed in your wife’s cunt from now on is mine. Your little thing’s only fit for wanking.’

Returning with the dog on the hour, I rang Eric’s doorbell but it was another ten minutes before he came to the door, wearing nothing but a bath towel around his waist. My wife came down the stairs, kissed Eric on the cheek and went out to the car. After he had ordered me to take her round again the same time the following night, I followed her. Driving home there was no point in asking Janice if she’d had a good time; her radiance was plain to see.

The next evening I again drove Janice to Eric’s house and this time he instructed me to give his car a good clean, after which I was to wait in the lounge for further instructions. My chores done, I sat on the settee, soon becoming aware of my wife’s ecstatic cries coming from upstairs. Sometime after that, Eric shouted for me to take them some wine. I retrieved a bottle from the fridge and found two wine glasses, placing them on a tray and carrying it up the stairs. Despite the bedroom door being slightly open I knew instinctively that Eric would expect me to knock. I did so and his voice bade me enter.

‘Your wine, Sir,’ I said, unable to take my eyes off Janice lying beside him, eyes closed and still looking flushed from his lovemaking. Staring between my wife’s open thighs I could see her vagina gaping open and Eric’s semen oozing from it.

Aren’t you going to thank me for giving your wife what she needs, what she can’t get from you?’ he asked.

‘Oh yes Sir, thank you Sir, she looks well satisfied,’ I blurted out.

‘That leaves just one thing to be done,’ Eric smiled. ‘Drop your trousers and pants and touch your toes.’ With trembling fingers I did as instructed. Then, with my wife watching, her lover first spanked me before caning my defenceless bottom, the cuts from the thin cane soon making me howl as tears flooded my eyes. After that I was sent away to do his laundry while he and my wife settled down to some more lovemaking. My last sight as I turned to leave being Janice with his cock in her mouth.

Since then I’ve willingly experienced many indignities and humiliations at the hands of Eric and my wife. Every Friday they go out for a meal leaving me to clean his house from top to bottom. Naturally I reimburse him the evening’s expenses. Their return is the highlight of my week as, providing I’ve done a good job of cleaning his house, Eric permits me to watch their lovemaking, although I always have to get on my knees and beg him for the privilege. The excitement I feel to be so completely dominated and humiliated by the man who’s having my wife, particularly when I loathe and detest him so much, is completely unexpected. To be ordered to lick and suck Eric’s penis after he’s had Janice always thrills me, particularly when it’s accompanied by taunts and jibes from my unfaithful wife.

At twenty, Eric is twelve years younger than my wife and he’s also incredibly virile, having sex with her almost every day. Janice is loving every minute of our experiences, finding an unexpected thrill in witnessing my debasement at the hands of her handsome young lover. She seems to love being dominated by him too and obeys him in everything ; indeed his latest threat of spanking me in front of his mates then forcing me to watch as he and three or four others take turns to fuck my wife in succession only serves to excite her further. So much so, that I often wonder if I did the right thing letting this intoxicatingly sexy genie out of the bottle.


TV Watcher

It took my wife, Anne, and I quite a while to find the solution to my sexual preferences but, as they say, all’s well that ends well.

I liked to wear my wife’s clothes and, at first, she found that side of my personality hard to live with. Anne worked in a theatre bar on an evening and while she was out I used to dress up. We were very open about everything with each other and so I always knew who fancied my wife and had dared to chat her up. To my horror this used to turn me on no end; it was only after sex that jealousy, rage and guilt would set in and sometimes we would row.

One guy called Mike was very pushy in his desire for Anne and this came to a head at Christmas. Every year the theatre staff put on a show for the actors and friends and this year Anne and the other barmaids decided to do a piece from ‘Cabaret’, their suspenders, stockings and underwear covered by only a bin liner as a dress. Anne teased me mercilessly about how Mike would be all over her like a rash because of the way she would be dressed and took great pleasure in my obvious state of arousal.

On the night, Anne joked that it would be a good idea if she tied me to the bed so I would not come up to the theatre and cause a scene if my jealousy got the better of me. I don’t know why, but I agreed to this. She even said that, as a treat, I could put on some of her underwear before she tied me down.

So there I was, spread-eagled, dressed in only black stockings, suspenders, a baby-doll nightie and panties, watching my beautiful wife get ready. By the time she was done she looked like a right tart and my arousal was massive. Cheekily she gave my stiff cock a few pulls, saying she promised that she would not let Mike fuck her.

I cannot describe how hard the following seven hours were. My mind raced continually over the most lewd of happenings.

Finally Anne arrived home just before three in the morning, quite merry from drink. Of course I demanded to know what had gone on, so she told me that it had been a fun evening. The play had gone well and the party afterwards had been a scream. Mike, she said, had been like a dog in heat at the sight of her. She had danced with him four or five times, his hands roaming everywhere. She even confessed that they had a couple of lingering kisses under the mistletoe that had left her very horny and him very stiff.

My penis was now aching hard and, as she went on, Anne’s hand freed my cock from the nylon panties and slowly started to wank me as she told me how Mike had pleaded with her to go home with him. She had refused but, to my horror, she had accepted a lift home. Anne then related how they had kissed again outside and she had been so turned on that she had not stopped his hand sliding up her black stockinged leg to her little black panties where it rubbed her to a shattering orgasm. I was almost foaming at the mouth as she went on to say that the poor guy was in a dreadful state after that so she had popped his cock out of his trousers and wanked him. I shot my load when she told me his cock was a lot bigger than mine.

The next day was full of recriminations and bitchy rows, but, eventually, the incident faded into the past and Anne and I moved to London to start new jobs. Our sex life had become rather mundane, a quick bonk on a Sunday morning once a month was about all we managed for a while. I would dress in her clothes quite a bit and could see that Anne was clearly sexually frustrated. I was still mulling over thoughts of Anne with other men and fuelled this fire by reading stories and letters online about cuckolded husbands.

We finally started to work things out one night in the kitchen of our flat. I was doing ironing dressed in one of Anne’s old dresses complete with white stockings and heels. Anne was sitting at the table and we were chatting idly on the subject of sex, or the lack of it. She said it seemed unfair that I got regular satisfaction out of wearing her clothes when she did not get anything out of it. I could have pointed out that one thing she was getting out of it was not having to do this ironing. However, seeing an opportunity I nervously suggested that she should get a boyfriend as that was my main sexual fantasy about her. This she said she knew but my reaction was always bad after a while.

We came to the conclusion that it was only after sexual satisfaction that I got all manly and stroppy, so the deal was struck then and there. Anne suggested that I cease having sex with her altogether and she thought it was a good idea if I didn’t cum by wanking either. I agreed to try it but I didn’t trust myself to police my own chastity. I had seen pictures online of chastity cages and told her about them. She thought this was an excellent solution and demanded we go online and choose one immediately.

When it arrived several days later, Anne wanted the item fitted as quickly as possible. I took off my shirt and trousers leaving on the stockings I was wearing underneath and lay on the bed. Her first attempt to fit the device was a failure. It had been about four weeks since we last had sex and the touch of her delicate fingers coupled with the realisation of what we were doing caused my penis to get harder than it had for months. Anne’s solution was quick. She disappeared for a few moments and, when she returned she pressed ice cubes to my straining erection. Then another idea struck her and she spent the next half hour shaving me bald down there. I suggested hopefully that it might help to calm my tumescent organ if she were to give me a nice hand job. The resultant deflation, I assured her would much reduce her difficulties in fitting the device.

Unfortunately my suggestion was met only with a cruel smile and a shake of her head as she once more applied ice to my quickly shrivelling organ before snuggly fitting the cruel restrainer and locking it securely with the little key. To add insult to injury she then fondled my testicles as she taunted me about how small my willy looked in its new home. Anne watched with glee as my penis struggled futilely against the unyielding metal walls of its prison.

Over the following weeks both Anne and I started to realise where we were going. I was now in a dreadful state of sexual frustration, my cock spending all its time trying and failing to erect. Anne added to this by teasing at every opportunity. We found that I was becoming more compliant to her demands. I had to do all the housework now while she enjoyed being waited on hand and foot. It was her idea that the only time I would be dressed in male clothing was during work hours. The rest of the time I was suitably attired in a full maid’s outfit, wig and makeup – the full nine yards as they say.

Next, Anne acquired a riding crop which was used liberally to punish unsatisfactory work. It was then I was kicked out of the bedroom and made to sleep in a cupboard in the hallway. Sex did not entirely stop between us as she took her pleasure on my tongue whenever she pleased. She also liked me using my dutiful tongue to suck and lick her toes and feet as well as clean her still warm shoes inside and out. As you can imagine, the penis restrainer was getting used to working overtime.

The most wicked of devices she bought was a dildo gag which went onto my face, strapped and buckled at the back with a large rubber cock sticking outwards and another shorter but fatter one sticking inwards which effectively stifled my cries of frustration. I had to suffer the torture of the sight of her beautiful pussy and sometimes arsehole, sliding up and down on the dildo while I was tied securely spread-eagled to the bed.

Then came her first lover, George. I even had to help her dress for her first night out with him. How is a husband supposed to feel seeing his wife standing in front of him, applying her makeup, dressed in only a sexy black lingerie set, black seemed stockings and black patent strappy stilettoes? She had even shaved her pussy for him. The panties I handed her were a disgrace; hardly enough to cover a postage stamp, let alone her sex. She was highly turned on and ordered me to lick her quim a couple of times before slipping into a very daring little black dress which only just covered her stocking tops. She left well heated up, promising that she was going to get screwed by a real man that night.

I spent the evening toiling with the chores she had left me. The tears were real in my eyes as time and again my willy made its futile attempts at erection.

By next morning she still had not arrived home. I did my makeup and dressed in a crisp clean uniform to await her arrival by the front door. A little after ten I heard the click- click of stiletto heels as Anne came to the front door. She looked radiant as she stood before me and I knelt to kiss her black stockinged feet. She ordered me to get her a cup of tea and headed to the bedroom.

The sight that greeted me on my entrance was Anne stripped down to her lacy black bra, sexy little suspender belt, stockings and heels. Her legs were open revealing her sex which was open, very puffy and red. I could see what appeared to be fresh cum seeping from it.

I was ordered to remove her shoes and kiss her feet as she asked me whether I still loved her, or if I thought she was a cheap slut. I replied the former with all my heart to which she smiled and said if that was the case I wouldn’t mind in the slightest using my tongue to soothe her aching well fucked pussy. I immediately followed her order to lie on the floor at the side of her bed looking up at her as she quickly straddled my head before squatting down. This caused her cunt to open and the sticky mess to ooze out. The smell was almost overpowering; the sight of Anne’s stockinged legs and well fucked twat was awesome. I raised my head and started to lick causing more juices to run into my mouth. After what seemed an age I finished only to be told I had better do the same to her arsehole.

Later that day while I sucked her toes and licked her bare feet, she lay back on the settee in the lounge and recounted her adventures with George. He had fucked her six times the previous night; once in her mouth, twice in her arse and three times in her pussy.

Her affair with George went on for quite a while until she started to hanker after further conquests. These came in the form of Damon, a young black guy who lived in the upstairs flat and a few of his mates. Owing to their close proximity, they knew about me virtually straight away and this also led to my first wife-watching experiences. Seeing Anne getting fucked by not one but three men for the first time was really the end of my masculinity. Not only did I have to watch but serve them drinks as they rested while another was pushing his cock into my wife’s body. All you could see of Anne was her black-stockinged legs and heels wide open over shoulders riding up and down as she was fucked senseless. Her cries were base and animal as she enjoyed orgasm after orgasm.

She didn’t stop at one at a time either. It became common to see her with one cock in her cunt and one in her mouth at the same time. I remember seeing her suck three cocks dry, drinking all the sperm they could shoot into her eager mouth. Her three lovers had willing access to her body any time they wanted and all seemed to enjoy humiliating me. In the process of time they enjoyed the sight of me in my maid’s outfit licking Anne out while she was full of their cum.

Anne and I have lived like this for five years now and are very happy. We have moved from London to the country but this has not diminished her supply of male and now female lovers one iota.

For me permanent frustration is a perfect solution. I adore Anne like no other and will obey any command she gives me, no matter how humiliating or frustrating. The unbearable desperation for relief translates to an all-consuming desire to please my beautiful wife by any means at my disposal. I could never dream of satisfying her sexually but I can put heart and soul into trying to be the perfect slave for her. She never has to lift a finger around the house and has complete freedom to pursue her sexual satisfaction wherever and with whoever she chooses, secure in the knowledge that her cruelty and betrayal serve only to increase my devotion to her. The fact that she takes great pleasure in finding ever more devious and delicious ways to frustrate and humiliate me is a delight to us both and ensures that our marriage will be, not only long and happy but thoroughly exciting for us both.


Check Out The Titles Below For More Exciting Stories From Femdom Fred.

Featuring Female Domination, Enforced Chastity, Bondage, Cuckolding, Corporal Punishment, Humiliation, Enforced Cross Dressing, Sissy Maids & More!

Cuckolding Tales

Cuckolding Tales Pt2

Cuckolding Tales Pt3

Cuckolding Tales Compendium

(All 3 Above Titles In One Volume)

The Making Of A Sissy Maid Pt1

The Making Of A Sissy Maid Pt2

CUCKOLDING – The Ins & Outs Of Life With A Hot Wife

How My Husband Became My Maid

Victoria’s Maid

FEMDOM EXTREME – The lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.

FEMDOM EXTREME II – The further lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.

FEMDOM EXTREME III – The final lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.
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