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INTRODUCTION

This book can be read as a stand-alone story but I recommend you read book one first in order to get the full background.


Chapter 1

It was a couple of months later when I discovered something about my wife that shocked me. You might think that would be difficult after all that had gone on over the previous year, but it seemed she still had a few surprises in store for me.

I was still struggling to come to terms with our new situation. The thought of waiting two years before being allowed to cum simply filled me with despair. To be fair to my wife she did work incredibly hard to ensure I was in a constant state of sexual excitement. Every one of my fantasies came to life in her skilful hands, even the ones I had never really wanted to become reality. I was her devoted slave and could think of nothing but pleasing her. I did not understand it then and I still don't. The more she used me, scorned me, humiliated me and teased me - the more I loved and worshipped her.

It was probably my inability to focus on anything but her that lost me my job. I had been with the same firm for many years and so the pill was sweetened with a nice fat redundancy cheque and a pension. Hence we would not be badly off. In fact it would be nice to have more time available to spend with her. I had no idea how far she wanted to go with our adventure or how long she wanted it to last but perhaps, with more time available, I thought, we could speed things up, intensify the game still further, take it to its zenith then get back together and be a couple again. That's what we always did. In fact the getting back together was the best bit. After such a long and intense game it would be incredible, amazing, mind blowing this time!

I arrived at our house as per schedule wearing a track suit over my maids outfit. I was hoping my wife would let me give her the news of my redundancy before setting me at my housework. The first surprise came when she opened the door wearing almost an exact copy of my uniform. Unlike me, however, she looked amazing.

'Don't look so shocked slave,' she said as I followed her into the lounge unable to tear my eyes from her cute little silk panties and black nylon stocking tops. 'In case you have any silly ideas,' she warned,' I will not be helping you with your housework. This outfit is for John's benefit. Come here and kneel in front of me and I will tell you why he likes it.'

I obeyed instantly, kneeling and looking down at her cute little feet balanced precariously in patent leather stilettoes with viciously thin pointed heels. She lifted one leg and placed her foot on the couch telling me to look up. I was not normally allowed to look higher than her knees and so eagerly lifted my gaze intending to take in the fragile beauty of her face. Unfortunately my gaze became riveted on the black silk panties moulded tight to her forbidden pussy.

Laughing at my discomfort she continued, 'John likes to play a game. It's kind of a role play thing. You understand how sexy role play games between lovers can be don't you cuckold?'

My mouth was so dry that my reply was still stuck in my throat as she continued. 'He likes to pretend he is the master of the house and I am the new servant girl. I need the job desperately and he is happy to take advantage of that.'

The fact that my darling wife was prepared to play sex games to please another man was heart breaking for me but more was to come.

'He pretends to find fault with my work and threatens to fire me. I act all panicked and terrified. I desperately need the job so I beg him to reconsider. Eventually he offers me the alternative. I must go over his knee for a sound spanking to teach me the error of my ways.’

That was the biggest shock. We had tried such games only a couple of times early in our marriage. They had never worked. I could never quite play the role of cruel master convincingly enough and she made it very clear that she was way too dominant to ever belittle herself to me. It seemed though that she had no such problems performing such a role for her lover!

To my amazement my wife continued, 'After my spanking I stand in front of my master with tears in my eyes rubbing my burning backside. Although it hurts to begin with the heat eventually reaches my pussy and I actually start to get turned on by the pain. It’s a pity you never had the balls to drag me over your knee and smack my ass, maybe things would have turned out differently,' she mused. 'Anyway, as I stand there I notice the bulge in the front of my master's trousers and, seeing me looking, he begins to massage it. I pretend to be shocked, playing the shy little virgin. I turn to run away but he jumps up, grabs my hand and pulls me back, forcing himself on me, crushing my lips with his, pushing his wet tongue into my mouth. I cry out and he slaps me across my face. Shocked into silence I stand sobbing as he runs his hands over my breasts squeezing them painfully. Laughing at my pain and embarrassment he informs me that I have a choice. I can submit to his demands and do exactly as he says or I can get out of his house. Of course, without a reference there is no way I will get another job and so I submit, going to my knees as instructed and unzipping his flies to pull out his engorged manhood. Slapping my cheeks with his cock he demands I open my mouth before forcing his cock down my throat. I gag and choke, begging for mercy, pretending to be disgusted by him whilst all the while my need for him grows. It’s something a sissy cuckold like you would never understand,' she smiles down at me.

I understand more than she thinks as the thought of my gorgeous wife allowing another man to mistreat her like that disgusts and saddens me deeply while, at the same time, maddens me with lust. I only wish I might be allowed to watch this action take place instead of just hearing about it from her.

'Growing frustrated with my virgin-like attempts at fellatio,' she went on, 'he throws me to the floor demanding I kneel on all fours. Lifting my skirt he pulls aside my knickers and, in one swift movement, plunges his rampant cock into my virgin pussy. I scream and beg for mercy as he takes my virginity, laughing as he revels in his cruel pleasure, smacking my ass with one hand as he pulls my hair with the other. After a while he withdraws and turns me onto my back. Tearing off my knickers he plunges into me once more. He demands I wrap my legs around him and slaps my face once more telling me to shut the fuck up! As I lie there I have to remember to look completely passive. I yearn to hold him and kiss him but my role demands that I maintain an air of disgust and despair. Even when I cum I must try to hold back and not show it. Finally, as my cruel master's strokes quicken, I beg him not to release his seed inside me, telling him I am not protected. I beg him not to make me pregnant but he just laughs and ploughs away all the harder. As he cums he spits in my face calling me a slut and a whore. I whimper and plead with him as I feel his heavy load of baby making juice hose my virgin womb.'

As she related her tale my wife had begun lightly stroking her nylon covered pussy. I guess her thoughts turned her on as much as they did me but unfortunately there was no way I could stimulate my caged cock even if I had dared to try.

Snapping out of her day dream, my wife dropped her raised leg to the floor and slapped me hard across my face. 'Get on with your work slave. Your master will be home soon and I doubt very much if he will be impressed to find you gawking at my pussy instead of doing your housework.'

Scrambling to my feet I made for the lounge door to begin my chores in the kitchen. I was loading the washing machine when I heard John; my wife's live in lover coming in the back door. As he entered the kitchen my wife came in from the lounge. I expected her to greet him with a hug and a passionate kiss as I had seen her do many times previously. Instead she curtsied then stood to attention, hands clasped in front looking down at the floor. A wide grin spread across John's face as he took in her uniform. 'Where's my other slave?' he asked. Getting quickly to my feet I tried to copy my wife's curtsy and her submissive posture.

John looked me up and down before walking over to my wife. Taking her chin he raised her face to his but she kept her eyes down. 'Please sir,' I heard her murmur. I had never seen her like this. It was mind blowing to find my dominant wife could be so submissive. I would never have guessed that this other side of her nature existed. Was this for real, was it just for his benefit or did she really enjoy it herself? Was it to tease me?

'Have my little slaves been busy,' he asked her.

'Yes sir,' my wife answered with another curtsy.

'Well I'd better have a check round and make sure everything has been done properly hadn't I? You know you are already on your final warning don't you?'

'Yes sir, please sir, I'm trying really hard honestly sir.' Such acting! I could actually see tears forming in her eyes!

'As for you,' he said, turning to me, 'I want you out. Go and see Shirley, I’m sure has plenty for you to do. I want some time alone with your fellow servant. Shall we say I need to focus on her training without any distractions,' he sneered.' Go on, get dressed and fuck off. And I’d better not get any complaints from Shirley about your attitude.’

I pulled my tracksuit on over my maid’s uniform and changed my shoes. As I hurried off down the drive I realised I had forgotten to tell my wife about my redundancy.

Mistress Shirley was the attractive sister of my wife's lover and she lived just a short bus journey away in what used to be the village policeman's house. It had various alterations done to it over the years but one feature which remained untouched was the prison cell. This was located below ground level and consisted of a cold white tiled room about four meters by three meters. It had no window just a single covered light bulb and a heavy steel door with a peephole and a small hatch to slide food through. It had been used as a handy store room until my arrival when my first job was to clean it out as that would be where I would sleep when staying with Mistress Shirley.

My wife had been introduced to Mistress Shirley by her lover and they had hit it off immediately. My torment began when she started visiting our house and then Master John’s place to aid in my humiliation. She took a keen interest in my training and it was eventually decided (not by me) that I should attend her home twice a week. My days there were divided roughly into three parts. Part one consisted of housework, part two of lessons in knitting, sewing and other 'ladies pursuits' and part three of being locked away in that cold forbidding cell.

I thought my wife was strict about housework but Mistress Shirley was even worse, finding the tiniest faults in everything I did, shouting at me and threatening to inform my wife of my failings before making me do the work again over and over. Many times I was ready to just walk out but then she would remind me of the promise I had made to my wife that I would do my very best to make her proud and would not fail her no matter what. So I bided my time and hoped for the opportunity to inform my wife how ridiculously unfair Mistress Shirley was being.

The knitting and sewing were a complete mystery to me and it took endless repetitions before I got even the most basic elements half right. At the end of the first week I had to present Mistress Shirley's written report to my wife then kneel in front of her whilst she read it. Basically it said I was lazy and inattentive, slow to learn and poorly behaved. I tried to explain my side of things but my wife would have none of it. She tied me over the dining table and flogged me with a riding crop. Then when John, her lover came home she informed him of my behaviour as reported by his sister and I got a caning into the bargain. On top of that I was informed that, until my reports improved greatly, there would be no chance of any sexual relief for me and even my teasing sessions every two months or so would be cancelled. Already starved of my wife's time and affections I was further deprived as she refused to even acknowledge my existence until I proved my devotion to her by trying harder to please Mistress Shirley.

It had been a while since my last teasing session. Although I could not cum until the end of the two year period imposed by my wife, she did promise that the chastity cage would be removed so that I could be teased about once every two months. It was well over two months since my last tease and so I decided to risk reminding my wife. Her lover's rules forbade me to approach her directly so I built up the courage to ask him for permission to speak to her.

It was incredibly embarrassing to be kneeling in front of the man who was not only fucking my wife, but living with her, asking in the most humble and polite terms I could think of, for permission to speak to her. He insisted on knowing what I wanted to ask her and when I told him he just laughed and said he would think about asking her when and if he could be bothered. Then, for my trouble, he gave me a slap across my face before demanding I lick his boots all over, including the soles. I then had to thank him for allowing me to speak to him before I was dismissed to clean the bathroom.

I don't know how long it was before he mentioned it to my wife but it was a couple of weeks later when she walked into the kitchen where I was loading the dish washer. I dared not look up from her sexy platform sandals as she informed me that, since Mistress Shirley was now taking care of most of my training and my punishments, she should be the one to handle my teasing sessions. If I had a request to make then I should make it to her. Great, I thought; all that embarrassment for nothing and now I couldn’t even look forward to my own wife teasing me. Such rare occasions were to be granted and enacted by a woman that meant nothing to me, a virtual stranger.

Even so, my desperation meant that I waited only until Mistress Shirley appeared to be in a good mood. She had made no complaints about my housework one day and I had produced quite a good piece of embroidery - even if I say so myself. So, stuttering and red faced, I told her what my wife had said. I was not sure how to take her smile as she told me to kneel at her side. She was wearing denim jeans tucked into soft black leather boots that encased her slim shapely legs up to the knee.

'Lift your skirts sissy and shuffle forward until your shiny little cage touches my leg.'

More than eager to comply I gushed my thanks as I shuffled into position.

'Now be a good girl and show your mistress how you like to hump her leg.'

Oh shit, the humiliation!

'I won't ask you twice,' Mistress Shirley warned, a cruel edge creeping into her voice.

So I began to rub my caged cock against those glorious boots. There was no sensation at all for my throbbing cock but just to be able to move my hips like that and so close to this beautiful and majestic woman was heaven.

'I know that's not exactly what you had in mind slave but I'm sure you are feeling very privileged anyway aren't you?'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.'

'Good. If you continue to please me then perhaps one day I might allow you to do that with the cage off,' she teased as she caressed the side of my face with the back of her hand.

In rash desperation I blurted out, 'Please ma’am, please when will that be ma’am?’

'That my pet, will be up to you, but showing such impertinence as to question me will certainly not hasten the moment I can assure you.'

Realising my mistake I gasped, 'I'm sorry ma’am; I didn't mean to upset you. I'm just so desperate. I won't question you again ma’am, I promise.'

'I know you're desperate you silly slave. That's what makes you worth having around. Your desperation amuses me as it does your sexy little slut of a wife. Now stop that disgusting humping. You're not a dog. A dog would be more useful and would probably have more self-respect, not to mention being more obedient. Now go and get me a towel quickly and bring some cable ties from the garage.'

Returning to the lounge I was told to spread the towel on the floor before my hands were tied behind me with the cable tie and I was instructed to lie on my back with my head on the towel.

'Do you know what a jeans smother is slave?' Mistress Shirley asked coyly.

'I'm not sure ma’am,' I answered, although I had a good idea.

'I'm going to leave my jeans on and I'm going to sit on your pathetic ugly face until you make me cum. Any questions?'

If I had questions there was no time to ask them as my face was suddenly engulfed in denim. I could smell her arousal growing as she rubbed her clothed pussy over my reddening face. I had to take the opportunity to breathe when I could as my nose was squashed painfully into her groin. Her moans of pleasure grew in volume until I was shocked to hear her tell me, 'Oh shit that feels good. There's nothing feels quite as nice as grinding a helpless piece of shit like you beneath my gorgeous pussy. I'm not your wife. I don't love you. I don't even fucking like you. You are pathetic. Not even a man. Just a fucking sad sissy slave whose wife gets off on fucking real men while she keeps her husband’s little tiny cock locked away, denying him even the privilege of jerking off! You fucking sad bastard. I should piss on you right now. Cover your sad little face in my piss till your girly makeup runs all over. Oh yes I need that! I'm going to fucking cum and piss at the same time, oh fuck yes!'

It was hard to breathe anyway but it was even harder when her warm fluid began to seep into the denim. The smell filled my nostrils as I tried to suck in air. Opening my mouth in desperation I was rewarded with the taste of it, fresh and ripe, salty and strong. My head was engulfed in piss soaked denim as Mistress Shirley screamed her release and rode out her pleasure on my face.

I spent that night in the cold lonely police cell. So there I was, wrists still tied but now ankles too, laid on the thin cold mattress, still in my girly uniform. Mistress Shirley had removed her soaked jeans and pulled them over my head, tying the legs around my neck. Every breath I took was filtered through piss and cum soaked denim as I lay shivering, my useless cock, as ever, swollen to the limits of its unyielding cage.


Chapter 2

As I walked home next morning I worried over my wife's safety and over the way her lover was treating her when I left them. I needed to speak to him, even if it meant being punishment for my impertinence. I had to make sure my darling wife was ok. I arrived back home to find John had gone out. Fortunately I had a key which I normally used to gain access to do housework when my wife and her lover were out. Entering the kitchen I noticed a note pinned to the notice board.

'I guess seeing me treat your Mistress like that must have come as a bit of a shock to you sissy boy. Good, it was meant to show you once again that I own her. I can give her to anyone I please and its fuck all to do with you. She loves it. She craves being used and dominated only she never had anyone to fulfil those cravings till I came along. Don't bother looking for her, I sent her to see an old boyfriend – remember Jamal? She’ll be staying overnight but don’t worry; I told Jamal no marks, at least no permanent ones. He's clean too. The prison checks for STDs before they release inmates now. So, now your mind is set at ease you can get on with your housework. I want this place fucking spotless ready for your wife, my slut, coming home tomorrow. We'll save your punishment for then. I'm sure your wife would like to watch'.

Jamal was a young black guy that my wife had an affair with before he left to go to university. He’d stayed in touch with her and I remembered her being quite upset when she heard that he had ended up associating with the wrong crowd and doing a short stint in prison, which obviously lost him his place at uni. The last I’d heard he was part of a gang now and living in a run-down block of flats in a very rough area of town. Why had Master John sent my wife to him? Why had she gone? Regardless of Master John’s assurances I was worried for her, but what could I do, I didn’t even know where he lived? I couldn’t ring her as she’d confiscated my mobile phone weeks ago, saying maids needed to concentrate on their housework without being distracted.

The following afternoon Master John phoned me and told me where to collect my wife. I was on the bus eagerly anticipating being reunited with my gorgeous Mistress but, at the same time, dreading what I might find or be put through when I arrived at Jamal's disgusting abode. I had to knock three times before he opened the door. He was naked and I couldn't help my nervous gaze being drawn down to his impressive manhood as it swung free between his legs. My wife was on her hands and knees at his side, belt in place around her neck. He tugged on it and told her to get out. I watched ashamed for her, wanting so much to take her in my arms and lift her up, to protect her from this natural. I was worried though what he might do if I interfered. I wondered too what she might do. After all, according to John she wanted to be treated like this, enjoyed it, even craved it. So I stood silent as my beautiful bride crawled over the doorstep and turned to face her master, still on her knees.

'Give me the fucking belt bitch'.

She loosened it and handed it to him.

'Ok now fuck off both of you!’

As she stood up wobbling in her spikey black stilettoes I quickly removed her long black leather coat from the bag I had carried it in and held it while she slid her arms into its sleeves and shrugged it onto her shoulders.

'Just a minute,' Jamal interrupted. Shit, I knew this had been too easy.

'I think some gratitude is in order here. Kneel both of you. Now you fucking white trash!' My wife knelt quickly looking up at her master as I hesitantly joined her. I heard a door slam to my right and was mortified to notice in my peripheral vision, two more black guys walking toward us. They shouted a greeting to Jamal who smiled and apologised for the scum littering the passageway, nodding at my wife and I.

'Just gotta put white trash like this in its place,' he smirked. 'Now what you got to say to me bitch?' he addressed my spouse.

'Thank you sir. Thank you for filling my worthless white cunt with your gorgeous black seed.' She was smiling! John was right, she fucking loved this!

'What about you white boy?' he asked, turning his mocking gaze on me.

'Ermmmm, please sir, I ermmm, I mean, thank you for using my wife.'

'Thank you for what?' he pushed.

'Thank you for fucking my wife's married pussy sir,' I was rallying. Anything to get us out of here quickly! 'I can see she has been very satisfied by your superior black cock sir'.

'I don't give a fuck whether she's satisfied or not you fucking wimp. I used that slut as a fucking cum dump cos that’s exactly what she is. Now both of you, get your fucking mouths open and heads back. I got a little going away present for you'.

I could hear the other two guys, just youths I could see now, laughing as Jamal took his formidable black weapon in hand and let out a deep sigh releasing a pungent stream of yellow piss all over my beautiful wife's face. She blinked rapidly to clear the stinging liquid from her eyes as he switched his aim to her hair then down the front of her body, pissing through the gap in her unfastened coat to cover her still firm and inviting breasts. I felt appalled and degraded for her and was even grateful when her turned to give me the same treatment. I hated it but preferred he cover me in his piss rather than my gorgeous and helpless wife.

As he finally ran dry I turned to look at my wife and was shocked by her proud smile. I was hit by the realisation that my own wife was a stranger to me. My shy demure spouse was revelling in her use, loving it. I wondered then how I could ever get her back. She seemed like a stranger, so alien to me. I loved her no less, maybe even more, but I despaired of ever being able to reach her again as her husband.

Jamal promised the two giggling youths that they could have use of his slut next time she visited him then led them into his house, slamming the door without another word to us. I helped her stand and we walked down the litter strewn passageway to the stairs. The smell of piss in the stairway didn't bother me now. We smelt worse. I hoped the warm breeze would dry us before we reached the bus stop.

When we got home John was waiting for us. My wife made as if to embrace him but he stepped away wrinkling his nose.

'Slave, take my woman upstairs and clean her thoroughly. I want every inch of her body licked clean with your worthless tongue. Make sure her slut pussy is empty too, and don't you ever dare present her to me in this state again, now go!’

Obediently I followed my darling wife to the bathroom, removed her coat and helped her lie down on some fluffy towels. Beginning at her dainty feet I licked and sucked her wriggling toes before moving on to the rest of her feet and beginning my journey up her statuesque legs. She ignored me completely until I reached the red and swollen lips of her unfaithful pussy.

'Be careful you stupid slave, I'm really sore down there'.

Gently and carefully I continued my work, not wanting my upcoming punishment from Master John to be made any worse by failing to clean his woman properly. My gentle and loving caresses soon resulted in an almost painful sounding orgasm from my wife which resulted in more salty sperm being ejected from her over worked sex. Pleased with my accomplishment I moved on up her body, the taste of Jamal's piss becoming stronger on her skin. If not for that revolting taste I would have been in heaven, glorifying in the sheer joy of being allowed such access to my darling wife's hallowed body.

All too soon for me I was finished and my wife took a shower while I left the bathroom to check if Master John required anything. If I hoped my devotion to duty might earn me any brownie points I was disappointed.

'Listen up slave, when my woman gets down here I'm going to reclaim my territory and fuck her brains out. Here is the interesting bit. For every minute it takes before I shoot my spunk into her you will receive one stroke of the cane on your worthless ass. In order to reduce your suffering you may encourage me as much as you wish. In other words you may want to plead and beg for me to cum in her. In fact I insist on it. It will turn me on to hear the pathetic please of the husband of the woman I'm fucking. So much so that I might be unable to hold off and end up shooting much earlier than I would otherwise do. Do you understand slave?’

'Yes sir,' I answered feebly.

'Of course she will know nothing of our little agreement. Your wife is going to think you are really keen to see me fill her. That's probably going to turn her on too, don't you think?'

A little later, after I had showered I returned to the lounge naked as instructed, my only concession to modesty the bright stainless shield enclosing my groin. My wife came downstairs looking radiant and fragilely beautiful in a silk wrap which just covered the top half of her tight smooth buttocks, white stockings and clear platform soled slippers. She had been a naughty girl, I thought, and now she was presenting herself, clean and virginal once more, to her lover.

They embraced and kissed deeply, hands exploring, caressing. When he reached her pussy she gasped and flinched. She explained to him how sore she had been made by Jamal's beastly attentions. Unperturbed John turned her and said he would settle for her ass. This brought an unexpected burst of tears from my wife as she explained that her ass, the one part of her body meant to be kept only for him, had been taken forcibly by Jamal.

'I tried to tell him babe, I tried to stop him but he was just too strong. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry my darling,' she sobbed.

'Did you cum?' he asked quietly.

‘What?’

'Did you cum with Jamal's big black cock shoved up your ass? Tell me the truth. I'll know if you lie'.

Looking deeply into her lover's eyes, arms around his neck, she answered in a whisper, 'Yes, I'm sorry'.

'Don't be,' he laughed, 'Who do you think gave him permission to take your ass? I wanted you to experience being really taken by force. I was sure you would enjoy it. Well? Did you?'

'Yes, yes I did, while it was happening. But afterwards I felt so sad that I had let you down.'

'That's my girl. Now are you sore there too?'

'No, not so much.'

'Good. I'll have a nice blow job by way of apology for your unfaithfulness then I'll have me a piece of that cute little ass you're so keen on handing round to my friends'.

Laughing she dropped to her knees and unzipped him.

Remembering my instructions and dreading the thought of becoming reacquainted with the wickedly flexible garden cane Master John had laid ready on the mantelpiece I too got to my knees and pleaded, ' Please sir, fuck my wife's mouth. Drive your big hard cock down her throat. Cum on her tongue. Please sir, please fill her belly with your virile seed.'

Turning her surprised face to me my wife paused before shrugging her shoulders and returning to her task.

Fifteen minutes had gone by. That meant fifteen strokes of that hellish cane. Soon though, it would be soon, I could tell. He was groaning and calling my wife an unfaithful slut and a whore, grabbing fistfuls of her hair and driving himself ever deeper. I could see her throat bulging as he drove onward towards his satisfaction. Then suddenly he pushed her away.

'Turn around bitch, get that fucking arse in the air.'

Eagerly she complied and I watched his cock, still wet with my wife's saliva, spear between her upturned cheeks. I was sure he would not long be able to resist the added tightness he found there and tried my best to push him over the edge with my comments.

'Yes fuck her Master, fuck my wife, fuck your woman. She loves you sir. She loves your big fat cock. Take her sir; please take my wife's ass. It belongs to you. She belongs to you'.

It went on another twenty minutes. Every time he was close he would stop and turn to smile at me, showing his prowess, his mastery of my gasping pleading slut of a wife. Taunting me, he kept asking me the time.

Finally, after forty two minutes he exploded into my sobbing wife. Collapsing under the powerful onslaught of his thrusting hips she laid pinned down beneath him, crying and begging as he unfeelingly took what was rightfully his.

Sometime later he climbed off her and sent me to their bedroom. The pulley was still attached to the ceiling and in a very short time I was secured standing at the bottom of what was once my marital bed. My legs were strapped wide to the bed feet and my arms were lashed together behind my back and pulled up by the pulley forcing me to bend forwards until my head rested on the bed. My arms reached up painfully toward the ceiling and my quivering backside presented itself to my betters.

'Forty two slave,' Master John announced from behind me as my wife climbed onto the bed, resting her back against the headboard.

'Forty two reminders that you are my property to be treated as I see fit. 'Swish - Slash!

Fuck !!!!! My ass was on fire. Swish - Slash! OH Fuck No! I couldn't stand this, no way! Again, Swish - Slash! I screamed, I begged, wrenching at my bonds. Swish - Slash! Please I can't stand this!

'I'm sorry!' I screamed, without any idea what I was sorry for.’ I'm sorry. Please sir! Please ma’am, I'm sorry! I’ll do anything you say, I’ll be a good little maid, I swear!’

Swish - Slash! It went on. Ten, eleven, twelve. That meant thirty more to go, my mind screamed in protest. Where was the fairness in this? I’d done nothing wrong. I’d worked my ass off, I’d obeyed him in everything!

Then it stopped. My head was lifted as my wife slipped her legs under to lay my face on her lap. 'Shhhhhh,' she soothed. 'You have to be good now. You're Master John’s property now so you have to accept being punished for his amusement …. And mine.' Stuffing a pair of her used knickers into my mouth she tied a stocking around my head to hold them in place. 'We're not even half way yet slave. You have to accept your punishment. There’s nothing you can do to change this so accept it.’

Swish - Slash! It began again. Tears flowed from my eyes to soak into my wife's silk robe. 'It's ok baby, you can cry as much as you like,' Swish - Slash! 'Cry it out. Cry out the last dregs of that nasty manliness you’ve been hanging on to, cry it right out. I want you to remember this beating as the day you realised who you are. You are my cuckold sissy slave. You have no rights only obligations. You exist to serve me, and my lovers. Especially my favourite lover who owns my ass.' she cooed before blowing John a kiss.

Swish - Slash! No, no more please, I'm dying, you're fucking killing me! I tried to scream at her, at him at anyone. But it just came out a gurgled, muffled nonsense.

I lost count completely after twenty or so agonising welts. My wife stroked my face tenderly as she encouraged her lover, 'Again darling, harder this time. He has to learn.'

Eventually I passed out from the pain. I woke to the painful but soothing feeling of my wife applying cream to my blistered behind. The gag had been removed and I pleaded with her to let me go. My arms felt like they were being wrenched from their sockets, my legs were shaking and going into cramp. My head ached and my ass was a ball of shear agony.

'Oh no sweetheart, I can't let you go yet. I want you to stay and watch me use my mouth to give my darling a nice big reward for teaching my naughty slave a lesson. I might even ignore the pain and give him my pussy too. You have no idea how wet I am right now after watching him treat you like that! He'll be back soon. He just went to get us a bottle of champers from the fridge. He bought it for me to welcome me home. Isn't he sweet? Then, in the morning when I'm all rested, I'll use that lovely long cane to give you my forty two whacks.'

What a night that was! With the back of my legs and ass on fire, my legs shaking from exhaustion, my arms feeling like they were being wrenched out of their sockets, I had to watch the woman I love cuddle, kiss and make love to a man I hated.  Even my own imprisoned cock betrayed me by making futile attempts to expand inside its unyielding metal tube as my wife did her best to scream the place down as her lover fucked her long and hard. Her one concession to my comfort was her long black leather coat soiled with spunk and piss from her adventure with Jamal, the ex con, wrapped tightly around my head making it hard to breathe as she took up the dreadful cane and proceeded to blister the backs of my thighs. Three times I passed out and, if not for my head and shoulders falling onto the bed, my shoulders would have been pulled from their sockets. Each time, the coat was removed and smelling salts administered, then the coat went back around my head ensuring I missed not a second of her heartless torture.


Chapter 3

According to my wife’s rules, my chastity cage was to be removed and I was to be allowed a teasing session at roughly two month intervals. I yearned desperately for those rare sessions and worked my ass off to please her so that she would not delay them and yet I hated them too. Knowing that, for at least the next two years, the mind bending teasing would not end in any sort of relief was soul destroying. Despite knowing she would stick to her word, I still couldn’t help hoping that maybe, if I was extra obedient, if I belittled myself sufficiently, if I convinced her of my utter devotion then maybe, just maybe, she would take pity on me and relent.

Today was just such an occasion. On her instructions I had fitted a large hook with a pulley into the ceiling inside her walk in wardrobe. I had not dared ask her what it was for, but now I was finding out. She promised me a really special tease as she secured my hands behind my back and slipped a soft rope noose around my neck as I stood drawing in the gorgeous smells of her clothes in the walk in wardrobe.

The noose was pulled tight around my neck and then – blessed relief – the damned chastity cage was removed completely, not without a struggle as my over eager cock began growing in anticipation. The feel of my darling wife’s delicate fingers as they ever so lightly gripped my straining erection was indescribable!

Leaving go of my over inflated manhood, my wife left the closet for a couple of minutes and returned carrying a foot long wooden ruler. There was a cruel smirk on her face as she moved to my side and struck me hard across my thigh with it. As I frowned in pain and frustration she took careful aim and wacked the head of my cock. Squealing through my ball gag like a stuck pig I lifted one knee in an automatic attempt to protect my privates. That left me balanced precariously on the ball of one foot as my infuriated wife screamed, 'Get your leg down now! How dare you interfere? I'll fix you, you fucking disobedient sissy bitch!'

Left alone again I could hear my wife opening a drawer in the bedroom before she returned carrying a spreader bar. Quickly she fixed the leather cuff at one end of the bar around my left ankle. 'Spread your legs slave, now!'

I couldn't, not without putting more strain on my already constricted neck. Unfortunately I had no choice as she grabbed my free ankle and pulled with both hands, fastening the cuff as soon as my legs were far enough apart. My chest heaved desperately as I gasped like a severe asthmatic. The rope was cutting painfully into my skin. My head was throbbing with my pulse.

'There, that's better. Now where was I? Oh yes, I'm going to beat your little excuse for a cock until John gets here. You'd better hope he isn't long slave.'

I have no idea how many times my wife struck me with the ruler. The blows became faster and harder as time went on but I never lost my erection. Maybe the nylon stocking tied tightly around the base of my cock cutting off my circulation had something to do with that. Whatever the reason, my poor used cock jutted forward eagerly awaiting each blow from my giggling mistress.

We were so carried away in our different ways that neither of us heard John come in until he spoke, 'Having fun you two ?'

'Oh hi darling,' my wife enthused, dropping the cursed ruler to throw both arms around her lover's neck as she glued her lips to his. 'He wants to see us fuck.'

'Is that a rope around his neck?' John queried staring into the gloomy closet.

'Yes, I thought it would be fun,' she answered.

'Not for him by the look of it,' he answered. 'I thought you wanted me to fix the hook up there to tie his hands to.'

'Well I did......to start with. Then I got a better idea,' my wife smiled.

‘Fuck!' he muttered. 'You are one crazy bitch!’

'You better believe it honey,' she laughed.

'What if he strangles to death? We could get done for murder.'

'Probably,' she answered.' I am so wet just thinking about it!’

‘Fuck!' John said again.

'Come here.' my wife said as she slipped off her jacket and undid her blouse. John licked his lips with desire as he reached out to grasp her breasts through her bra. Unhooking her skirt my wife groaned as he mashed his lips to hers. Taking over from her John finished undressing my wife, never once pausing in his aural assault. Their hips ground together as the sexual energy grew. Tearing of her lover's clothes my wife finally broke their kiss to demand he fuck her.

'On the bed?' he queried.

'No,' she answered, 'Right here on the floor in front of my sissy husband. I want him to see what it’s like when I'm fucked by a real man. I want to watch him suffer while I cum on your big cock.'

'You are such a naughty girl!’

'I know,' she smiled.

John backed out of the closet and lay down on the thick piled bedroom carpet, pulling my eager wife with him. On his knees he moved between her stockinged legs.

'Oh yes my darling,' she groaned,' Push it in.'

His powerful entry caused her to let out more groans of pleasure and she brought her legs back so that he could penetrate her even more deeply before wrapping them around his lower back keeping him in place as his body began to move urgently back and forth. My bulging eyes followed the rise and fall of his buttocks, knowing that on each downward motion he was filling my wife's precious pussy, satisfying her in ways I had never managed and now never would.

The speed of his thrusting buttocks increased as he drove his formidable weapon harder into my darling wife. Lowering his head he kissed her on the lips, playfully biting the top one. She placed her arms around his shoulders, pulling his body all the way down to hers. They kissed again and moaned and fucked as if there were no tomorrow. I saw my wife look at me from over his shoulder. Her eyes were filled with passion and I knew her orgasm was close. Giving me a knowing smile she whispered to him, loud enough for me to hear, 'Cum inside me.'

That was all he needed to hear as, arching his back he drove his penis repeatedly into her loving unfaithful wetness, groaning her name as he ejaculated his seed deep inside the dark corridors of her womb. His release triggered her own orgasm and she gripped him tightly with arms and legs, meeting his final thrusts with an urgent desperation, crying out from the ripples of pleasure flooding through her body.

Long minutes passed with just the sound of their heavy breathing, barely audible over my own rasping, wheezing attempts to feed my starving lungs.

'Fuck that was good!' John smiled.

'Our slave certainly got a good show,' replied my wife as she lovingly stroked his hair.

'Is he still alive?' John asked, looking worriedly up at me.

'Of course he is silly,' my wife soothed. 'The sad little sissy will die when I decide and not before.'

'Shit woman, I am so glad I'm your lover and not your husband,' he said seriously, before rising to go to the bathroom.

Rising from the carpet my wife walked over to me hips swaying provocatively. 'You like being my husband don't you babe? And you like being my sissy slave even more don't you?’

Unable to nod I blinked to acknowledge her. I would agree to anything just to get that fucking rope off my neck!

'Good boy,' she soothed, ' you look thirsty though. Here let me help you.' As she lifted her hand to my face I could see their combined juices coating her fingers. Pressing them to my lips she smoothed the sticky fluid over my lips and around the ball gag.

John appeared behind her asking, 'So what's next?’

'Well,' my wife smiled as she turned from me to join her lover in the closet doorway, ' For a start, I think he's seen enough for now.' Then she waved and winked at me before closing the door, the pair of them laughing at the expression on my face as I was engulfed in darkness.

Time stretched as I hung there alone with my thoughts. The scent of my darling wife's expensive perfume filled the enclosed space, leaking from the clothes I could barely make out hanging around me. It seduced me with its secret promises and made me long for her in ways I could only dream about. The sound of distant voices speaking softly to each other in the outer bedroom drifted in through the louvered door. I couldn't make out the words but it was undoubtedly the sound of two lovers whispering tenderly, expressing feelings of joy, passion and heartfelt lust. I suspected my wife and her lover were lying on the bed, arms around each other as they contemplated the possibilities of another bout of earth shattering sex. John would be ready to fuck again and the next act of consummation would last much longer than the previous one. This time he would want to prolong the sexual tension, gradually carrying my beautiful wife to new heights of sexual arousal and excitement, fucking her slow and easy, penetrating deeply into her moist womanhood, each forward thrust of his long hard cock making her cry out for release.

As for me, I was hanging by the neck in a darkened closet listening to the sounds of my darling wife being fucked by another man. It was agony but also it was one of the hottest experiences I'd ever had in my life.

I could hear my wife grunting loudly and passionately now but what had started as a hugely exciting and erotic experience was rapidly reaching the point where it was no longer fun. The cramps in my legs were causing me so much pain! I was really struggling to breath and the rope was burning my neck. I didn't know how much longer I would be able to stand without strangling to death. I tried to lower my heels a little to ease the pressure on my ankles but the rope would not allow me any slack. Even my jaw was starting to cramp from having the ball gag stuffed inside my mouth for so long.

The minutes ticked slowly by until suddenly I heard John grunting loudly and heavily and I realised he was ejaculating inside my wife, filling her once more with his copious amounts of semen.

After a while the sounds of my unfaithful wife and her lover talking gradually drifted into the closet. I was surprised and angry that she hadn't checked on me after John's orgasm. I was on the verge of passing out and I knew, if that happened, I'd be dead within minutes.

Suddenly light flooded my tiny world as the closet door swung open and my wife strode in. Still wearing her black stockings and stilettoes she studied me, head cocked to one side.

'Are you ok slave?' she asked with apparently genuine concern.

I did not even have the breath to muster a grunt.

'Your legs are shaking,' she observed coldly, 'Would you like me to let you down?'

Walking over to me she grabbed my cock which, even now was betraying me with its hardness. Pressing up against me she kissed the tip of my nose before slowly licking a tear from my cheek.

'Maybe I should let you hang there for the rest of the night,' she whispered into my ear. 'Would you like that?'

'The rope is so tight,' she said, running her fingers around the noose. 'I wonder how much longer you can last. Not too long I suspect.'

The lack of air and the sheer exhaustion, coupled with the heady proximity of my darling wife were combining to float me away.

'Would you like to die for me babe? Would you like me to watch while you give me your very life. Then I could turn around and go back to my lover. We could make love while you hang there slowly going cold.'

Her words seemed to be echoing down a long corridor. My vision was closing in. With my last breath I wanted to tell her I loved her but it was impossible. Too late.......too late.

Cold! Freezing! Water up my nose! Coughing. I came to lying on my back in the bath. My hands were still cuffed behind me but thankfully the metal cuffs had been replaced with soft leather ones. My ass was up against the end of the bath, my legs straight up resting against the cold tiled wall, feet tied together and hung from the shower head bracket. The shower was turned on and cold water was spraying all over me taking my breath away.

'There you are slave,' I heard my wife cry. 'I thought we lost you back there. You will need to say a big thank you to Master John for helping me lift you up and get the noose from round your neck. I couldn't have done it without him.'

As she turned off the shower John's face loomed over me. 'Th th thank y y y you s s sir.' I shivered.

'That's alright slave. I didn't do it for you. I did it for me. I don't want to be the centre of a murder enquiry. Oh, and for your wife as well. Apparently she hasn't finished with you yet.' He laughed as he left the bathroom.

My gorgeous wife was standing looking down at me, her hands on her hips. ‘John's right baby, I'll tell you when you can die, ok?'

'Y yy yes m ma’am.' A little while ago I had been sweating buckets, now I was absolutely freezing!

'Dear me, ' laughed my wife. 'I think your little thing is going to disappear soon. It's smaller than my clit,' she giggled.

Raising my head and looking down I could see that I was still without the dastardly tube. However, there was something else there....

'If you're wondering what that is slave it’s called an iron maiden. I found it on the web, on one of those sites you used to visit. It's a double metal ring which fits around the top of your little clit and balls and secures with a padlock. The second smaller ring goes around your little thing. It's meant to discourage erections. You see it has little spikes all around the inside of the cock ring so if you start to get hard they dig in painfully. Unfortunately, judging by your current state, it's not going to work. You have to at least start to get an erection first,' she laughed.

'P ppp please m m ma’am, it's f f fff freezing,' I pleaded.

'Are you cold baby? Let me see if I can help you. John darling come here.'

'John baby, my slave is cold. Do you think you can manage a piss?'

'Actually I was just about to use the toilet downstairs,' he replied.

'Let me help you,' my wife smiled, 'We can kill two birds with one stone.'

Loosening John's zip, she delved inside his trousers and drew out his cock. As she held him over the bath he immediately began pissing. Strong yellow piss hosed my face then down my chest to my groin. It was definitely warm I had to give him that. Once finished he winked at me as he put away his cock and kissed my wife before turning to leave.

'I trust you're comfortable slave?’

When I did not answer immediately her tone changed. 'Perhaps you would prefer to go back in the closet. The noose is still there waiting for you,' she warned.

'No ma’am,' I hurriedly exclaimed. 'I am very comfortable, thank you.'

'Good, then I'll say goodnight and sweet dreams my little plaything. Oh, but not erotic ones. Not unless you are eager to feel those nice sharp pins skewering that little clit of yours.'

I spent a cold uncomfortable night lying in the bath. John visited me again during the night and smiled mockingly down at me as he once more emptied his bladder over me. Soon after it was my wife's turn and somehow I felt even more humiliated as she coldly thrust her cute behind over the edge of the bath before showering me with her warm salty offering. The bath plug was in so I had to lie there in a shallow pool of their combined piss as the minutes ticked slowly by.

The next morning I could hear them making love. Afterwards they both enjoyed a long morning piss, all over their captive maid. At least it was warm; I had been shivering all night. My body was one huge aching muscle and I groaned in relief as John released my legs from their raised position.

'Now turn over sweety,' my wife instructed, 'Get busy with that tongue. I want all that mess cleaned out of my bath right now. When you're finished I'll release your hands and you can take a nice shower.

The promised shower was a cold one but at least I could rinse out my mouth. Once finished and dried I was ordered to lift the toilet lid and put my head inside. I had to cuddle the bowl as my wrists were cuffed in place around the outflow pipe. The lid was dropped down onto my head and suddenly my face was pressed under the water as my unfaithful wife straddled the toilet to sit heavily down onto the half closed lid. My first scream was lost underwater as I felt a blaze of red hot fire sear my ass cheeks. Torn between the terror of drowning and the fear of another scorching stroke of the cane across my quivering backside, I struggled futilely. After two more agonising whacks I felt the weight lift from my head and I pulled back gasping for air.

'We have a big day ahead of us slave,' announced my wife. 'I will require instant unquestioning obedience from you throughout. If you let me down you find yourself becoming even more familiar with my toilet. Do I make myself clear?'

I was just about to answer, to reassure my wife that I would do whatever she demanded, but I was too slow. Down went my head as her pretty ass descended. Whack.....whack.......whack ....that infernal slice of bamboo again. Air!!! cried my starving lungs, Air!!! Whack....whack....whack.

Then suddenly, up with my head as I gasped and coughed toilet water. 'Please ma’am,' I squealed, 'I’ll do anything you say! I'll be good I swear! Please!'


Chapter 4

After another shower, hot this time, I entered the bedroom where my wife was waiting.

'John has gone out so I have all day to amuse myself with my slave,' she said as she took the rubber bondage sac from the wardrobe and helped me into it. Pulling back the quilt she had me lie on the bed before carefully arranging it back in place. 'I put the electric blanket on for you,' she informed me.

I was grateful at first after such a cold night but soon the combined effects of heated under blanket, rubber bondage sac and heavy quilt had me sweating profusely. As my wife slipped out of her dressing gown and slid naked into bed beside me I was reminded of the presence of the iron maiden. The heat coupled with the erotic sensation of rubber bondage and then the close proximity of my gorgeous naked wife resulted in my first experience of what a cruel device it was. Agony! I was sure those damnable pins must have pierced my flesh. I had visions of warm rivers of red running from my groin. The thought at least dampened my enthusiasm which caused my poor manhood to shrink, easing my discomfort. That is until my teasing spouse began to tickle my cock through the thin layer of rubber as she kissed my lips, sliding her inquisitive little tongue between my teeth. This was too much! After so long starved of affection, denied the gentle touch of the woman I loved, my head span! My cock thrust up and out desperately seeking her attention, only to be stabbed painfully by those inhumanly cruel pins once more.

Pulling back, my wife reached to the floor at the side of the bed, retrieving her pink fluffy dressing gown and wrapping it tightly around my head. I breathed in her scent sighing in pleasure then groaning in agony as the maiden performed so expertly its allotted role.

'I think we should have a chat slave,' began my mistress wife. 'That is if you don't mind.'

I shook my head enthusiastically; anything to keep her here beside me. Even the burning pain of the pins encircling my poor used cock meant nothing if I could just keep her here in our bed, beside me, giving me her hallowed attention.

‘I think the wardrobe thing might have gotten just a little out of control baby,’ she whispered to me. ‘You had me scared for a minute you know.’

It fucking scared me a few times too, I thought, but I kept quiet, wondering where this was going and most importantly, if it meant I could cum soon! That was all I could think about now.

'The thing is though honey, I love hurting you so much now. I never thought I would, not really but I don't know if I could live without it now. The thought of going back to normal just depresses me. I'm sorry babe, but I have to be honest with you. I never thought things would go this far. It was supposed to be just a game. But you seemed to slot into your role so well. No matter how bad I made things for you, you just kept putting up with it.'

'That's because I love you.......ma’am,' my muffled voice proclaimed.

'I know that sweetheart, I really do. How could I doubt it? But you have to admit there is more to it. You love being my slave. You yearn to serve me. You live to be used and used by me now, don't you? You’re a pure masochist and I’ve become a nasty sadistic bitch. I suppose you could say we’re made for each other.’

After a long pause I nodded, it was true.

'So how could you go back to playing the role of husband, lover, provider, man of the house? You'd be just as depressed by that as me wouldn't you?’

'Yes ma’am, but.......'

'Shush slave! How dare you interrupt me? I've thought long and hard about this. I really think I know what's best for both of us. However, because I love you so much, I'm prepared to let you decide. I've had a wonderful time with John. He's been great for us both. The thing is though, I'm married to you. I don't need another husband and letting things go any further would be really unfair to him. I've discussed this with him and he's decided to leave. Shirley, his sister is moving to Scotland with her work and John is going with her.'

‘Yes!!!' I thought. Then I felt guilty. My wife was right; he had played his role well. Although originally he had tried to get my wife to leave me, once she made our situation and her feelings clear to him, he had performed perfectly in his role as my wife's lover and my cruel tormentor.

'That does not mean that anything else has to change though, unless you want it to. There are three options slave. Number one, we end the game and at least try to go back to a normal relationship. Number two, we continue as Mistress and slave but with me being free to sleep with anyone I wish and you being my chaste, sissy slave. Or, finally, option three, I could leave you and go with John.'

What!? No please! 'I love you ma’am,' I cried, twisting my head trying to shake loose her dressing gown from my face so that I could see her, talk to her.

'Stop that right now!' she scolded, 'Let me finish. There's no need for you to panic. The decision will be yours, not mine. Let me explain.'

I was all ears.

'I am going to test you today slave. I need to know what you really want and how much you want it. Your performance in those tests will determine where we go from here. I will be taking off the iron maiden soon, I'm sure you'll be pleased to know. However, under no circumstances will you allow that ridiculous little tail to dribble any of its worthless slime, at least not without my permission. If you do then I will assume that you did so because you wanted the game to end and to go back to a so called normal life.'

Fuck, that was going to be difficult, how could I not cum? With the spikes removed I was sure just the smell of her perfume would have me squirting like a fire hose!

‘I and some friends will be teasing, torturing and tormenting you to test your resolve. If you show any sign of disobedience to any of us, if you hesitate to obey immediately then I will be leaving you and going with John. If you cum without my express permission I will assume that you want to go back to our old lives and that, since you cannot control yourself and behave as an obedient slave for me then you are no good to me in that role. I will release you from the sac and we will resume a vanilla relationship. We will never speak of what has happened and we will never do anything like it again. Do you understand slave?’

Nodding my head, mind racing, cock impaling itself on those heartless spikes, I lay there at her mercy; in the unlikely event she had any.

'Only if you behave as a perfect slave and refrain from cumming selfishly will I stay with you, as your mistress, forever. I will continue to hurt and use you, punish and humiliate you. You will be my perfect loving slave and I will be your cruel and heartless mistress. The difference is that it will be permanent. No chance of changing ever. It will not escalate to dangerous extremes again. It won't need to. You will exist to serve me. I will exist to have fun. You will be my everyday servant, nothing more and nothing less. No extremes, no pushing the envelope. I will not spare even a single thought for your needs or your desires though. I will be a true full time mistress and you will be my slave. Are you ready to begin?’

What choice did I have? I wasn't even sure of which option I wanted. I knew I didn't want her to leave, although even the thought of that was sexy in a twisted kind of way. But did I want to be her slave forever, just an inconsequential convenience to her, the woman I loved, my wife. Or did I want this to be over, to hold her again, to kiss her and make love to her like a man? I did, of course I did! I wanted that so much it hurt! But once the dust settled, how long would it be before I got the urge again, the desperate desire to surrender myself to her cruel beauty, to be used and abused by her, my gorgeous wife, the woman I loved with all my heart? Not long, I knew.

And what about her? After everything she’d done, the sex life she’d enjoyed since our game began; could she really go back to being a loving faithful wife, a one man woman? I seriously doubted that she could be happy like that. I couldn’t possibly satisfy her, how could I? So what chance would our marriage really have, with neither of us getting what we needed, what we’d each come to crave?

'I said are you ready?’ she shouted at me, breaking through my racing thoughts.

'Yes ma’am,' I murmured through the heavy fluff of her dressing gown.

'Good, then I'll go and get your first visitor.’

What visitor? What was going on here?

I heard her leave then a few minutes later the dressing gown was unwrapped from my sweating face and I lay blinking against the sudden bright light.

'Hello slave,' greeted Mistress Shirley. 'I came to say goodbye. We've had some fun together haven't we? It's a shame it’s all got to stop. But maybe you can visit sometimes and we can catch up. Would you like that slave?' she smiled as she produced a key and unlocked the iron maiden.

Shit it hurt! The biting sensation suddenly increased then, as Mistress Shirley's gorgeous fingers began to stroke the tip of my deprived cock, the pain fading away to be replaced by an overwhelming rush of sheer pleasure!

When she suddenly stopped and left go I felt like crying until I saw her produce a packet of condoms from her purse. I was trembling uncontrollably as she slid one, two then three of them onto my desperately bobbing cock.

'There that’s the best I can do for you. Hopefully, for your sake, that should dull the sensation enough for you to survive my going away present.'

I watched enthralled as Mistress Shirley lifted her skirt revealing her knicker less crotch. Then, climbing onto the bed, she lifted one black stockinged leg over my hips to position herself over my groin. When she took my poor cock in her hand, aiming it at her smooth shaved pussy and began lowering herself down, I finally burst into tears. It had been so long since I had felt the hot velvet insides of a woman's pussy! Just the initial penetration was enough, I was going to cum. Then I remembered my wife's warning. I had to stop it. I had to take my mind off it. But it was no use, I couldn't help it. Then suddenly pain, shocking sickening pain as Mistress Shirley grasped my balls and wrenched them hard.

'Aaaagh!' I cried.

'No cumming slave, remember?'

'Yes ma’am,' I blurted. 'Sorry ma’am.'

Laughing at my helpless predicament she unfurled her legs, stretching them out along my body hugging my face with her stilettoed feet.

'Right slave, this is all you get. No movement, just the feeling of being inside a woman. I wanted you to feel it for the last time, so you'll remember. You've got two minutes to enjoy it and commit it to memory. Why don't you make yourself useful and lick my shoes clean while you have the chance.'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,' I grovelled. I knew she was not going to let me cum. I knew she was just torturing me but I couldn't help myself. I licked avidly at those shiny black shoes, sucking the heels and thanking my mistress for honouring me with the task.

All too soon she lifted off me. As I lay sweating inside the rubber sac, staring helplessly up at her severe beauty, she walked to a set of drawers and took from one the rubber mask that so often my wife had enjoyed using in conjunction with the sac. Opening the neck she spat several times inside it. Finally she placed the mask carefully on top of the drawers and came back to lean over me.

'Goodbye slave,' she smiled, 'have a desperately frustrating, humiliating and pain filled life.' I closed my eyes expecting her to show her derision by spitting in my face. I opened them in surprise when I felt her lips lightly kiss my forehead. Then she walked out of the room closing the door behind her.

My mind was still reeling as I drew the fading scent of Mistress Shirley's perfume through my flared nostrils. Suddenly the door opened and there, looking down at me, favouring me with a cute but wickedly calculating grin, was young Julie, John’s niece.  Master John had brought her along to babysit me once while he took my wife out. The situation had been acutely embarrassing for me and I’d hoped never to have to face her again. My wife said she was eighteen but she looked younger. What made this meeting even more embarrassing than the last one more was the sexy school girl uniform she was wearing. White fitted blouse with school tie, short grey skirt and bare legs and, I noticed as she climbed onto the bed then onto my chest, knee length white socks with cute little black patent leather platform shoes with straps and buttons.

As she made herself comfortable sitting cross legged on my chest I looked up at her pretty face. Her weight made it hard to breath but I could see in her cruel shining eyes that my comfort was not her priority. What was it with that whole family, I wondered.

'Hello sissy,' she greeted me.

'Hello Miss Julie,' I murmured, feeling ridiculous under the gaze of such a young and pretty girl, especially one who knew my situation and clearly felt nothing but contempt for me.

'You look all hot and bothered down there.'

She wasn't wrong. I was sweating buckets inside the rubber sac and had to keep blinking to clear the salty sweat as it ran in a river from my forehead.

'I hope you aren't too hot to have some fun with me sissy,' she wined, her bottom lip protruding huffily.

'No Miss, I will do anything you say.'

'Of course you will silly. You don't have any choice do you? Now you can start by cleaning my shoes. Go ahead lick them slave.'

She giggled as she watched me, red faced and sweating, licking slavishly at the shoes of a girl half my age.

After a while she dug one heel into my forehead and levered off a shoe closely followed by the other one. I then had the honour of kissing the bottom of her white stocking feet.

'That's a good boy,' she cooed.

OK, I thought, not the proudest moment of my life but hey, it could be worse, especially with this cruel hearted bitch. Besides, her feet were very cute and the smell and feel of them was causing my deprived cock to bounce like a bandleader’s baton!

Swivelling round on my chest Miss Julie looked down at my cock and giggled. 'Oh boy, somebody's in need of some relief here aren't they?' Then I felt the soles of her cutely socked feet press up against the sides of my cock and I was transported. After so long in chastity I was ultra-sensitive. I groaned in ecstasy but, thinking I might cum and spoil her fun, she quickly removed her feet. I groaned again, this time in discomfort, as she shuffled around pulling off her socks. I was still wearing the three condoms and now Miss Julie slid one sock over my straining cock before wrapping the other one around it. Just a few tugs of her dainty little hands and I could have cum so hard! It was not to be that easy though. She just squeezed gently, enough to make me groan and plead for mercy. Her response was to laugh lightly and remove the taunting socks. Swivelling round to face me again she stuffed then into my mouth causing my cheeks to bulge.

'There you go slave, now you've used them you'd better clean them. Get fucking sucking right now you fucking pervert! Or shall I tell Uncle John I caught you staring up my skirt?’

Her change of mood was as sudden as it was terrifying and my mouth worked desperately to suck and clean this cruel young lady's socks.

After watching me for a while she turned to face my feet once more. I groaned in an ecstasy of sensation as I felt her bare toes circle my cock and begin twitching against its sides. I couldn't come, my wife would be so angry! It would be the end of our game, all over, back to normal. But so what? What a way to finish. 'Fuck it!' I thought. 'I can't fight this, I'm going to cum, I am finally going to fucking cum!

Aaagh! Shit! Cold! The little bitch had removed her feet and dropped a bag of ice onto my groin.

Turning to face me she was laughing so hard that tears were rolling down her cheeks. It was a good thing I was so effectively restrained in that damnable sac or I think I would have strangled the little bitch!

'You are a silly little slave aren't you?' she taunted. ‘You know what it means if you cum don't you. Your days as a sissy chastised slave would be over for good and I don't think you really want that do you? More importantly, I don't want it. I intend to have a lot more fun with you yet. You wouldn't want to spoil that for me would you?'

'No ma’am,' I managed to spit out, as she pulled her socks from my mouth.

'I should think not. Now get your filthy pathetic slave mouth busy and suck my toes. If you do a good job I might tell you about one of the things I have in mind for you.'

Licking and sucking slavishly, I did my best as my once more deprived and deserted cock continued stupidly and futilely to perform its dance of passion with only empty air to urge it on.

'You are such a baby aren't you slave. I think you should be treated like one. The next time your wife goes out with a real man I'm going to come over and look after you. I'll be your baby sitter again but this time, while your wife gets ready for her date I'm going to undress you and put a diaper on you with plastic pants too. Maybe I'll get some adult baby clothes from one of those internet sites. I'll dress you up so cute, give you a baby bottle of milk to suck on and sit you at my feet. What do you think your darling wife's reaction will be when she comes down stairs and sees you?’

Fuck! Even the thought of it was making me blush bright red!

'While she's out I'll feed you lots of milk in your little bottle. Of course you'll be forbidden to use the toilet so eventually the inevitable will happen. And when it does I'll probably get really angry with you. You'll go over my knee for spankies! Babies have to learn not to wet their nappies doing pee pees in them.'

I'd never been into the adult baby thing but the way Miss Julie was describing it was driving me nuts. She should have left the bag of ice in my lap. I was beginning to think I was going to need it. Then she spun round again and reached down to pull off the three condoms that Mistress Shirley had placed on my cock in an effort to reduce its sensitivity. The feeling as Miss Julie's toes once more tickled at the sides of my bare cock was beyond words!

‘After your well-deserved spanking it will probably be bed time for baby. If I can persuade your wife and Mistress to get a baby cot for you I'll put you to bed in that. You can suck your dummy while you wait for your wife, or should I say mommy to come home. When she does she'll come quietly into the room and tuck you in, maybe give you a little kiss on your baby forehead before she joins her lover in her big comfortable bed in the next room.'

Oh Fuck! Here we go again! Please don't stop again! Please just let me come!

'Please ma’am, oh fuck! Please, please I'm cumming, I'm sorry, I need, I need to.... Oh fuuuuuck noooo!'

Cold ice in my lap once again and the sound of girlish laughter as she climbs off me and walks barefoot out of the room.

Fuck, I hated that bitch! So why was I twisting round desperately to lick the cute little shoes she had left either side of my head?


Chapter 5

I had no time to recover before my gorgeous wife entered the bedroom hand in hand with her lover John. He was completely naked while she wore only a pair of flesh coloured nylons held up by a white suspender belt. From the state of her hair and the satisfied grins on each of their faces it was obvious that they had just made love. As they got closer I could smell it too.

'Help me turn him over sweetheart,' she asked him.

I was quickly manhandled until I lay face down on the bed. John then seated himself above my head with his back to the head board. Shit, I hated being so close to him, especially in his naked state. I wondered desperately what they had in mind for me as I heard my wife reminding me, 'Remember slave, the slightest sign of disobedience and I will be leaving you, don’t test me on that!'

With that she manoeuvred herself into position sitting above my head, her back resting against her lover and her legs stretched out either side of me. Grabbing my hair she pulled my head up before shuffling down the bed and releasing it to lie on her stomach. 'I think you deserve a treat for being such a good slave so far,' she said graciously, 'John and I just had some fantastic goodbye sex and, since it will be a long time before I can trust anyone else enough to take me bareback like he does, I thought you might like a nice warm cream pie.'

Actually, I didn't. I had never cared for the idea but had always put on a brave face to please her, not to mention to earn points toward a long overdue orgasm! I hated the taste like I hated the guy who put it there. I also hated the fact that he could so freely partake of something that was so strictly and heartlessly denied to me. Fuck, I hated having to belittle myself in front of him! So why, as I thanked my mistress for her kindness and bent to my task, was my cock digging so hard into the mattress?

As the thick salty slime flowed freely onto my tongue, the realisation that my cock had been left free hit me. What was more; I had the opportunity of enough friction from the mattress to do the trick. I could cum!

'Don't even think about it slave,' my wife warned, 'If I see the slightest movement from your girly thighs I'll get Julie in here to show you what she likes to do with a cane. Now get on with it, lick me. Lick your master's spunk from your mistress's pussy. After today you will find that, as my servant, such pleasures will seldom be available to you. Access to my pussy will have to be earned as a rare treat. Now show me some gratitude or I might just leave you anyway!’

'Please no, ' I thought, as I licked with gusto, sucking and teasing her clit, seeking to please her any way I could. I couldn't lose her. Not now. Not after all I had been through. I loved her more than ever. I was nothing without her. Nothing!

Even over the sounds of my slurping lips and tongue I could hear them kissing. Straining my neck to look up I could see his hands roughly fondling her gorgeous breasts as she moaned her pleasure into his mouth. Her hips began to buck as I felt her hands grab my head, fingers entwining my hair forcing my face into her soaking pussy, using me as nothing more than a dildo, a sex toy.

'Oh darling! Yesssssss, Ohh yesssss. YES ...YES.....YEEEEEEEESSSSSSS!!!!!!'

How I longed for those words, that outpouring of passion to be for me! Maybe it was, at least partly right?

'Oh John darling, I love you! I am going to miss you so much! My handsome lover, my darling, my love!’

Ok maybe not, I conceded.

'That was a lovely going away present babe,' she informed him happily as she climbed from the bed. 'Now it's your turn. Help me turn our slave onto his back, that’s it. Now kneel back up on the bed where you were, above his head. That’s it, now raise up a bit and shuffle forwards a bit, I want his head between your lovely muscled thighs.'

I knew right then that whatever this treat my wife had in mind for her lover was, it was not likely to be much fun for me.

'Slave open your mouth,' she ordered.

Oh shit, I thought, not good, NOT GOOD! His previously semi erect cock was growing quickly in anticipation as fast as mine was shrinking.

'Listen carefully slave and remember the rules,' she warned. 'You will take your master's precious balls into your mouth. Holding them there gently and respectfully, you will use your worthless tongue to bathe and tease them.'

Oh fuck! No way! I couldn't do this, I couldn’t! I closed my mouth like a trap.

'Of course,' my wife interrupted my panicked thoughts, 'If it's a problem, if you don't respect me enough to want to please me, if you don't love me enough to allow me to use you as I see fit....... just say so. No hard feelings. I'll leave with John now.'

I couldn't believe I had gotten myself into this. I would do anything for her, but come on! Why was she doing this? Did she want me to refuse? Was she just looking for an excuse to leave me?

'Now come on sweetheart,' she coaxed me gently, leaning in and gripping my jaw in her tiny hand. 'This is for me. I want to give John the best blow job he ever had, or ever will have; a going away present. So he won't ever forget me. But I need your help. It's ok. You'll be fine. Trust me. I love you but if I'm going to own you I have to know, I have to be sure that you are mine totally, body and soul. You have to show me there is nothing you won't do to make me happy. I need to be sure that you will never disobey me.

Oh fuck, get me out of here, make this be over please! Looking into those bright sexy green eyes I was lost and I knew it. She knew it too. She smiled as I opened my mouth wide. John's heavy balls were too big. I stretched as wide as I could but my wife still had to gently manhandle them one at a time into my waiting mouth. Once they were in I could close my jaw slightly to ease the strain. The taste was awful, the feeling disgusting! Worst of all though was the view. Looking up I found myself staring between his hairy buttocks. Then, to add insult to injury, as soon as my wife bent and slid her soft red lips over his proudly bobbing organ of flesh, he dropped his weight squashing my features into his buttocks and cutting off all light. My nose was wedged behind his sweating hairy balls so I had to try to breathe through my mouth, around the ball sack that filled it.

Remembering my duties I steeled myself and began swirling my tongue in the limited space left by his heavy balls. I could hear him groaning loudly and admonishing my wife to, 'Suck it bitch! Oh yea that’s it. Fuck I'm gonna miss you! You are one sexy little bitch!’

Mercifully it was only minutes before his hips began to pump, sliding his cheeks over my sweating face. I felt his balls lift against the back of my teeth as he raised up to push his pulsing cock further down my wife's eager throat.

'Fuck yea come on! Fucking bitch! I'll give you a load to remember me by! I’m gonna cum down your pretty throat while your fucking wimp husband sucks my balls! OHHHHHH FUUUUCKKKKKK !!!!!!!

Pulling his disgusting balls carefully from my mouth John slid from the bed to embrace my wife. He went to kiss her but she stopped him. Going to the set of drawers near the bed she took from the top the rubber mask. Opening it she spat out John's substantial offering then closed the neck and smoothed out the mask spreading his cum evenly around the inside.

'That's for you babe,' she smiled at me, 'for the next part of the test.’

John put his clothes back on but my wife just slipped into her fluffy pink dressing gown before they left the room together. 'Won't be long slave, just going to see John out,' she called over her shoulder.

She was gone a while and I thought I heard her coming back but it was Miss Julie. 'Hi there again sissy boy. Still lying around doing nothing I see. Well you won't have such an easy life when I'm babysitting I can assure you. Now where are my shoes?'

She found them at the side of the bed and, picking them up went to leave. 'Oh I almost forgot again!' Going over to the drawers she picked up the rubber mask and opened the neck. 'Oh shit, that is disgusting! You are one sick little pervert wanting to stick your head in there! Oh well, each to his own I suppose.' With that she bent forward and spat five times into the mask. 'Don't know if you'll be able to taste my spit in there sissy but it’s the thought that counts right?' Laughing she put the mask down and went to leave just as my wife came in.

'Just getting my shoes,' Julie explained.

'That's ok sweetheart, no need to explain. If you're going to be looking after my slave sometimes then I have to trust you, which I do. Anything you decide to do to my sissy excuse for a slave is ok with me. '

'Ok thanks, I'll remember that,' answered Julie.

'Just so long as it's hurtful, frustrating or humiliating,' my wife added, ‘Preferably all three!’

'Of course, ' laughed Julie, 'That goes without saying. See you tomorrow night.'

Turning to me my wife teased, 'Julie's taking me clubbing tomorrow night. She's going to make sure I get fixed up with a young stud. Isn't that nice of her slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered dutifully. Though actually I thought it was anything but. The thought of working hard at my chores while my gorgeous sexy wife cavorted around nightclubs with that little slut filled me with jealousy and dread. The thought of them both being chatted up as two such beauties were bound to be gave me a real sinking feeling in my stomach but had my still desperate cock bobbing like mad; a fact that did not go unnoticed by my wife.

'Woh boy! Calm down! You'll be too busy with your chores to think about what I'll be doing with some lucky stud. More importantly you'll have your cage back on so there’s no point getting too excited,' she laughed.

'Now, it's late and we've both had a long day. How about I curl up beside you and we get some sleep. Since you've behaved yourself I'll even leave your cage off.'

Yes! It had been hell but now I would get to cum lying beside my gorgeous wife.

'Don't get any silly ideas slave,' she warned as she retrieved the rubber mask from the top of the drawers where Mistress Julie had left it. 'This goes on and stays on until I say otherwise.' She spat several times into the mask before straddling my chest and pulling it over my head. The slimy interior was cold against my burning face. My wife laughed at the disgusting squelching sounds emanating from the mask as she pulled and smoothed it into place, inflating the built in penis shaped gag. I had a moment of panic as my breathing was restricted but with an effort I managed to control it. It was going to be a long night if I was panicking already!

I felt my wife lie down beside me her head on my chest. She was laughing quietly to herself. 'That is so funny slave. Your little cocklet is bobbing furiously. It looks so desperate for attention.'

It wasn't funny from where I was lying.

'Shall I cuddle it for you slave?' she asked innocently.

I nodded my head quickly, grunting around the penis gag.

'Do you deserve to have your mistress cuddle your little thing slave?' she asked more sternly.

A trick question I was sure. Should I say yes or no? Which one would persuade her to do it?

'No answer? I take it you’re not interested then. Let’s get it covered up then you can get to sleep then.'

Shit, I’d hesitated too long. In desperation I tried to plead around the huge rubber gag that filled my mouth.

‘That’s enough slave!’ she admonished me. ‘Any more of that and I’ll leave you to sleep on your own, now calm down!’

Taking one of her blue fluffy slippers from her dainty foot she slid it onto my straining cock. The soft feel and gentle heat of the slipper coupled with the thought of it having caressed her lovely foot served only to make my poor cock bob even harder! 'Enjoy these cuddles slave they are to remind you what you have lost,' she reminded me. 'I'm going to use the other slipper to tan your backside when I release you from your sac tomorrow. Do you know why?'

I shook my head again.

'Because I can you stupid little sissy slave, just because I can. Now I need some sleep. Keep bobbing my slipper while I nod off, I like it. Sweet dreams slave.'

I got no sleep at all that night. My head was filled with images of my sexy wife. Every time I managed to force my thoughts onto more mundane subjects she would sense it, or maybe could tell from the reduction in movement from my slipper covered dick, and would whisper in my ear whilst stroking my thighs. 'I'm going to have lots of big cocks. I love big cocks. You'll never be allowed to put yours inside me ever again.'

That would do it, I'd be up and quivering again!

On a couple of occasions after she had dropped off I managed to fall into an uneasy dose myself, only to be woken as my erotic dreams sent fruitless messages to my aching cock.

When morning finally arrived I was informed by my wife as she removed her soft furry slipper from my still hard cock that I had passed all her tests with flying colours, all that is except one. There was just one final task she wanted me to complete.

'I know you're tired slave and you must be desperate to get out of that hot sweaty sac and get that nasty mask off so that you can breathe properly. The thing is though, I have to be absolutely sure that you really do want to be my slave forever. I need to make sure you want that more than anything else.'

What I wanted was for this to be over. She was right, I was tired. I was also thirsty, hungry and, oh yea, how could I have forgotten, desperate for relief. Any relief would do, any at all!

'I bet you'd like to come too wouldn't you sweetheart? It's been a while hasn't it?’

She could say that again!

'Well maybe I'll see what I can do, that is, if you pass my final test.' She promised.

I heard her leaving the room and lay wondering what the hell this final test could be. She was back after a few minutes and I groaned in shock and disappointment as I felt her drop a bag of ice onto my groin. 'Got to have you caged first slave, then we can begin.'

The ice did its job and soon the cold unyielding metal tube imprisoned my sensation starved member once more. Next I felt her lift my rubber masked face and heard the rustle of plastic as she pulled a large bag over my head. A cord was fed around my neck and pulled tight. 'There you go slave, all done. Now listen carefully, time is running out.'

Time running out? What time? How was it running out? What was the plastic bag for? My breathing, already restricted by the two small holes in the rubber mask, came faster as I began to panic.

'Calm down slave,' she scolded, 'you need to listen carefully. It's a big bag so there's plenty of air provided you do as I say.'

That was easy for her to say!

'I have been trying to think of a way to make sure you really want to be my slave permanently. Also, to be honest, I sort of feel sorry for you. You've been through so much haven't you? Although, it should be remembered that this whole thing started as your idea, didn't it slave?'

I nodded my head, trying to focus on slowing my breathing.

'So,' she continued, 'I decided on this. You wanted the chance to cum; well now you have it. I'm giving you permission to cum. Provided that you can do it with the cage on and before your air runs out. There is just one rule. You must not move a muscle. I don't want to see even a twitch from you until I take off the bag, is that clear?'

Oh fuck, I really thought I had a chance there. I thought she was going to let me cum. How could I do it with no stimulation at all? And enclosed in that fucking cage! I couldn't even get hard much less achieve orgasm.

Or could I?

I was desperate, frustrated and so horny it was unreal. I had waited so long. When I felt my darling wife's delicate fingers tracing patterns over my latex covered thighs I almost thought it might be possible. My cock was fighting against the unyielding walls of its prison. My thighs ached to thrust upward in an instinctive effort to power my groin toward her. But she had told me not to move. Then she was lying beside me, kissing my forehead. I could feel the burning heat of her lips even through the rubber and plastic that encased my head.

She was whispering, 'Come on little slave, cum for your mistress. Show me how much you love me. Show me what a good slave you are. Let me see you gasping through your pathetic little dribble. I want to see your filthy slave slime leaking weakly from the holes of your cage. Do it for me slave, do it for your mistress.'

Fuck I was going to. Just the sound of her beautiful voice, her teasing comments, her delicate touch, up one thigh, over the metal tube and down the other thigh. Fuck! I never would have believed it was possible. I was going to cum!

'No moving slave,' she warned me. 'If you disobey me I'll have to leave with John. He's waiting downstairs you know. Hoping you fail this last test so that he can whisk me away. You don't want me to go do you slave?'

Of course I didn't. But I couldn't stand it. I had to move to buck my hips. For fuck sake it wasn't much to ask was it? I couldn't even get a hard on. Now I was expected to lie still!

Then suddenly I became aware that my air was running out. I was breathing hard. Harder all the time as each breath I drew through the tiny holes in my rubber mask contained less and less oxygen.

'No moving slave. Tossing your head from side to side would constitute movement and therefore failure. Be careful!’

Shit, she had really thought this one through. How could I not move? I couldn't fucking breath and shit, oh fuck, oh shit, was I cumming! Not a full blown orgasm. Not even close, just a slight release of pressure. Almost like a long needed piss. Was that it? After waiting so long! That couldn’t be it, it wasn’t enough! I needed to cum properly, to thrust and spray, to ejaculate explosively! Like every other man did, mostly whenever they wanted to. Like I used to. Like Master John did in my wife’s mouth, in her pussy, in her ass! Fuck, was this all I would ever be allowed? A pathetic dribble from the confines of my chastity cage?

Just a minute….shit I needed air NOW! RIGHT NOW!

Hands pulling at the cord around my neck then suddenly cool air. More! I needed more. The holes in the rubber mask were too small. Yes! Thank you! She was pulling off the mask. Fresh air!

After a few minutes my breathing had slowed. I looked up at my wife as she stood over me. Please don't let her have any more tests for me, I thought. I've had enough!

'Well that's it. No more tests,' she confirmed much to my relief. 'It's a shame after all you went through.'

Shame, what was a shame?

'I really thought you were going to make it,' she sighed. ‘You moved your hips when your little thing started to dribble then you moved your head when you started to panic for air. That's a definite fail in my book. You can't say I didn't warn you. Oh well, I guess there isn't really anything more to say, except goodbye.'

No! I couldn't help it! I didn't mean to move! I didn't even realise I had!

'I didn't mean to, ' I shouted. 'It was a mistake. I'm sorry. You can't go! I mean I don't want you to go. Please!’

'That's enough now slave!' she scolded me. 'If you have no respect for yourself, at least have some for me. Don't make this any harder than it is. I really thought we were going to make it. I thought it was what you wanted. I guess it just wasn't meant to be. I'm going now.'

'Oh fuck no! Please ma’am, I'm sorry, really sorry. Please just give me another chance I'll do anything. Please ma’am ! Plea......'

She silenced my pathetic pleading with a dainty finger over my lips. Then retrieving the plastic bag she pulled it back over my head placing the cord around my neck but not tying it.

'Miss Julie will untie you once we are gone. Well.... I presume she will.....eventually. If I know her she'll want to play with you a while first.'

I burst into tears as my hot breath misted the inside of the loose plastic bag blurring her perfect image.

'She'll like those tears too I imagine. Don't expect to get any information out of her. Just be thankful if she lets you go in one piece.... eventually. Now, for the last time my ex-husband and ex slave, goodbye.'


Chapter 6

Shit! What could I do? Cocooned in the rubber sac I could maybe struggle to the edge of the bed and off the side. Maybe I could eventually wriggle myself to the closed bedroom door. Then what? I was still pondering desperately when the door opened. I tried to resign myself to the taunting and teasing that I knew I would get from Miss Julie. I would grin and bear it hoping she would lose interest quickly. Once released, I would figure out a way to find my wife. If I could just talk to her, get her to listen, we could sort things out, make it ok again. Whatever it took to get her back, anything!

Imagine my surprise then when my darling wife came back into the room. She stood at the side of the bed smiling down at me. Fresh tears of joy and longing sprang from my eyes as she spoke.

'Are you sorry slave,' she asked. 'Do you want to beg me to forgive you? Would you like one more chance to prove you can cut it as my slave?’

'Yes ma’am, please, I'll do anything you say, I swear.'

'Very well then, but this is your last chance, I mean it this time. If you screw up its over, clear?'

'Yes ma’am, I won't screw up I promise. I love you ma’am. I just want to be with you. I'll be a good slave I promise.'

'Stop blabbering and listen,' she demanded coldly. 'I’m not interested in your love, I require only that you worship and obey me. You will demonstrate your obedience by apologising to my friends. You will be totally sincere. You will convince everyone that you deserve to be my slave.'

Everyone, I wondered?

'You will apologise and beg for forgiveness from Mistress Shirley, Miss Julie, Master John and finally me. If just one of us is unconvinced then I will be leaving immediately.'

But I had nothing to apologise to them for, I thought. This was crazy!

'Do you accept your final opportunity to please me or shall I go now!'

'Please ma’am, I don’t know what...'

'Answer the question you worthless piece of shit!'

'Yes ma’am, I accept.......thank you.'

'Good. Now the bag stays on. As an extra incentive shall we say? If any of us is not happy with your apology we will simply tighten the cord and leave you to the mercy of whoever is next in line. So I suggest you think very carefully about what you are going to say.'

With that warning she was gone, to be replaced moments later by Mistress Shirley who pulled a dressing table chair over to the bed and sat, crossing her nylon sheathed legs and looking at me expectantly.

It was frustrating having to speak earnestly to someone when my breath kept fogging their image through the loose plastic bag but I did my level best.

‘Please Mistress Shirley, may I apologise for being as worthless as a slave as I am as a man.' I had to lay this on thick. It was really humiliating and I wasn’t even sure what I was supposed to be apologising for.

'I know you worked really hard to train me and make me worthy of being my wife's slave. I'm sorry I have been such a poor pupil for you and I promise to work much harder. I love my wife so much! She is very lucky to have met such a beautiful, kind and knowledgeable lady as you. She is very unlucky to have such a wimp as me for her husband. Please forgive me. I beg you Mistress Shirley. I will do anything to stay with my wife. I'll work so hard to serve you too, to please you. I’ll concentrate much harder on my knitting and sowing and anything else you are kind enough to teach me, I swear.'

Still smiling Mistress Shirley leaned over me and her hands moved to the cord around my neck. Oh no! I'd failed! Fallen at the first fucking fence!

Just a minute…yes! She was raising the bag off my face, leaning closer, smiling. 'You're forgiven slave,' she whispered. 'Don't let me down.' She spat in my face before lowering the bag back in place, thankfully leaving it untied as she walked out.

I was still congratulating myself on my success when Miss Julie's face appeared over me. She sat in the seat left by Mistress Shirley, leaning forward, her mouth smiling while her eyes, as always, remained cold as a reptile's.

'Please may I speak ma’am.' I asked respectfully.

She nodded so I began.

'Please Miss Julie, I would like to apologise to you. You are a very beautiful young lady and a pathetic wimp like me should be overjoyed that you would take the time to punish and humiliate me. I may have had difficulty in the past in respecting you fully because of your age but I have learned my lesson now. I worship the ground you walk on and if I can just be fortunate enough to remain as my wife's devoted slave I would be honoured to serve you too at any time and in any way you please. I will happily beg you to hurt and humiliate me. I would be deeply honoured to have you treat me as a baby when you baby sit me for my wife. Please ma’am, I love my wife so much. I will do anything you say. I will serve you in any way you please with the deepest respect. I just need to persuade her to stay and not leave with Master John. Thank you for listening to me and I apologise again with abject humility if I have ever failed to obey you or serve you properly as a beautiful woman like you deserves to be served by a worthless sissy like me.'

It had been really difficult to concentrate as I watched her giggling behind her raised hand. Now she was openly laughing at me. Fuck! What a bitch, I thought as I tried desperately not to let my feelings show on my face.

I waited, holding my breath, as she stood.

Crack! she slapped my face. Crack! the other side. Lifting the edge of the bag she leaned in close.

'Oh look, tears. Are they sissy slave tears wimp?’

'Yes ma’am.' I answered, my face burning red. After all I'd been through how was it possible for this little bitch to embarrass me so deeply, so easily?

'Do sissy slave tears matter wimp?’

'No ma’am, not at all,’ I whimpered. ‘It’s an honour to cry for you miss Julie, I hope you never tire of finding ways to humiliate me and make me cry for you.’

What a proud moment for me, I thought. But then, if loss of the last of my pride was what it took to stop my darling wife leaving me, then it was a small price to pay. Besides which, I was finding a new submissive high in belittling myself to these beautiful women. I couldn’t explain it and I certainly wasn’t proud of it, but I couldn’t deny it either, not to myself. Could that be what my wife was showing me? Was this a lesson? If so, it was a hard one to swallow.

'Good. Then let me show those tears the respect they deserve.' She spat in my eyes, left one then right.

'You are a very lucky slave.....for now. But I'll be watching you wimp. Upset me once if you dare. Fail to show your wife the respect she deserves from a sissy fucking wimp like you and I'll be waiting.'

With that she was gone.

I was really dreading the appearance of my next visitor. He wasted no time on pleasantries as he sat on the chair. 'Alright faggot I'm here but I warn you now you're wasting your time. I don't give a fuck how hard you apologise I want your wife and there's nothing you can say that will change that.’

Blinking salty sweat and Miss Julie's spit from my eyes I tried anyway. 'Please sir, I know I can never compete with you. You are a real man and I am just a worthless excuse for one. I just wanted to thank you for taking such good care of my wife and for making her so happy. She could not have chosen anyone better as a lover. I know she fancies you. I know she loves your cock and can't get enough of it. But please sir, she's my wife and I love her more than I can tell you. You deserve her much more than I do and she deserves to have a real man like you in her bed. That's why I hope you will visit us often. I will of course stay out of your way, unless I can be of service to you. I will obey you completely as my absolute master I swear. I know I have been a little reticent, I guess it's just that I've been so jealous of you. I wish my wife would look at me the way she looks at you. But I guess there's not much chance of that. What I'm trying to say is that I acknowledge your superiority as a man. I am nothing compared to you. Please though, please I beg you sir, please don't take my wife away from me. I love her so much.....'

‘Rubbish!' he snorted. 'You don't love her at all. If you did you would want what's best for her and you know what that means don't you faggot?’

He got up to leave and then turned back, 'Oh yea, I almost forgot.' Reaching toward me he took the ends of the cord around my neck, tied them into a knot and pulled them tight. 'Apology not fucking accepted!' he stated flatly and was gone.

Shit, shit, oh shit! This wasn't funny. I was lying here completely exhausted mentally and physically. I was dehydrated but swimming in sweat inside the rubber sac. I had the beginnings of a headache, and now I didn't know which to panic about first, losing my wife or running out of air!

After a few minutes of trying to get the last dregs of oxygen from the stale air inside the plastic bag the latter worry was definitely winning. The plastic was sticking to my sweat soaked face so I had to stick out my tongue to push it away from my mouth and then heave desperately with my tired lungs. Faster and faster I breathed as my overloaded brain demanded more life giving oxygen and the only response my body could give was to suck even faster and harder at the little remaining stale air.

‘OOf!' Suddenly a weight on my chest, my wife was lying on me. As she began to caress my face through the plastic I lost it completely. Using whatever air I could muster I screamed her name. I felt her hands grasp the plastic which clung to my face. Her nails dug in, one of them scratching my face as she tore a hole in the bag. Air! My mind screamed. As I went to gasp in the cool life giving gas my lips were crushed, my mouth covered by my wife's as she kissed me deeply. Her soft pink tongue explored my teeth before plunging between them to wrestle with mine. I was gasping, heaving, trying desperately to satisfy my starved lungs. Each inward breath carried her scent. I breathed her. I inhaled my wife's essence. I wanted to push her away, to free my mouth to better draw in the air my body demanded. At the same time though, I wanted to draw her tighter to me, to feed my emotionally starved brain with her caress, to engulf her soft sweet lips, to swallow her darting tongue, to inhale her very essence, to drown myself in her body, to be united with her, a part of her. I needed to give up my individuality, to become a part of her, with her, within her, for always; not a man, not her husband, not even her slave.....simply a part of her. To be used and enjoyed as she might see fit.

Then, just as suddenly as she arrived, she was gone. I lay panting, trying to get some form of grip on reality. That’s when I felt a new warm wetness on my thigh and knew that, for the second time, I had cum within the confines of my cruel chastity tube. Fuck! Was this my life now? Would I never know the ecstasy of shooting my load from an unhindered cock? Was I destined to be frustrated for month after month, slavishly devoting myself to my beautiful wife only to be rewarded with these pathetic parodies of orgasm?

As my breathing slowed, so my head cleared and I remembered my predicament. John had refused my apology! My wife would be leaving with him!

I was still wrestling with my thoughts when she came back to sit at my side. Looking up at her I remembered John's words. He was right. If I really loved her I would let her go. Wouldn't I? As much as that thought hurt there was a masochistic part that found the idea of my beautiful, gorgeous wife leaving me permanently for another man an incredible turn on! Also, I couldn't help thinking, the cage would come off. It would have to, the game would be over. I'd be free to cum for real, as many times as I liked, whenever I liked! But my wife! My darling wife! How could I live without her?

'Please ma’am,' I had made my decision, 'I know I failed the test. I'm sorry I couldn't convince Master John, but it's ok. I understand why you have to go. I only want you to be happy. If you need to be with him to be happy then I wouldn't stop you even if I could. I love you so much. I would do anything for you, be anything for you. I'll always love you and I'll always wait for you, just in case one day you want to come back. I'll be here as your husband or as your slave whichever you want.'

'That's very nice sweetheart but he's gone,' she smiled.

What?

'I was never going to leave you silly. I was testing you, breaking you down, making sure that you felt just as strongly as I do that we belong together, that we are made for each other. I was born to be your mistress and you to be my slave. After all we've been through lately, that is proved beyond all doubt don't you think?’

'Yes ma’am!' I couldn't help smiling. She was staying! She was mine! My wife, my Mistress!

'You should know though my darling husband; we can never go back now. You are my slave forever. I intend to use you and use you as I see fit without any regard whatsoever for your needs, wishes or feelings. But never doubt this, you are mine forever, I will never leave you, never let you go.'

Those words might have sounded pretty scary, even crazy to anyone else. But to me, right then, they were everything I could ever wish for.

'Now, before we get you out of that nasty rubber sac, Master John left you a going away present. I've been keeping it warm for you. Guess where?' she laughed as she stood, slipped off her nickers and straddled my chest once more, shuffling forward to cover my mouth with her soaking wet pussy. Ok probably not most men's idea of an ideal way to spend time with their wife, but I was too happy, too relieved to care.

My face was crushed under her soft round cheeks, my nose squashed against her clit as my tongue stretched to its limit boring into her most secret place. Master John's thick white spunk coated my lips as I worked to time my breathing with the increasing tempo of her movements. I was happy! Happier than I had been for a long time. I was where I wanted to be, with my gorgeous sexy wife. No, scratch that, UNDER my gorgeous sexy wife, serving her, pleasing her, being used by her. Even my own desperate need for satisfaction was secondary. I would cum when and where she chose in whatever way she desired. That was it. That was all I had and all I wanted.

Finally satisfied my wife climbed off me. Unzipping the rubber sac she told me to take a shower then clean and put away the sac and mask. 'After that you can get dressed and run me a nice bath. I think I'd like you in the Victorian maid's outfit. I haven't seen it for a while. I'll help you with it. Then, while I relax in my bath I want you to pick out some nice undies for me, something really sexy, maybe in white. I had a call from Jamal this morning. He's home for a few days so I've invited him over this afternoon. I thought it might cheer me up, help me get over John's leaving.'

Shit ! She didn't waste any time did she? Now that John was off the scene I was hoping for a bit of a breather, some time and attention for me before she started seeing other guys. Oh well, I guess I was going to have to get used to being my wife's permanent slave really quickly. No gentle break in period for me!

I'd forgotten how heavy and uncomfortable the Victorian maids outfit was. The corset was hell; I had to breathe in short shallow little breaths. My shower had been very refreshing and it felt incredibly good to be away from the confines of the sac but my freedom was short lived and I was soon sweating again.

I picked out a pretty white silk camisole top with matching French knickers and laid them on the bed. As I did I heard her call from the bathroom, 'Whatever you choose had better be very sexy slave. If it's not I'll be taking it out on your ass!' I took the precaution of adding some white hold up stockings.

'That's very good slave,' she beamed when she came into the bedroom wearing just a soft pink bath towel. 'You must be as excited about me seeing Jamal again as I am! You do have good taste don't you. I think I'll let you dress me for my lovers more often.'

'Thank you ma’am,' I curtsied as she smiled at me.

'Now, before you go, you'll remember earlier when I was kind enough to let you feel the inside of my fluffy little slipper with you tiny pee pee?'

'Yes ma’am,' I remembered, in fact I was pretty sure I would never forget. Funny how such small inconsequential things could become so important to someone in my position!

'Well then you'll recall that I also promised you I would be using the other one to tan your hide, correct?’

'Yes ma’am,' I answered respectfully.

'Right over you go then, touch your toes.'

As I did so my wife lifted my heavy skirts and threw them forward over my head to expose my Victorian knickered ass.

'Where is your belt slave?' my wife exclaimed. I was confined inside the cruel chastity tube but my wife had not thought to refit the shield and belt that went over it, locking in place to further restrict any access to my deprived cock and even my balls. It was hardly my fault she had forgotten to fit it.

'In future slave I want the belt on and locked at all times except when I remove it so that you can wash.'

'Yes ma’am, sorry ma’am,' I murmured from under my skirts.

My cock was imprisoned inside the small steel tube which came with a shield that locked over the tube and belted around my waist. Its purpose was to further remove any chance of me gaining access to my cock but also making it impossible for me to touch my balls, tap on the tube or tug at it, all of which I had considered in my desperate need for stimulation. The shield locked in place with a key and was removed only for washing. The chastity tube was designed for permanent wear and, as my wife liked to remind me, never needed to be removed. It even had a small nozzle to which an accessory could be attached which could then be fixed to a shower hose allowing cleansing water to be flushed around inside.

'Beating first and then I want it fitted. I was going to beat you simply for my amusement slave, but it seems that you are never happy unless you are giving me a reason to punish you. Well, so be it.'

The striking of her slipper stung my ass cheeks but was nothing compared to what I had previously endured. After about thirty strokes my wife bent down beside my head, 'Look at me slave.' I turned to look at her, careful to avoid eye contact. I wasn't sure if that was to be allowed now. Many of the rules governing my behaviour as a slave were instigated by Master John. Now that he was gone I wasn't sure quite where I stood in those respects.

'Yes you'd better keep your eyes averted slave,' she advised,' No tears though. That's a shame. Jamal will be here soon and I want him to see tears in your eyes when you greet him at the door. What do you suggest my sissy slave?’

'I I I I'm not sure ma’am,' I stammered.

'Really, ' she smirked cruelly, 'I am.'

I heard a drawer open and close and then SWISH CRACK the thin bamboo of a cane sliced into my warm red glowing cheeks. After just three strokes my eyes were filled with tears. After six I was crying, sobbing, trying not to cry out. Thankfully, finally satisfied, my wife had me stand. My knickers were dropped to allow the fitting of the shield belt and then swiftly pulled up.

'Go and kneel at the front door sissy. When Jamal arrives let him in. Make sure you give him a little curtsy and make him welcome. Bear in mind he is here at your Mistress’s invitation. Unlike you he is a real man. I need him in my bed giving me what you can't. He is your superior in every way, remember that. I want you to show him the same respect you do me. That's something you will have to get used to slave. When I choose to have a man make love to me that means I hold him in much higher regard as a man than I do you. Therefore he is deserving of your utmost respect. If you ever dare to show the tiniest sign of disrespect to any man I choose as a lover or even a prospective lover, I will make you regret it deeply. Am I making myself clear?'

'Yes ma’am, very clear.'

'Good. Keep that attitude and you will get along just fine. Now go wait at the door. And slave,'

'Yes ma’am,'

'Keep those tears flowing. I want you to suffer the embarrassment of showing a real man to my bedroom with tears rolling down your cheeks. Jamal will no doubt wonder why you are crying. Perhaps he will pity you. Perhaps he will be disgusted by you. Whichever, he will certainly find it very hard to respect you won't he?'

'Yes ma’am,' I curtsied to show my obedience.

'You don't deserve respect and you can be sure you won't be getting any. Not if I can help it. Do you think you can manage to live without respect slave?'

'Please ma’am,' I answered, fresh tears rolling down my cheeks as I kept my eyes on her tiny feet, 'I can live without anything but you.'

‘That’s just as well isn’t it? Look at you, who could possibly respect a man who allows his wife to sissify him and keep him as a maid to show her lovers to her bedroom?’

‘I don’t think anyone could ma’am,’ I answered meekly.

‘Neither do I,’ my Mistress smiled. ‘Let me see another curtsy, then get out.’

I only had to wait a few minutes before the doorbell rang. I checked through the spyhole first then opened the door. Jamal smiled when he saw my outfit and, having closed the door, I curtsied then stood, red faced, in front of him. Staring at the carpet with full realisation that I was a married man in the prime of my life who was humiliating myself to a kid less than half my age, I respectfully welcomed him to my mistress's home.

'Thank you for visiting my Mistress Sir. I know she is very excited to see you. She told me I should ask you to go straight up to her bedroom.'

Laughing at me he stepped up close enough to me so that I could feel his breath on my face, 'You are one sad fuck, you know that don't you? I used to watch your wife going by and think you were one lucky bastard to be fucking her. The thing is, you weren't fucking her at all were you. At least not properly, not like she needs it. You weren't capable of it were you? If you were she wouldn't be messing around with guys like me and you wouldn't be making a complete wanker of yourself swanning around in sissy maids outfits showing real men to her bedroom. You know she laughs at you don't you? We all do. You're a fucking joke man. The only thing you have going for you is that you have a gorgeous fucking slut of a wife who can't get enough cock. You can't blame her for that though, can you? She's been starved of it for so long, she needs to make up for it. But don't worry sissy, I'm gonna do my bit. I'm gonna fuck your pretty little slut wife's brains out every chance I get. Ok?’

'Yes sir, thank you sir,' I stammered my face burning as I stared hard at the floor.

‘So what are you waiting for faggot?’ he suddenly shouted in my face, making me jump. ‘Show me to my slut.’

About an hour later I heard my wife calling me. Knocking at the door I heard her tell me to come in. Keeping my eyes down as I entered I curtsied respectfully and waited.

'Jamal wants a beer and I'll have a glass of wine.' I waited but that was it. Turning to leave I realised I'd never felt more like a mere servant to her. Then, remembering the rules I turned and quickly curtsied again before leaving.

On my return I knocked again but there was no answer. Then I heard a high pitched squeal and I knew he was inside her again. I stood, tray of drinks in hand, listening to the incredible sounds of a man making love to my wife. I can't begin to describe how that felt. I'd heard it before, many times by then, but its power never fades. My stomach churned, my head swam and my poor locked away cock rebelled futilely against its life sentence.

When it finally went quiet I waited a couple of minutes before daring to knock again. I heard his voice this time and entered, carefully balancing the tray. The smell of sex had my already straining cock battering against the walls of its steel prison as I curtsied.

'Don't just stand there you idiot,' chided my wife.

Trying not to look up I walked to the side of the bed to offer the drinks. I could not resist the temptation to look up. The contrast of his deep ebony skin against the white sheet was startling. My wife was still wearing the white camisole top and stockings I had selected for her but her French knickers were hanging from the bed post. She was snuggled against him as he sat with his back against the headboard, her hand idly tracing patterns on his thigh. I couldn't help noticing his now flaccid cock, still encased in a condom. I was once again awed by its size as it lay across his thigh and onto hers.

The sound of her voice panicked me into casting my eyes quickly downward. 'Since you're here slave you might as well make yourself useful. Jamal has been kind enough to make wonderful love to me twice already. That's more than you used to manage in a week if I remember rightly,' she laughed. 'Anyway, he has to leave soon and I'd like him to see what a good slave you've become and how much you respect him.'

'Oh shit!' I thought. This was not going to be good. Not for me anyway.

'Put that tray down and kneel,' she commanded. 'Now, for obvious reasons, now that your Master John has gone, there are going to be a number of condoms used in this house. There is a certain way I would like those condoms dealt with. Before they are disposed of they need to be treated in such a way that allows you, my slave, to show your respect to their owners. After all, what is inside each rubber is the result of an act of passion and perhaps, as with Jamal, even of love. As my slave it is your duty, and should be your pleasure to see that those contents are not wastefully flushed down a toilet but are treated with the respect they deserve. '

I must have looked puzzled as she explained, 'Let me make it simple so that even a stupid little sissy failed husband can understand.'

That hurt! Even after all I had endured she could still hurt me so easily.

'After I have been with a man I will present you with his used condoms. You will respectfully empty these into your worthless slave mouth where you will savour the flavour and think about how they got so full. You will wonder at the masculinity and prowess of the stud whose spunk you are worshiping. Then, finally, you will marvel at the beauty and sheer sexuality of your beloved mistress. You will immerse yourself in abject devotion to me and mentally renew your sacred vow to worship and serve me forever as you slowly swallow.'

There was a long pause and I wondered if she was waiting for me to protest. I wanted to. I really did. But to do that I would have had to tear my eyes away from her cute little white stockinged foot as it slid seductively up and down Jamal’s shin.

'Jamal has to go soon so let's get on with it. You can do that one first.'

Looking up I could see she was pointing to the top of the bedside cabinet where a very full looking condom lay, knotted at one end.

Still on my knees I reached over to retrieve the condom and felt it squidge in my hand. I had tasted Jamal's cum before when I'd licked it from my wife's feet and from the inside of her shoe. Somehow though, this was worse. Sucking it straight from the condom, and doing it right in front of him, ugh!

'Bite off the end slave and suck it all out. That's right; hold it up so we can see.'

I had a lump in my throat as I fought a feeling of sickness.

'Come on sissy, you can do it. Do it for me, to show me how much you love me.'

Closing my eyes I held the knotted end up high and took the teat into my mouth. As I bit down I felt the slimy fluid coat my tongue.

'Don't swallow yet slave, I want to see. Open your mouth.'

So there I was, mouth open wide, showing the woman I love my tongue coated in her lovers sperm. My eyes were still tightly closed till I heard, 'Open those eyes and look at me. I want to see the shame in them. I want to enjoy your humiliation.'

As I looked into her eyes I was indeed humiliated, who wouldn't be. Strangely though, it was nothing like as bad as I expected and it was fading. I was my mistress's slave. I was not a man. A man would never let his wife do this to him. If he did he would have every reason to be embarrassed as he would be losing his manhood in front of his wife. Fortunately I had none left to loose. I couldn't compete with Jamal or anyone else as a man or as a lover, so why try? Why be embarrassed? I had nothing to be embarrassed about. I was what I wanted to be, what my darling wife wanted me to be. Feeling slightly better, I swallowed.

Jamal got up and came around the bed to stand at my side. He was holding his latest condom to stop it slipping off his cock. My wife waved her hand to motion me to turn and face him still on my knees.

'I think you'll find this one is a bit fresher boy, in fact I kept it warm for you,' he smiled.

I turned to my wife for reassurance and she smiled and nodded. I knew what I had to do. Linking my hands behind my back I stuck out my tongue. As I knelt there, a picture of sissyhood, he pulled off the condom and tipped its contents onto my tongue. Seeking to show my wife that I not only accepted my position but yearned for it, I turned to her and showed her my slime coated tongue before taking it back into my mouth and smiling as I swallowed.


Chapter 7

I tried to immerse myself in housework, carrying out each task to the most exacting standards but it was no use. My cock went on struggling hopelessly to find some give in the relentless steel walls of its prison. My balls were swollen and tender as they ached for relief. My head was filled with images of my darling wife dancing in the arms of another man, laughing and enjoying his company, his roaming hands and his manly advances while I stayed home working loyally to keep her home to the highest standards.

At about midnight my mobile phone alerted me to a text message. My hands shook as I read it. She was staying out for the night, going to some guy’s house. She said not to worry as Miss Julie was going too. How could I not worry? How could my heart not break? It was awful, worse than watching her with another man. She was out there behaving for the entire world like a completely free single woman and I was doing nothing about it. She was my wife, how could I accept this? But then she was also my Mistress, so how could I not?

I think I cried for over an hour before I finally managed to get a grip. I had wanted this. I had agreed to it, all of it. It’s not like she was betraying me. There were no lies involved. She wasn't doing this behind my back. This was who we were now, who I agreed we should become. She was a beautiful lady, sexual, adventurous, free to pursue her every desire. I was her slave, her devoted servant. She could sleep with a hundred men, a thousand even! But she would always be coming home to me, so that I could look after her, see to her every need, serve her, until such time as she saw fit to go out once more and take what she needed from another man, what I couldn't give her.

On the other hand, they could never give her what I could; safety, security, a home, a life of luxury. Most importantly, love, unconditional love. Forever love.

I slept hardly at all that night and the next morning my heart leapt with joy when I heard the familiar sound of her heels walking up the drive. I was at the door in a flash, opening it and the kneeling submissively, eyes cast downward.

'Coffee in the lounge slave,' was her greeting to me and I rushed happily to obey.

She was sitting in the leather armchair, legs crossed, head back and eyes closed as I placed her cup on a small table beside her. 'You may remove my shoes slave. Massage my feet.' Dropping instantly to my knees I went about my task lovingly as she explained, 'My poor feet. I spent half the night dancing then we had to walk about a mile to Michael's apartment. He's a friend of Julie's latest boyfriend, at least that's how we got introduced. Then, during a visit to the lady’s room Julie informed me he’s actually related to John, I think she said he’s John’s nephew. What do you think about that my little cuckold?

Well naturally I phoned John to make sure he didn’t mind me being with his nephew and he was fine with it. He’s such an understanding wonderful man, I really miss him!’

Wow! Having the woman I love describe, in detail, her night out being seduced by another man was humiliating enough, but now she was singing the praises of her ex-lover, the man that was supposedly off the scene now! I felt utterly pathetic and utterly impotent.

‘Julie wanted to spend the night with her boyfriend so it seemed only natural I should go with Michael. Since Michael's place was the closest we all went there. So, I spent the rest of the night with him between my legs ploughing my little pussy. He's a fit guy too. I'm exhausted. Bastard wouldn't let me take my shoes off either, to start with. He says they turn him on. Bit like you I guess,' she laughed. 'Only he wanted to fuck my arse off while I wore them, whereas you prefer to lick them after I’ve worn them, don't you sissy?’

'Yes ma’am,' I answered dutifully.

'Ok, go ahead then. Clean them up. You know you want to. When you’re finished get them polished and put them away, I'm going to bed.'

Late in the afternoon I heard the shower running and then her sweet voice calling me. 'I'm starved make me something nice to eat slave.'

'Yes ma’am,' I curtsied, even though she couldn’t see me and went about my task in the kitchen.

After serving her food I stood in the doorway waiting in case she should require anything more. She was dressed only in a short silk robe and her feet were bare. I stood mesmerised by their cute sexiness as she ate. It’s funny how being denied any sort of sexual relief sharpens the senses and makes such normally mundane things come alive with steaming sexuality.

I had prepared quite a large portion and she could not eat it all. 'Have you eaten slave,' she enquired.

'No ma’am,' I answered.

'Good, then you can finish this. Come here.'

Quickly at her side I curtsied respectfully. 'Yes ma’am.'

'Put this plate on the floor, in front of my chair.' I knelt to obey and watched as she slowly and carefully mashed the remaining food with her delicate feet. The mashed potatoes squirted between her toes as the baked beans were squashed beneath her soles.

'Well,' she snapped, 'Get on with it slave. Or do you think you are too good to eat from your mistress's feet?'

'No ma’am, not at all,' I stammered as I dropped my head to begin my dinner.

Afterwards I was standing behind my wife carefully brushing out her long beautiful hair as she sat at her dressing table watching me in the mirror.

'Do you enjoy looking after me slave?'

'Yes ma’am, very much.......thank you.'

'You do understand what a privilege it is for you to be allowed to touch me don't you?

'Oh yes ma’am, I do....very much. Thank you ma’am.'

‘The fact that other men, or should I say, real men, get to touch me anywhere they please any time they please is not your concern. You must focus on the fact that for a pathetic servant such as you the rules are different. The world of men and women and the sexual relations that go on between them is beyond your reach now and always will be. You failed the entry exam my pet. You didn't even come close to making the grade. You're neither man nor woman. You're simply a slave, a thing, a possession, a household appliance; like a fridge or a washing machine,’ she laughed.  ‘It's what you were born to be. You know it and I know it. That's why you were a miserable failure as a husband. It's not your fault. You just don't have what it takes. Do you?'

'No ma’am, I'm sorry.'

'Oh it's ok silly. I don't mind. In fact I'm really very glad. I love my life now. I have the best of both worlds, an incredible sex life and a lovely home with a faithful slave to look after me. Isn't that true?'

'Yes ma’am, of course.'

'That's not to say you don't deserve to be punished though. After all, look at all the years we wasted with you trying to be something you're not. It's only fair that I should make you suffer for that wouldn't you agree?'

'Of course ma’am.......but my opinion doesn’t matter,' I muttered in a pathetic attempt to gain favour.

'I love it when you belittle yourself to me slave. I'm not sure which I like most, when I humiliate you, when one of my lovers humiliates you, or when you just humiliate yourself. Which one do you like most slave?'

'Please ma’am, I like everything you do or have done to me. But it doesn't matter what I think anyway. I exist to serve my Mistress ma’am.'

'Nicely said slave,' she laughed and clapped her hands.

'Seriously though, ' she said as her hands went to the edges of her silk robe and she began to pull it apart over her chest. I stared mesmerised as the tops of her proudly firm breasts were revealed. 'You know you're never going to have me again, ever. Don't you?’

After a long pause in which my head and my cock struggled once more for supremacy I whispered, 'Yes ma’am..... I know.'

'You'll never feel these,' she teased, pulling her robe open just a little further allowing me a glimpse of her pink aureoles. 'You'll never run your hands over them, never lick them and never suck them into your mouth. But others will, many others. I won't be short of takers, but you won't be one of them. Are you sure you can handle that?'

'No ma’am, I mean yes ma’am.......well, I'll try........ I mean.....I have no choice now. I love you. You know I'll do anything for you, anything at all.'

'Yes I do know that slave. I just enjoy teasing you over it. I'm going to tease you a lot you know. I'm going to remind you over and over what you've lost, what you'll never have again. I'll watch you cry. I'll watch you go mad with jealousy. I'll watch your heart break over and over again. And each time you'll come back for more won't you?'

'Yes ma’am, if it pleases you.'

'Your sex life is over now, but mine is just beginning. Then again, when I think about it, your sex life isn't really over. You probably have far more sexual urges now than you ever did before and they are probably a lot stronger. It's your ability to satisfy those urges that's gone. Isn't it sweetheart?' she smiled sweetly, head cocked cutely to one side.

'Yes ma’am,' I agreed. 'I know it’s wrong, that a slave shouldn’t lust after his Mistress, but I can’t help it. I can't even begin to tell you how much I need to hold you, to kiss you, to make love to you. I worship the ground you walk on, the clothes you wear, even the bed you make love to other men in. The fact that I can't do anything about it is agony. The thought that I will never be able to do anything about it is unbearable.'

'But you'll bear it anyway, won't you slave?'

'Yes ma’am.'

'And you'll worship me all the more for forcing you to do so won't you?'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.'

'You do realise though, that it’s not just sexual contact that is off the menu for you? You'll never hold me and I'll never hold you. I'll never comfort you, never caress your cheek. I'll never hold your hand or kiss your lips. That's all gone, finished with. It wouldn't be right. You'll have to live without those things now. I don't know how but you'll have to find a way. It will be difficult for me too you know. I need to be held, to be loved, to hold hands with my man, to laugh and joke as equals. Fortunately I can find some of that with other men. Special ones like John. And of course I can bask in the love and adoration of my slave. Love that I demand he shows me every day. I have that too don't I?'

'Yes ma’am, of course. You'll always have that, always.'

'You understand that you won't though, don't you? I'll tease you, torture you, humiliate you, even punish and use you. You will know through it all that I care about you, but I'll very rarely show it. You'll have to learn to see it in other ways, for example, when I take the time to reward you as I'm about to now.'

Reaching for her handbag she opened it to remove something wrapped in tissue. As she opened it in front of me I could see it contained three used condoms, each tied at the neck to prevent any of their slimy contents escaping.

'You know why I've brought these home don't you slave?' she asked.

'Yes ma’am,' I swallowed, a lump in my throat.

'On your knees slave, take my gift and show me how much you appreciate your Mistress’s kindness.'


Chapter 8

Things went a little quiet for the next couple of weeks and I enjoyed immensely having my wife's full attention. She, unfortunately, seemed a little bored and took every opportunity to amuse herself at my expense. She teased me mercilessly about my lack of manhood, compared my every attempt to please her unfavourably with one or more of her lovers and took any chance she could to find an excuse to have me drop my knickers and bend over while she blistered my poor ass with her cane. These grossly unfair episodes always ended with me apologising profusely whilst submissively licking at her shoes or boots. If I was forgiven she would eventually allow me the privilege of removing her foot ware and bestowing my love and adoration on her dainty bare feet. If not I would be banished to the garden shed and left for hours with my hands tied over the rafter. If she was really mad they would be tied behind me and hoisted up by a rope from the rafter until I was bent over, arms wrenching almost out of their sockets and left until such time as she felt like releasing me, usually after at least one more thrashing from a cane or crop.

Not everyone's idea of heaven but I revelled in it. She was all mine. That is until she told me about the call from John.

I had annoyed her by not finding and picking up the underwear she had thrown behind the sofa the previous night. She had come home with Michael, Master John's nephew. They had bumped into each other in town and gone for a quiet drink which led to her inviting him back. I had stayed out of their way busying myself with housework upstairs. It was early morning when he left and I was asleep in the spare room. The next morning I was busy scrubbing the marks of their passion from the sofa when she entered the room and immediately recovered her thong. I had no idea it was there but that was not considered a viable excuse. She was already mad at me for going to bed the previous night. I had thought I was doing the best thing. She clearly had no use for me. Wrong again I guess!

So there I was, in the shed, wrists bound, arms pulled up behind me awaiting my mistress's pleasure. She had gone back in the house to get her riding crop but had been gone for quite a while. My arms ached unbearably and my legs were shaking with the strain when she eventually appeared, mobile phone in one hand, crop in the other.

'Guess who I've been talking to shit head,' she greeted me.

'I don't know ma’am. Please ma’am my arms.....'

'Shut the fuck up! You are already on thin ice my girly slave. Do you want to add bad manners and lack of respect to your list of crimes?’

'No ma’am, I'm sorry.'

'That's better. Now, as I was saying, I've had a lovely call from your Master, John. He's missing me terribly and, of course, he wanted to hear how I enjoyed my night with his nephew. Apparently Michael is only eighteen; no wonder he had so much stamina! John wants me to take him under my wing, to be a sort of MILF for him, what do you think about that my faithful little husband?’

Actually I felt sick, how many more lovers was she going to have? How many more undeserving bastards would receive from her what she denied to me? I was her husband, I’d wooed her, won her heart, given her everything and yet I seemed to be the only man she would not fuck!

‘I think he’s a very lucky boy ma’am,’ I replied sarcastically.

‘I don’t know about the boy bit,’ my wife laughed, ‘he’s more of a man than you ever were, I can assure you of that!’

‘Yes ma’am,’ I mumbled, humiliated yet again by this incredibly sexy woman.

‘Oh, I nearly forgot to mention, John is coming down from Scotland to see me. In fact, he wants to take me away for a few days. Somewhere warm, so we can catch up; get to know each other again.'

I couldn't see how they could possibly know each other any better but I held my tongue.

'Of course I wouldn't dream of going without asking my darling husband. Would you mind if I left you for a week baby, to go and enjoy some sun, sea, sand and sex with my lover?'

Actually I minded a lot. Of all the men she had slept with, he was the worst. He disgusted me. He made it very clear he felt the same about me and I hated the thought of my darling wife seeing him again, even for a few hours, but a few days! Alone without me! Bearing in mind how he had originally tried to take her from me and how she had nearly killed me with her threats of leaving me for him! No way! I was my wife's devoted slave but there was a limit, even for me.

'Please ma’am I don't think it's...... I mean are you....do you think.......'

CRACK! the crop stung my defenceless rear. I tried to straighten up but couldn't. Instead I bit my lip and refused to cry out. CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 'Aaaaagh no please ma’am, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!!!!!

Her soft little hand felt cool as she caressed my face. Tears were rolling down and dripping from my cheeks as she knelt down to bring her face level with mine. She was so close I could feel her warm breath on my face.

'You are a silly slave aren't you dear? You see I have a crop in my hand but still you insist on making me angry.'

'I'm sorry ma’am,' I blubbered yet again, 'It's just that .... I mean I know it's not my place and I'll always love you and worship you no matter what, but...'

'Shhhh, don't say any more. I know what you mean. John is different for you isn't he? It's because he tried to take me away from you isn't it? You hate him I know. He's hurt you a lot so many times hasn't he, physically and emotionally? You hate him and you're scared of him aren't you?’

Looking deeply into her gorgeous green eyes as she held my chin up, I burst into wracking sobs.

'Shhh it's ok. I know baby, I know.' Her stroking of my hair just made me worse and I sobbed uncontrollably for long while.

Eventually, as my pitiful crying eased, my wife kissed my forehead and stood. 'Alright that's enough,' she scolded me; 'I take it that you don't want me to go. That's good. I take it too that if I do go it will hurt and humiliate you deeply. Am I right slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered, seeing a glimmer of hope.

'Then you must understand my pet, why I will be accepting John's offer. In fact, better still, you will accept it for me. '

I watched in despair as she began dialling on her mobile phone.' I'm warning you slave, do not even think about disappointing me.'

Switching to speakerphone so that I could hear, she giggled when John's deep voice answered. 'Hi baby, it’s me. I'm just ringing to tell you I asked him.'

'Oh yea?' he answered,' And what did the sissy faggot say?'

'Well why don't I put him on and he can tell you himself.'

She held the phone close to my mouth with one hand while she used the other to tap her crop against the shiny steel of my chastity tube's cover plate. What the fuck was I supposed to say?

'Hello sir, I erm... I think......that is I....just wanted to say thank you for offering to take my wi....my mistress on holiday. I know she is really keen to go and I'm sure you will look after her.'

'If by looking after her you mean fucking her brains out then yea, I'll look after her all right!’ he sneered.

My wife laughed out loud and I cringed in disgust.

'Well, is that what you meant slave, answer the man!' my wife insisted.

'Yes sir, I know you will take care of her needs very well. You always do.'

'Listen up you stupid fucked up excuse for a sissy faggot,' he snarled, 'If I ... no scratch that....WHEN I take your Mistress wife away on holiday I will be spending every second in her company. I will be holding her and she will be holding me. We will never be apart. I will be fucking her, making love to her, every chance I get. Make no mistake boy; your wife will spend the entire week with my spunk leaking from one or another of her three holes.......Just so you understand.'

'I think he gets the picture, don't you slave?' my wife laughed. She switched off the speaker phone and walked out of the shed talking and giggling animatedly as she closed the door on me. I tried desperately to move, to ease the pain in my shoulders, but I had to accept that there was no escaping it as I listened to her stiletto heels click up the garden path.

I was in agony by the time she came back and greatly relieved to see she had left the crop back in the house.

'How are you feeling slave?' she asked sweetly. 'Do you still feel a little angry, a little put out by your sexy little wife's antics?'

'No ma’am,' I lied.

'But I think you do slave,' she insisted. 'But don't worry I know exactly how to help you get over your silly little feelings.'

It was such a relief when she untied me! I groaned in appreciation as I straightened my back. Slipping on a robe I followed her back into the house. I was told to go straight to her bathroom and kneel naked beside the toilet.

Soon after, she followed me into the bathroom holding a glass of white wine. She had me pull down her knickers and help her step out of them. Then she lifted the toilet seat and had me turn around so that I could lean back to place the back of my neck on the rim of the toilet bowl. The hair at the back of my head dipped into the toilet water as she lowered the seat onto my neck. Turning away from me she lifted her skirt and slowly lowered her gorgeous but toward my upturned face. Just as her weight settled gently onto the seat pressing onto my neck and making it difficult to breath, I heard her speak.

'So tell me my proud head strong husband, how manly do you feel now? How much of a tough guy are you? Lying there under my ass looking up hoping I won't decide to either choke you with the toilet seat or smother you with my butt! Do you still feel up to defending my honour? Are you still ready to voice your opinions about who I should or should not sleep with, who I'm allowed to go on holiday with? Well? Let’s hear it my proud strong husband. Let’s hear you being a big man.'

Point made, I thought, as tears once more pricked my eyes. Who was I kidding? This had gone too far, way too far for me to start trying to exert my influence now. I was nothing, that much was clear. I might as well forget about having any opinions about anything. Nobody would ever give a shit what I thought, especially not my wife.

So, seeing no other alternative I said nothing.

'What's the matter,' she teased,' Pussy got your tongue?’

Her laughter brought a red hot shame to my face but the sight of her gorgeous ass, her beautiful pussy! Both things denied to me for so long, maybe for ever! My cock was straining harder than ever against its unyielding prison. Fuck I loved her. I loved everything about her. To my shame, I even loved what she was doing to me, I was addicted to her cruelty.

'Oh well,' she sighed, 'Since you're there....' I heard her giggle as she released a hot salty stream of piss all over my face. Without thinking I opened my mouth wide and drank deeply of her essence. Unfortunately I could not swallow fast enough and it went everywhere, down my front, over the seat, onto the floor. When she finally finished and stood she turned to look down at me. She was a goddess. Her cruel smirk as she looked down at me, her devoted husband of many years, head under her toilet seat, face soaked in her piss, broke my heart all over again and had my cock tube straining at its seams.

'Clean up that mess slave,' she ordered coldly. 'Use your tongue. I don't see why I should waste money on cleaning materials when I have your tongue available. Then get on with your housework. Stay out of my way. I've had enough of looking at your sad stupid slave face for now. I'll let you know if I want anything.'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered as I lifted the toilet seat to release my head. 'Please ma’am, I hope you have a lovely holiday with Master John.' As I bent my head to begin licking her piss from the toilet seat she answered, her voice fading as she walked away, 'I don't think that's any of your business slave.'


Chapter 9

The following Saturday I arrived home with the weekly shopping to find a baby cot in pieces in the hallway.' Oh yes,' smiled my wife and Mistress, 'Julie sent that for you. She asked me to tell you she keeps her promises. You'd better get it put together in your room after you put the shopping away.'

I remembered the promise very well. She had said that if my wife asked her to look after me, or, as she put it, baby sit me, while she went out with another man, she would be dressing me and treating me as the little baby I was.

I quickly went about putting the shopping away, stripped off my tracksuit and adjusted my pink maids uniform, thinking, not for the first time, of the potential embarrassment of being taken ill or knocked down by a car whilst out shopping. What would the nurses say when I arrived at the hospital and they undressed me to tend my wounds!?

It only took a few minutes to assemble the cot and I stood looking at it in the corner of my room. It was tiny. I seriously doubted it would hold my weight. The whole idea was ridiculous. I couldn't believe my wife was going along with this. Being dressed as a sissy maid was embarrassing sure, but it had its sexy side. Where was the fun in being dressed and treated as a baby? The only advantage I could see was the chance to see Julie again. Or should I say, Miss Julie. She was a little bitch, a cruel little bitch. I felt like such a pathetic wimp when in her presence. She was just a young girl, less than half my age but I was in awe of her. She knew it too and made no secret of how pathetic she thought I was. I hated the embarrassment she always delighted in putting me through, but at the same time, she was incredibly attractive and her cruel nature only served to make her more so in my eyes.

I spent most of the afternoon preparing my wife for the night out she’d announced that she was having with her latest lover, Michael. I ran her bath, dried her and picked out her clothes. I dried her gorgeous hair and painstakingly applied varnish to the toe nails of her tiny feet. I polished her shoes and brought her glasses of chilled wine.

Eventually she told me to go away. 'I want to prepare myself mentally for the night ahead slave. Michael will be picking me up at seven. We're going to that restaurant you used to take me to on the coast. You remember, we used to call it our place?' Yes I remembered. I guessed it wasn't our place anymore. 'After that he's taking me dancing. You know how I love to dance. I used to have a husband to take me dancing. Now I have a slave instead, and slaves don't get to dance with their Mistresses, do they sissy?'

'No ma’am,' I answered, a lump in my throat. 'Of course not ma’am'.

'Not to worry though,' she continued. 'I doubt if I'll ever be short of someone to take me.'

'I don't think you will ever have that problem ma’am, ' I assured her.

'Excuse me?' she snapped. Oh fuck I'm in trouble again I thought. Why did she always do this? Why did I always fall for it? When I expected her to be cruel she would break my heart with a kind word or a fleeting touch of her hand. When I expected her to be kind, like just now when I complimented her, she would suddenly switch and my heart would be broken once more by her cruelty.

'Who the fuck do you think you are?’

'I....I....I'm sorry ma’am, I didn't mean to..'

CRACK, her hand seared across my face. Tears burst from my eyes but they were tears of frustration rather than pain. Why did she do this? It wasn't fair. I was trying my best. I always tried my best for her.

'You need to remember who you are slave. Or should I say what you are. You have no opinions, at least none that matter. How dare you presume to talk to me like that? Look at you, a grown man, mincing around in a pink rubber maids outfit preparing your wife for another man, a real man; a man less than half your age by the way. A man that makes me feel like a woman, which is more than you ever did.'

She had me there, as usual.

'Get out of my sight. Go to your room. Julie can deal with you when she gets here. Go on, get out before I really lose my temper'.

Julie arrived at about six o'clock and I could hear her talking and laughing with my wife downstairs. Eventually I heard a car pull up outside and then the front door slammed. My wife had gone without even saying goodbye!

About ten minutes later Julie walked into my room carrying a hold all. As I jumped up from the bed and knelt in front of her subserviently she threw the bag at me and told me I had five minutes to get dressed. With that she was gone.

I opened the bag and tipped out the contents. My heart sank as I sorted through the oversized baby clothes it contained. I would have to speak to my wife about this when she returned. I loved being my wife's slave. I could even handle being mistreated by her friends occasionally, especially when they were as attractive as Miss Julie. This was too much though, being used to fulfil this girls perverted fantasies, I belonged to my wife not to this cruel sick bitch. I would go along with it for now, what choice did I have? But this was definitely the one and only time!

I stripped off my uniform and dressed in what she had brought. When she returned I was stood red faced wearing a nappy, plastic incontinence pants and a lemon coloured baby girl dress with matching yellow woollen booties and hand mittens.

Before I dropped my embarrassed gaze to the floor I caught sight of Miss Julie's lips tightening as she struggled not to laugh out loud.

'On the floor baby,' she instructed, 'babies don't stand up. Now let me see you crawl over here.'

She walked over to the bed and sat down. She was dressed rather young herself with a little tartan skirt, white blouse, white knee length cotton socks and cute little white trainers with pink laces. She was good at this, I had to admit. Her dressing to make herself look so young and innocent was not just a huge turn on and a cruel tease; it was also to make it even more embarrassing. She was so young and yet she had been given responsibility for looking after the nice lady's baby while the lady spent time with her man. Adult time. Time where babies are put to one side looked after by someone else, time where the adults can relax and do adult things. Things babies shouldn't see!

'That's a good baby. We're going to have a lovely time together if you are a good little girl for your Aunty Julie. Now sit up so Aunty Julie can give you your dummy.'

The dummy, like the clothing was oversized and filled my mouth. It had a pink ribbon which M Julie tied in a bow around my head preventing me from pushing it out of my mouth.

'There you go baby. That stays in until Aunty Julie gives baby her bottle. Does baby like her dummy?’

'Eaugh Aum, ' I murmured around the large rubber teat.

'Naughty baby,' Miss Julie scolded. 'Babies don't speak; they nod or shake their heads.'

Quickly I nodded. 'That's better. You just be careful my girl or Aunty Julie will be taking you over her knee for some naughty botty spanks.'

'Oh fuck,' I thought. 'Get me out of here!’

I spent the next couple of hours downstairs. Crawling down a flight of stairs isn't easy believe me. I had to sit on a large pink plastic mat and pretend to play with the various baby toys I was presented with whilst my Aunty Julie watched TV and played with her phone. Occasionally she would ruffle my hair or make baby sounds at me. I was red faced the whole time. I thought I knew embarrassment but this was a new level for me.

'Ok baby, time for your bottle.' She disappeared into the kitchen and came back with a real baby bottle full of warm milk. I had to hold it in both mittened hands and drink enthusiastically. That wasn't much fun but the next bit was!

'Come and get on Aunty Julie's knee so she can burp you baby,' she smiled as she patted her knee.

She smelt gorgeous as I knelt either side of her legs leaning forward my head on her shoulder as she patted my back. If my poor cock hadn't been locked away in its tube and behind its shiny shield it would have been stabbing through her stomach! It was paradise, but it got better.

'Back on the floor for baby now, Aunty Julie needs to get another bottle for her greedy baby.'

When she brought the next bottle she sat on the pink mat, her back against the sofa. As she lifted her little tartan skirt my eyes popped out on stalks. No panties!

I was mesmerised as she took the baby bottle and began to rub the rubber teat against her pussy lips and over her rapidly swelling clit. 'Does baby want some more milk?' she teased. 'Well he has to work for it this time. He has to lick it from his Aunty Julie's pussy. Come on baby be a good girl for Aunty Julie.'

I doubt if milk had ever tasted so good or been taken so enthusiastically. Miss Julie nearly screamed the place down as she came and I thought she was going to pull my hair out by the roots.

When it was over I began to realise I needed to pee. I really needed to pee. How could I tell her? I pointed to my groin and tried to communicate with my eyes but she got the wrong idea.

'You naughty baby, how dare you have rude thoughts about your Aunty Julie? You are going over my knee this instant little girl. I'll teach you!’

She jumped up on the couch and pulled me unceremoniously over her knees. I had no idea how strong she was or how hard those delicate looking hands of hers could be. She attacked the back of my thighs with gusto. The more I struggled the harder she slapped. I was soon crying real tears of pain and humiliation. I hated it but, when she stopped and told me to turn over, I just melted into her arms.

'There, there now, silly baby getting her Aunty Julie all mad like that. You are silly aren't you?’

She picked up the half empty baby bottle she had been using shortly before to stimulate herself and popped the teat into my mouth. I held it with both mittened hands as I looked up at her adoringly. 'Ssh baby, ssh. Drink your milk up for Aunty Julie there's a good girl.'

I could have laid there forever. I had hated the whole idea of this baby thing but now? Now I was in heaven. I really felt like a baby, helpless and in awe of this wonderful creature charged with my care. So enraptured was I that I was startled when I felt heat in my nappy. I had wet myself. Just like a real baby. I smiled at her around my bottle and she kissed my forehead.

'I hope you're not doing what I think you're doing baby,' she warned. How did she know?

'I promised your mommy I'd have you trained and out of nappies into big girl panties soon. That means no wee wees in your nappy. I'm going to be very cross with you if you have.'

'Oh shit!' I thought.

'Come on get on the floor. Aunty Julie wants to check baby's nappy.'

So there I was, a grown man, yellow booties in the air while this teasing cold hearted young bitch pulled down my plastic pants and undid my nappy.

'Oh dear. Naughty baby!' she scolded me. 'Naughty, naughty baby. Aunty Julie will have to do spanky bottoms again now. Babies have to learn to be good. Come on sweetheart,' she said as she took my hand. 'Aunty Julie's going to take you upstairs. It's for your own good.'

I had to crawl at her side up the stairs, holding her hand, to my room. Once in there she dropped the side rails on the baby cot and had me climb into it. I had to kneel up to have my dummy refitted and then bend forward to have my still mitted hands cuffed together in front of me. The cot was so short that the soles of my feet were up against one end while the top of my head pressed against the other. My cuffed hands were under me as my bottom stuck up in the air.

Miss Julie bent to remove her trainers. Pushing one under my face she coldly informed me, 'Now baby this is for your own good. You can have one of my trainers to cuddle to show me how sorry you are. I'm going to use the other one on your naughty baby bottom. I won't have babies in my care being naughty. I just won't have it.'

SMACK, the rubber sole burnt into my ass. I squirmed in pain. Smack, another. SMACK, SMACK, SMACK. My ass was on fire! 'Stop that silly squirming right now you naughty baby. You'll take your medicine. You earned it, you'll take it.'

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK.

Tears blurred my vision as I cried around my dummy for mercy I knew I wouldn't get. Mercy I knew my cruel tormentress was incapable of giving.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK !

'Is baby sorry now?' she teased. 'Does baby want to apologise to his Aunty Julie?’

I was nodding. Crying and nodding. Nodding and crying. I really was sorry, that’s the amazing part, I was desperately sorry and so eager to please my Aunty Julie.

Suddenly it was over. I felt cool cream being gently applied to my torturedd rear. It was bliss!

'There there, that's enough. No more crying now baby. Mommy's going to be home soon. We don't want her to see how naughty you've been do we?'

I was shaking my head like an idiot.

'Let's have you on your back now so Aunty Julie can put a clean nappy on you.'

So it was that when a car drew up outside in the early hours of the morning I was woken from a restful sleep. The dummy was still in place, my hands cuffed behind me now and attached to my trussed ankles. It wasn't the most comfortable position I'd ever slept in but it meant that I fitted into the cot. The side had been raised and I stared through the bars at the dim shape of my baby sitter, my Aunty Julie, as she slept soundly in my little single bed.

The hall light went on and spilled into the room as my wife tip toed in. Closing my eyes I pretended to be asleep. How could I face her like this?

I smelt her perfume as she leaned over and placed her gorgeous full lips to my cheek, kissing me like a proud mother.

Nite nite little baby,' she whispered. 'Mommy is going to bed with the big strong man now.' Big strong man? He was a boy! But then compared to me right then I guess he was a man.

As she left the room she closed the door quietly behind her. A single hot tear traced over my cheek running over the place where I had received her blessed kiss. I loved her so much. I yearned for her so much I felt like I would die! And here I was, a teased and denied, cruelly humiliated and punished baby, lying in my cot, dummy in my mouth, while my darling wife joined her man in bed.


Chapter 10

A couple of weeks later my wife sent me to the train station to collect John. I met him in the carpark and drove him home. He asked me a lot of questions. Had my wife missed him, was I behaving myself, and so on. I gave him all the answers I thought he wanted.

When we arrived home he told me to bring his case while he went into the house. I entered to find him glued to my wife. Apart from black hold up stockings and patent leather stilettoes she was completely naked. I made to take his case upstairs but he stopped me.

'Where the fuck do you think you're going faggot?’

'Sir, I'm just taking...'

'You're just taking a fucking liberty is what you're just taking,' he interrupted. 'The man of the house is home now sissy. I'm here to re-claim my woman. When I'm here she belongs to me. That means her house does too and I don't want a sissy faggot in my house. So fuck off out!’

'Please sir, where do you want me to go?' I hated this. I hated him. He was even more obnoxious than I remembered.

'You can borrow my garden shed. Stay there till I say otherwise.'

I looked at my wife hoping she might intercede on my behalf. He couldn't come here and take over like this. Or maybe he could. She smiled cruelly at me then turned to him with her bottom lip sticking out like a spoilt little girl.

'Oh darling, aren't you going to beat the useless wimp for me. You know how it turns me on.'

'Later maybe babe,' he promised her. 'Right now I gotta get some of your pussy before I explode! It's been a while and I've been saving it for you.'

'Oh that’s so nice baby! I hope it's not just my pussy you missed though,' she teased him. 'Don't forget my ass,' she laughed.

'How could I,' he smiled.

Then arm in arm they ascended the stairs. Without even turning to look at me he growled, ' You better get moving faggot. I'll be out later to sort you out. Now fuck off.'

As I turned to leave I caught the sound of my wife's reply, 'Darling, I have so missed having you around!’

It must have been two or three hours later when I was shouted back into the house. I was dreading what might be coming next. There was no sign of my wife. John was standing in the dining room arranging some cable ties on the table.

'Get in here slave. Strip off and sit in that chair.'

Nervously I obeyed him. In seconds he had my legs tied to the chair legs and then he went on to use more cable ties to secure my forearms and hands, palm up, to the stout arms of the carver dining chair. When he left the room I experimented trying to find some slack in the ties. There was none at all.

'Sit still you faggot,' he snarled as he came back into the room from behind me. I heard a rustle of polythene and then suddenly a clear plastic bag was pulled over my head. Another large cable tie was quickly and efficiently deployed to provide an air tight seal around my neck. I panicked for a moment afraid he might strangle me with the tie but he was careful not to overtighten it.

'Right sissy boy, I understand from your mistress that your behaviour hasn't been all it should be since I left.'

I didn't try to argue, what would be the point. I concentrated instead on trying to slow my breathing and so conserve my air. It was a losing battle though as I felt the panic begin to rise in me.

'So, a short sharp reminder is in order I think. Feel free to scream, plead, beg, whatever. In fact I think your wife is listening for it so don't disappoint her, make it nice and loud.'

With that he picked up a thin bamboo rod from the table and slashed it down lengthways along my left thigh, then without a pause he moved to the other side and did the same thing to my right thigh. My legs felt like they'd been cut off with a hot knife. I screamed as he altered his position to bring that vicious implement swishing down across my left palm, then my right. He took a moment to savour my helpless thrashing and garbled entreaties before he performed the cycle again.

Once, twice, three times. The plastic bag was steaming up, moisture causing it to stick to my sweating face as I heaved in all the air I could to produce my screamed entreaties. Surely my wife would hear. She would be able to tell the bastard had gone too far. He was fucking killing me. But no, she remained absent as he went around again, thighs then hands, four, five, six times.

It took a while for me to realise he had stopped hitting me. The air inside the bag had quickly grown stale and I struggled to see through the fogged up plastic. Had he gone? Was he preparing to hit me again? Fuck! I couldn't stand this! Panic was rising, washing over me! I wrenched at my bonds, crying, begging for release, promising anything, everything. Just please please let me out, let me breath!

I felt someone grab the plastic bag and watched as a pencil was shoved through and withdrawn. Twice more it happened as I heaved in feeling the cool wisps of fresh air on my sweating face. It wasn't enough, I needed more. Then I heard a now familiar sound. It was the sound my darling wife made when she was penetrated by the hard thrusting cock of another man. The mist on the inside of the bag had cleared a little and I could just make out her womanly form. She was lying on the table as John stood at the side between her legs fucking her unfaithful pussy, driving groans of bestial lust from deep within her. Her legs were clasped tightly around his waist as he pounded her. Their pace was frantic, desperate even and they both turned to look at me as I heard myself crying out how I loved her, how I would do anything for her, how I was her slave forever. My pathetic cries drove them on until their mouths crushed together and they came, profusely, earth movingly, violently, they came together.

For about ten minutes it was hard to tell which one of us was breathing the hardest. Eventually they were able to get their breath back but I was still struggling until Master John came over and used a pair of wire cutters to snip the cable tie around my neck before pulling off the plastic bag. My hair was drenched and sweat was running down my face. My eyes were stinging with it.

'Wow,' gasped my wife, 'I think the sissy slave worked up even more of a sweat than you did babe!’

'Yea, well give me a minute, I'm not finished yet,' Master John laughed.

Arms around each other's waists they disappeared into the kitchen and I heard them getting cold drinks out of the fridge. I could really have used a drink myself but I knew better than to hope they might bring me one. My wife was a deliberate bitch to me at the best of times but when Master John was around she seemed to go into overdrive. It was really a bit scary.

When they returned my wife was leading her lover by his once more hardening manhood. She sat up on the dining table near to my chair and he stood in front of her. I watched her lovingly fondle his cock as they kissed deeply. She moved further back on the table after a while and brought her legs up, kicking off her shoes to begin wanking him between her gorgeous dainty feet. I could soon see pre-cum oozing from the end of his cock and running down to soak into the black nylon of her stocking feet.

After a few minutes of this she lifted her right foot to my mouth and demanded I clean it. As I did the heady scent of her perfume mixed with the lingering smell of leather from her shoes assailed my nostrils. The warm taste of her on my tongue was mind blowing!

'There's a good little cuckold,' she cooed, 'He loves to clean his mistress's gorgeous feet in his worthless mouth don't you sissy ?'

'Yes ma’am, very much!' I answered truthfully.

Master John whispered something in her ear and she laughed as he helped her to slide off the table. Picking her shoes from the floor she stood over me as Master John retrieved a large roll of duct tape from the kitchen. As my darling wife held one of her shoes over my mouth and nose he secured it in place by wrapping the tape over it and around my head. Then she unlocked the shield which covered my tube encased cock and tossed it onto the floor. Carefully she placed her other black stiletto over my tube. My already desperate cock tried even harder to expand as I breathed in the gorgeous smell of her shoe and imagined that my cock could actually feel the warmth and texture inside the other one. Happy with her preparations she then turned to bend forward over the table. As her lover took up position behind her, weighty cock in hand, she turned to me and smiled.

'This is what I need from a man, slave. This is half of what it's all for; my pleasure, my enjoyment, my lust for real men. The other half is about denying and humiliating you. So you see slave, despite how it looks, you are actually very important to me. I need to hurt you almost as much as I need to make love to John. Fortunately I can do both at the same time.

'For your Master John it used to be all about making love to me, but now, it seems he's developed rather a nasty taste for hurting sissy wimps too. Haven't you babe?' she asked him.

'I believe so,' he smirked.

'Why don't we take care of part one darling, then, if you have enough energy, you can impress on our little sissy slave, how much you've come to enjoy part two.'

Shit what did she mean by that? Fuck! My normally blue balls must be a deep shade of purple by now! The sight of that bastard taking my wife's tight little butt. The way she was encouraging him, urging him on, telling him with her sighs, her little squeals of pleasure, how much she wanted this, wriggling her ass on his long powerful cock, I couldn’t bear it! The smirk on his face as he looked at me and took a handful of her beautiful long hair to pull her head back as he slapped her ass with the other hand, made me hate and envy him in equal amounts.

All this added to the smell of her shoe. My imagination was running riot dreaming of what my cock would feel like right now, without the damned steel tube. What it would feel like to be where he was now. But that was not going to happen. My Mistress’s beautiful body was for other men to enjoy. As her slave, her pathetic cuckolded sissy slave, the most I could hope for was the chance to worship it from afar, via the underwear she’d worn or, as now, via the shoes that had so recently encased her sexy little feet. My hips began to thrust involuntarily as I thought about where the shoe over my face had been a few minutes before and my tongue extended to feverishly lick the slightly damp insole.

'Look darling,' my wife told her lover, ' Our slave is humping fresh air. Isn't she cute?’

'Yea real cute,' he snarled back. 'But not as cute as his mistress's ass.'

'Oh baby,' she laughed. 'You say the nicest things when you're making love to me. Oh it feels so good! You inside me, taking me like a man. I love this feeling. I love it even more when you do it in front of my so called husband. Show him baby! Show him who I belong to! Cum in me, cum in my ass! Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum! Watch me you fucking wimp, watch me fucking cum! You never did this to me you fucking looser! Oh fuck John, my darling, my big cocked stud! Fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeee!!!'

With a series of animall grunts he speared my darling wife's ass, spewing his virile sperm into her depths as she squealed and thrashed under him.

When it was over he lifted off her and wiped his softening cock on her ass. She grinned and turned to kiss him deeply.

'That was amazing, as always,' she complimented him. Then turning to me she asked, 'And how was it for you my fine specimen of manhood?'

I remained silent, eyes down, panting in frustration into her little shoe.

'I'll take that back now if you don't mind,' she smirked as she pulled her other shoe from my cock tube.

'Oh that's disgusting!' she yelled. 'Look what this dirty little pervert did in my shoe darling,' she said to her lover.

Without the benefit of any sensation whatsoever I had been unable to cum but my imagination, together with the sight of him taking her so masterfully and the smell of her shoe, had resulted in a large amount of precum leaking from my imprisoned cock. Running out of the hole in the tube it had pooled in her shoe. I tried to apologise, 'I'm sorry ma’am, I didn't know. You looked so beautiful when you came, I…I mean…please ma’am, I'm sorry, I....'

'You fucking will be slave,' she snarled. 'Darling, tip him back would you? I need my pussy and my ass cleaning out and this piece of shit needs another hiding, would you do the honours please?'

'No problem,' he smirked as he tipped my chair back until I was on my back on the floor, still tied securely to its arms and legs. My wife stood over me for a minute as her lover removed the shoe from my face. The duct tape was stuck to my hair and I cried out in pain as he ripped it off.

'Crying already slave?' she taunted me. 'Boy are you in for a treat if you think that hurt'.

As she stood over me and bent her legs a glob of semen leaked from her unfaithful married pussy and dropped onto my cheek. Her weight dropped onto my chest and I looked into her gorgeous eyes as she sat there hands on hips.

'Just so you know slave,' she began, 'This is not a treat. I am not rewarding you with my pussy. I'm simply using you like I would use a rag to clean myself. You are nothing to me. Now get busy and just hope I remember to let you breath occasionally.

With that she hitched forward and covered my sweating face with her soaking pussy. I did my best to suck her lover's slimy deposit from in and around her pussy. After a couple of minutes she lifted to allow me a quick breath before turning around and adjusting her position to mash my face into her ass. As I extended my tongue into her most private place I heard her say, 'Now darling, do it now, and don't hold back. I want him to remember this.'

SLASH! the cane sliced into my right thigh, SLASH! The left, SLASH! Then my hands, my poor fucking hands! I screamed into my darling wife's ass. I wrenched at my bonds. I cried and pleaded away the last of my air while my goddess sat there unmoving. I imagined she was probably smiling.

It was late next morning before I was released from the chair. After spending all night tied tightly to it tipped onto my back I was aching everywhere. My face was covered in the dried fluids of my wife and her lover, my thighs were covered in angry looking red weals and my poor hands were swollen like puddings.

After he cut off the plastic ties binding me to the chair Master John warned me, 'You are definitely on thin ice with your Mistress slave. I think you'd better apologise to her.' Me apologise? For what? But I knew better than to ask. 'In fact,' he continued, 'why don't you get some paper and a pen and write her a letter. Pour your heart out, tell her how sorry you are and how much you adore her. You'll be taking us to the airport this afternoon so you won't see her for a week. I don't think you want to part on a sour note do you slave?’

'No sir, I'll write it straight away.'

It was a long torturous process because of my swollen hands. Just holding the pen was a major task. Eventually I finished it and after a shower I felt a little better. I dressed in a clean rubber maid’s outfit and wore the too small high heeled boots with it hoping to impress my wife with my willingness to suffer for her.

I curtsied as I presented her with the letter I'd written so carefully but she just threw it on her bed and told me to start her packing. 'And make sure you include my sexiest bikinis and some hot evening wear. I want to look stunning for my man. And hurry up!' she yelled. 'If you didn't waste time on stupid letters you would have more time to attend to your duties you useless little slut!'

As I drove them to the airport they sat in the back and read my letter. My wife read sections of it out loud and they both laughed heartily. I sat red faced feeling humiliated and cheated by her. 'Listen to this bit babe,' she encouraged him. 'My darling mistress I love you and worship the very ground you walk on. Well why don't you try harder to please me then?' she sneered at me.

'Here's a good bit,' she went on. '’Master John is a great lover for you and pleases you more than I ever did. It breaks my heart that you give yourself to him so completely but I am happy that you have a real man you can do that with. I know I am no longer a man in your eyes.’’ Ha! You got that right sissy girl!' They both laughed.

'Here's the last bit, listen darling. ‘’I am so sorry that I upset you ma’am and I would do anything to make it up to you. Master John hurt me so much last night but that pain is nothing compared to the pain of upsetting my darling mistress.’’ Oh isn't that nice? On the other hand, it does suggest that you didn't hit him hard enough last night.'

'Yea it does doesn't it,' he snarled. 'Well I'll have to make sure I hit harder next time won't I?’

Thankfully we arrived at the airport at that point. They got out of the car and walked inside while I struggled with their cases. Inside they took the cases and checked in while I stood to one side. I was cracking up inside at the thought of being without her for a whole week. She would be with him, totally with him, in every sense of the word. She would be his woman and he would be her man. Me, I'd be nothing. She probably wouldn't even give me a thought. Oh fuck! Why was she doing this to me? Why did I have to be such a pervert, pleading with my wife to take lovers, begging her to frustrate and humiliate me, what was wrong with me?

Even now, watching the happy couple, kissing and holding hands, excited to be going on holiday together, my cock was betraying me and struggling to burst from the stainless steel walls of its prison. My stomach was churning as I imagined her telling him she loved him as he took from her what was rightfully mine, what I’d chosen to throw away. I hated this feeling but I knew I could never give it up, even if I had the chance.

'Follow slave,' she shouted, startling me from my daydream. Two guys walking past turned to look at her as they caught her words then looked at me. I went bright red as I caught their mocking grins.

I followed my wife and her lover to a quiet corner and stood in front of them as they held hands.

'Listen carefully slave,’ she began, ‘You may get a visit from Miss Julie while I'm away. I asked her to check up on you. Michael may pop in too. You will obey them both as you do me. Is that clear?’

'Yes ma’am,' I answered, dreading the thought of what Miss Julie might decide to do to me without there being anyone around to interfere for a whole week!

'Good. Now we are going to the departure lounge for a drink to start our holiday. You can piss off home and get on with your housework.'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.' I murmured grumpily.

'Cheer up slave,' she ordered. 'You should be happy that your mistress is going to have such a wonderful time being looked after by such a hunk. In fact I think you'd better thank Master John for taking me.'

'Yes ma’am. Thank you sir for taking my mistress on holiday,’ I whispered.

'Now get down and kiss his shoes to show you accept his right to take me from you any time he pleases,’ my wife ordered coldly.

What? We were in a fairly quiet corner but still, people would notice, a man grovelling on the floor kissing another man's shoes!

'Don't make me say it twice slave.' She said it quietly but I felt the venom in her tone. Looking around I knelt and quickly kissed his shoes.

'And what about mine?' she smiled as I went to get up.

Two beautiful cabin crew ladies had stopped to watch and I tried hard to ignore their giggles as I humbly kissed each of my Mistress’s shoes.

'Right, now you can get up and fuck off you sad looser.'

They both laughed in my face. I had never been so humiliated and yet I knew, I had never felt more love and yearning for her either.

As I walked quickly across the lobby to the door I could feel the mocking stares of the cabin crew ladies who had witnessed my humiliation..

I cried most of the way home, wiping my eyes repeatedly to see the road ahead. I missed her already. How was I going to survive for a week?

When I got home I noticed the smell as soon as I walked into the kitchen. Master John had been the last one out of the house as we'd left. In fact my wife and I had waited about five minutes for him to come out. Now I knew why. The kitchen floor was awash in piss; a parting gift, a sign of his respect.

He had done this before and had made me clean it up with my tongue. At least this time I could use a cloth or a mop. As I reached under the sink for a bucket I paused. Was I only a slave when my Mistress was here? No, this was full time now. Permanent she said. I had agreed. I had wanted to be her slave for ever. So? So I should behave at all times as if she were here watching me. She would never know, but I would. Somehow that mattered a lot.

I put the bucket away and knelt to begin licking my Mistress's lover's cold piss from the floor.


Chapter 11

Two days into my wife's week away with her lover Miss Julie paid me a visit. I was spring cleaning the bedrooms but had not gotten very far because going into the master bedroom was so difficult for me. I could smell my wife in there. I could feel her presence. I kissed her pillow, rubbed her hairbrush against my cheek, took out all her shoes and licked them adoringly. I even opened her knicker drawer and buried my face in her sexy undies. I knew she would be angry with me if she found out but I also knew that if she asked me I would admit it. I loved her. I was in love with her, more now than ever before. If this was the only way I could show my love then so be it. I would accept whatever punishment she saw fit to dish out.

The doorbell startled me and I rushed to the window to look out. Shit! It was Miss Julie. When she saw all my wife's things out she would know what I'd been doing and she would rat on me for sure. But if I kept her waiting......?

I opened the door and stepped back with a curtsy. She slapped my face for keeping her waiting and told me to go upstairs and change. She was here to baby sit.

I quickly stripped off the black plastic maid’s outfit I was wearing and got out the baby clothes Miss Julie had left here last time. When I was ready I shuffled downstairs then got on all fours to crawl into the lounge where she was waiting.

'Oh there she is!' she cried. 'There's my wittle babykins. Come here baby, let Aunty Julie have a good look at you'.

I knelt in front of her, my nappy bulging under my plastic pants. A pink frilly baby dress, pink woollen booties and matching mittens completed my outfit.

'Aunty Julie has a present for baby,' she smiled as she took from her bag an oversized pink baby bonnet. 'But we need baby's dummy in first don't we? So where is it baby?'

Shit! I'd forgotten it!

'Baby had better go and get it right now!' she shouted, 'Unless baby wants Aunty Julie's hand to take a short sharp trip to botty land!’

As I turned to crawl back out she changed her mind. 'Come back here right now. I have a better idea for baby'.

She carefully arranged the bonnet on my head and tied the ribbons under my chin. Then she had me climb onto her lap. My eyes nearly popped out of my head when she began loosening the buttons on her blouse. She was not wearing a bra and I was immediately mesmerised by her small perfect breasts.

'Is baby hungry?' she asked. 'Come on then let Aunty Julie give you some nice milkies'.

Gently at first because I feared one of her unpredictable changes of mood, I began suckling. As I relaxed and suckled harder biting gently then rubbing my tongue over her hard pink nipples she closed her eyes and let out a long sigh. Then rummaging in her handbag she withdrew something I couldn't see from my positon, buried in her chest. I knew it was a vibrator when I heard it buzz and felt her slide it up her skirt. There was another sigh, deeper and longer, then a guttural moan as I redoubled my efforts on her breasts, switching from one to the other and back.

'Oh what a naughty baby you are. Aunty Julie will have to punish you very severely for this, you bad, bad little girl. Oh fuuuuuuck, baby, baby baby, BAAAAAAAABYYYYYY !!!!

I spent that night curled up in the baby cot. She made me take three bottles of warm milk and one bottle of her salty pee. Twice I was put over her knee for a sound spanking. The first time was for doing rude things to my baby sitter. The second time was after she inspected the house and found my wife's shoes and some of her knickers lying on the bed. She really got mad about that and promised to tell my wife as soon as she got back.

So there I lay, in a soaking wet nappy, arms tied behind me, sucking on my dummy. I had to suck it really loudly for her. I made the mistake of stopping once before she was asleep. She dropped the side of the cot and pulled down my plastic pants and nappy. Then she coated my sore ass with deep heat cream before pulling them back up. That kept me awake and sucking loudly on the dummy for a long time I can tell you!

Later in the week I had a visit from Michael, my wife's eighteen year old lover and Master John's nephew. It was really awkward with my wife not there. I wasn't sure how to treat him or address him. He was a little nervous too. He told me he was missing my wife and looking forward to her return. Then he said he wanted me to know that he was in love with her! What the fuck was I supposed to say to that?

He sat at the kitchen table while I stood near the sink dressed; as my wife had told me I must every day she was away, in a sissy maids outfit. I had several now and this was a pink rubber one. The stiletto boots which went with it were murder to wear but I proudly wore them as a sign of my devotion to my adulterous spouse and mistress.

How was I supposed to feel as this boy had the nerve to admit to my face that he was in love with my wife? Apparently he had already told her and she had suggested he tell me to my face. He didn't want to but she insisted, telling him that if he wanted to be her main man then he would need to take a more active role in punishing and humiliating her slave. He was quite frank that he had no idea what I got out of my situation. Sometimes, he said, he felt sorry for me. Other times just disgusted by me. Nevertheless, he was prepared to do whatever was necessary in order to please her and make her his. She had been the first woman he had ever slept with and he had no desire for there to ever be any other. He wanted her and her alone.

So there I stood dressed as a sissy maid, listening to this boy profess his love for my darling wife. I should have been shouting at him, punching him, throwing him out of my house. I did none of those things. I just stood, head down staring at the floor, my helplessly imprisoned penis battering futilely against the cruel unyielding steel chastity cage. I was actually being turned on by the fact that another man was in love with my wife. The humiliation was intense but it went off the scale when he told me he wanted my blessing. He wanted my assurance that I would not try to stand in his way. That in fact I would do everything I could to promote and facilitate their illicit union. He wanted me to show my agreement by getting on my knees and kissing his shoes, right now.

What choice did I have? This was incredibly erotic to me and yet so painful I felt like bursting into tears. Instead I dropped to the floor and crawled over to kiss this boy's shoes.

'Ask me nicely to seduce your wife,' he ordered. 'Beg me to make her mine, to sweep her off her feet. To make her love me as I love her.'

So I did, three times before he was satisfied. Then, without him asking, I kissed his shoes again.

'Good slave,' he said.

Good slave! An eighteen year old boy was telling me I was a good slave! Worse still, I was pleased that he thought so! Truly I was my mistress's property, her servant, her sissy maid.

‘Now, I promised your wife I’d have a good look around to make sure you’re keeping her house spotless,’ he informed me. ‘So let’s go, show me what you’ve been doing.’

Great, now I was mincing around in my pretty maid’s outfit showing a man less than half my age – a man that my wife had sent knowing how humiliating it would be for me – the housework I’d been doing and hoping for his approval.

He didn’t say much until we got to my wife’s bedroom where he ran his finger along various surfaces checking for dust before going through her underwear drawers, taking out several pairs of her panties before settling on a white silk pair of French knickers. To my surprise and disgust her quickly removed his clothes and squeezed himself into the expensive knickers. Laying down on the bed he told me to bring him one of her dressing gowns from the hook on the back of the door.

I was angry and appalled that this arrogant young bastard thought he could help himself to my beautiful wife’s things, but what could I do? I had to assume he had her permission, he was her lover after all and, if I upset him, doubtless I would pay for it on her return.

‘Come and sit on the bed sissy,’ he ordered. ‘I told your wife how much I was missing her, how desperate I was to fuck her again and she said I should use her slave.’

Fuck! What did that mean?

‘Use your hand, jerk me off into her knickers,’ he said nervously.

Oh shit no! I couldn’t, I just couldn’t! I wasn’t gay! It was one thing to have my Mistress force me to do things to her lovers when she was present, this was different though, this was gay!

‘Shall I phone her and tell her you disobeyed me sissy?’ he asked.

‘No please, I…I…’

‘Look, I don’t particularly want to be touched by a sissy faggot like you, it was your wife’s suggestion. She wants me to get used to humiliating you. So I’m going to put her dressing gown over my face so I can smell her. Then I’m going to imagine it’s her playing with my dick, not you. Now you can do it or answer to her, it’s up to you.’

With that he laid back and covered his head with my wife’s dressing gown and, having no choice, I hesitantly reached out to the obscene bulge in the front of my wife’s French knickers and began lightly stroking it. When he groaned in pleasure I had to close my eyes and force myself to think of her, my gorgeous wife, my beautiful Mistress. What wouldn’t I give to be in Michael’s place, my desperate cock free, her dressing gown drowning me in her scent and her fingers lightly playing over my bursting erection?

Would that ever happen? I hoped so, oh fuck, I hoped so! But I had to please her first, show her my devotion, my complete obedience, even to the point of doing what I was doing now; jerking a young guy off into her panties.

‘Grip it harder,’ he sighed, ‘faster, go faster. Oh yea, I love the way she smells! Now kiss it faggot, kiss my cock through your wife’s knickers.’

I had to open my eyes to lean forward and plant soft kisses on the head of his cock as I continued to stroke it. He was lifting his hips up off the bed and groaning loudly as I continued to reluctantly devote myself to my humiliating task.

‘Oh fuck, yea! I’m fucking cumming for her; I’m cumming for your fucking wife you fucking faggot, AHHHHHHHHH! AHHHHHHHH! FUCKKKKKKK! AHHHHH!

A huge wet spot appeared on the front of the expensive French knickers and got bigger as her thrust his hips at my lips, until he finally collapsed, breathing hard. I sat up and her tossed the dressing gown aside before pulling the knickers down his hairy legs. Balling them up, he wiped the thick spunk from his groin then handed the panties to me.

‘Your wife said you clean all her dirty underwear in your mouth, is that right?’ he asked, holding the cum soaked knickers out to me.

‘Yes Sir,’ I mumbled.

‘Well, get on with it then!’ he ordered.

I took the offending knickers from him and quickly stuffed them into my mouth, holding them there as he got dressed.

‘I’ll have to tell your Mistress about the mess in her bedroom,’ he smirked, pointing to her dressing gown that he had earlier thrown onto the floor.

He seemed almost as embarrassed as I was when I saw him to the door, curtsying politely but unable to thank him verbally for his visit because of the cum soaked knickers that filled my mouth.

'Bring me a cane quickly,' he said quietly. I retrieved one from the cupboard under the stairs and handed it to him with yet another curtsy.

'Bend over and don't move. If you stay still and make no sound it will be over quickly. Do it now!’

The beating was short, sharp and utterly impersonal leaving me feeling dehumanised and humiliated.

As I went back to tidy my wife’s bedroom I was haunted by images of him using her clothes, lying on her bed, obtaining such blessed relief from the closeness of her belongings, her smell. Faced with the mind blowing possibility that I might never get to make love to my own wife again, perhaps never be allowed to even touch her, it was exquisitely painful to be reminded so callously that other men would. It was also crushingly humiliating that the woman I loved and worshiped was prepared to use me for the sexual gratification of her lovers when she was not available; men who would reward my service with their utter disdain and contempt. Truly whatever dregs of manhood I might have retained were gone now.


Chapter 12

I was up before dawn on the day of my wife's return from holiday. I had checked and double checked everything the day before but now I did it again. I wanted so much for everything to be perfect for her return. She had always had very high standards with regard to our home and I wanted to show her that I had worked really hard while she was away. I could not have her affection in the normal ways a husband might expect so I sought her approval as a slave. Somehow the most important thing in the world to me had become to please her. I couldn't do it as a man, not now that she had experienced such incredible sex from other men, so I had to try to do it as a servant.

Finally sure that everything was perfect, I left for the airport. My black rubber maid’s outfit was hidden and squeaking occasionally beneath a track suit and I wore my only pair of male shoes, black trainers. I was early at the airport and her flight was delayed. By the time it landed I was frantic with nerves. I had missed her so much! When she finally emerged from arrivals I couldn't swallow for the huge lump in my throat and my vision was blurred by tears. I rushed toward her, realising that she was alone.

'Hello slave,' was her greeting. Then seeing me looking for John she explained. 'Master John sends his regards. He caught a connecting flight straight back to Scotland.'

‘Yes!' I thought, reaching for the large wheeled suitcase at her side.

'Erm, excuse me, is that how a slave greets his Mistress?' A stern look covered her beautiful features as she pushed one foot toward me. I looked down at her dainty toes as they peeked from the end of her high heeled silver sandal and then glanced nervously around at the crowd of people meeting and greeting my wife's fellow passengers.

'I'm waiting,' she reminded me coldly.

Sinking resignedly to my knees I bent forward and lovingly kissed each perfect toe. Changing over her feet she smiled proudly down at me as I repeated my devotions. As I stood and took the handle of her case I was acutely aware of the stares from passers-by. Some of them were openly laughing and one even complimented my wife on 'knowing how to treat a man'. My face burned as I headed quickly for the exit. My mistress had to tell me twice to slow down so that she could 'enjoy my shame'.

During the car journey home my wife talked incessantly from the back seat, singing the praises of her lover and making sure I understood what a marvellous time she had had. I should have been hurt but I smiled and went right on grinning the whole way home. She was back. My darling wife was home. I had my Mistress back. I loved her completely. I was nothing when she wasn't around. She had gone away for a week. It had seemed like a year to me. I had worried every day about the possibility of her not returning, of running away with John. But here she was, full of praise for him, full of admiration, even of love. I would never hear her talk about me that way I knew. But even that gut wrenching realisation could not dampen my spirits. She was back. My wife, my Mistress! She was home.

As I pulled the car into the drive I noticed Michael's car was already in there. ‘Shit!' I thought. What does a guy have to do to get some time alone with his wife? He got out of his car as we drew up and my faithless wife jumped out of the car and ran to him. Jumping into his arms she planted a big wet kiss on his lips. As I opened the boot to get her suitcase I glanced furtively around hoping there were no neighbours watching.

I followed them into the house but by the time I got inside they had gone upstairs. My wife had kicked off her shoes on her way to the stairs and I picked them up, holding them reverently to my face. I kissed them gently before sniffing their heady scent and pushing out my tongue to lap devotedly at the inside that had been so honoured to cradle her soft and dainty soles.

Later I went to empty her suitcase and begin sorting her dirty holiday clothes for washing but the case was locked. Disturbing her wasn't an option so I sat cuddling her discarded shoes listening to the faint sounds of her passion seeping through the walls and floor, marvelling at her insatiable sex drive. A whole week away screwing one guy and as soon as she gets back she jumps into bed with another! I wished I was in a position to benefit from her newly revived libido but that was not going to happen. Probably just as well. How the hell could I cope with a woman like her?

After a couple of hours I heard her calling me. I curtsied as I entered her formally immaculate bedroom. Clothes were scattered on the floor, bedcovers strewn around and the air was heavy with the smell of raw natural sex. He was in the en suit bathroom and she was laid across the bed covered by a single white sheet, face glowing and relaxed in the afterglow.

'Bring me my suitcase slave, quickly,' she instructed.

When I returned with it she was sitting on the bed dressed in Michael's shirt. 'Here's the key, open it and take out half the clothes. Then strip off your uniform.'

I quickly obeyed, glancing up as Michael came back into the room. His impressive manhood mocked me as it swayed in time to his steps till he sat down beside my wife. I remembered how he’d made me stroke and kiss it through my wife’s knickers and I felt my face flush with embarrassment as I thought about him telling my wife all the details of my humiliation.

'Right, now get in there.'

What? 'Please ma’am, I don't understand'.

'There's nothing to understand shit for brains. Curl yourself up and lie down in the case.'

'Please ma’am, I don't think.......'

'That's right you don't,' yelled Michael, 'Now do as you’re fucking told!’

I jumped at his voice. I'd never heard him talk like that. To be honest I didn't think he had it in him.

Curling into a tight ball I managed to fit within the confines of the case. My wife then picked up the items of dirty clothes I had removed and stuffed them back in over and around me. Then she had her young lover pull down the lid so that she could zip it closed. The first bit zipped ok but he had to sit on top of me and press down hard to allow her to close the last few inches of zip. A feeling of panic came over me as I realised how stiflingly enclosed I was. Was it airtight? Fuck I needed out! Now!

'I hope you're comfortable slave,' I heard my treacherous spouse laugh as she undid the zip a couple of inches to peer inside. 'Michael and I have a lot of catching up to do and some important issues to discuss. That means we need you out of the way. So you just lie there among my dirty washing. Breathe it all in. I kept it all just for you; my perfume, my sweat and, not forgetting John's lovely spunk. There must be at least a couple of pints soaked into my dirty knickers. Enjoy yourself slave, I'll see you later. Much later.’

Before I could protest the zip was closed and I felt my claustrophobic enclosure being pushed along the floor and under my wife's bed.

It was a real struggle not to panic. The air inside the case soon became hot and stale. The smell of my wife which permeated her clothes had my cock straining futilely against its prison. There was also the definite tang of stale spunk coming from the various pairs of panties stuffed into the case around me. The case itself could not have been a better fit holding me completely immobile, and I wondered if my wife had had this in mind when she bought it.

I was getting pins and needles and my legs were going into cramps. I struggled to calm my breathing, trying to concentrate on the sexiness of the situation. It helped when the sounds of their lovemaking began to penetrate my prison. She was squealing like a banshee and he was grunting in time with his thrusts. I managed to wrangle one hand under me to touch the impassive steel of my chastity belt. I stroked it then tapped at it trying desperately to gain some sensation for my useless cock. The whole situation was incredibly erotic but I could do nothing to benefit from it. Soon frustration began to turn to panic once more as the hopelessness of my predicament overwhelmed me. I struggled not to cry out, hoping my good behaviour might melt some of the ice from my Mistress wife's heart so that she would take pity on me and set me free.

I was on the point of giving up and screaming for her when their grunts and groans reached a peak before silence eventually fell. A couple of minutes later I felt my suitcase cocoon being pulled out from under the bed.

The sound of their mixed laughter became clearer when the zip was opened a few inches. Sensing freedom I opened my mouth wide to draw in the fresh cool air that leaked through the gap. Suddenly my chin was prodded then more laughter came from outside as I realised that Michael was shoving his now relaxed penis through the hole in the zip.

'Open wide boy,' I heard him laugh. 'Get this cleaned up.'

He must have been lying down with one leg straddling the suitcase making his groin at just the right level. I could smell them both and feel their mixed juices as he waved his cock around, prodding my cheeks searching for my mouth.

'If you want to get out of there any time soon you'd better do as I say slave,' he warned.

I had to get out. I couldn't stand it any longer. Closing my eyes and grimacing in disgust I opened wide and felt him find his target. Closing my lips I licked and sucked clean the cock of my wife's young lover. The warmth of my mouth soon drew a response and I felt him begin to harden. Thankfully he withdrew and I forced myself to be calm as I awaited my imminent release.

I knew it was going to take a little longer than I thought when I heard more laughter and felt my wife's shapely thighs rest on top of the case. Pushing her sodden pussy lips against the gap in the zip she laid back and drummed her heels into the top of the case.

'Get that tongue out here slave,' she ordered. 'My pussy needs cleaning.'

I had a real struggle to force my face against the inside of the case and stretch my tongue through the hole. Only the very tip of my tongue could reach but I used it to my best ability, curling it to scoop her lover's warm goo directly from her unfaithful pussy. As soon as I paused in my ministrations to rest my aching tongue she drummed her heels harder causing me to cry out in pain as I was completely unable to defend myself.

Thankfully, she eventually tired of her game and stood up.

'If that's the best you can do to welcome your mistress home then I think you need a little more time to consider your options slave.' she scolded me as she stamped her foot down on the top of the case in time with her words. I cried out for mercy but she ignored me, asking Michael to do up the zip before slipping her delicate little feet back into her high heeled sandals and climbing on top of the suitcase. Once there she stamped around like she was crushing insects before calling to her lover to hold her hands so that she could balance well enough to jump up and down driving her dagger - like heels into my side. Without the material of the case between us she would have stabbed me to death. I cried and screamed, begged for mercy, promised her anything and everything. I was drowning in despair as my heartfelt pleas were met with her giggles and squeals of pleasure.

With no means of escape and no way to protect myself I was at her mercy and she knew it. I was ready to pass out from the combination of pain, panic, stale air and heat by the time she finally stopped. I felt tears of joy pour from my eyes as I heard the zip being undone. Those tears became ones of bitter defeat when the zip stopped at just a few inches.

'That was fun wasn't it slave? I think we should do that more often. You have no idea how much it turned me on and guess who gets the benefit of that? So it's out of the way for sissy slaves. Just be grateful I let you stay under my bed and listen.'

'Oh and afterwards Michael and I have a lot of catching up to do and some important things to discuss. If I still have the energy I might let you out when we're finished'.

No! No! I have to get out!

The zip was pulled closed and I felt the case being pushed back under the bed. That's when I broke down. I cried out in desperate frustration, in panic, in fear! I began to sob and beg pitifully.

'Shut up,' Michael scolded.

'No darling, its ok,' I heard my wife's now muffled voice soothe him. 'I quite like it. What could be more sexy than a hot unfaithful wife screwing her young lover's brains out while she listens to her poor slave husband scream and beg?’

So scream I did. Till my throat was sore, my head ached and my body lay twitching in muscle spasms and dripping in sweat. Eventually I either passed out or fell asleep, I'm not sure which. I was woken by the suitcase being pulled out from under the bed once more. The zip was pulled open a couple of inches as I lay shivering; dreading what I was sure was coming next. I started to cry and beg once more for pity.

My wife's voice surprised me, 'If you want me to let you out of there any time soon slave, I suggest you shut up and listen. I can very easily have Michael shove you back under the bed and leave you there for the night.'

That got my attention and, with a supreme effort of will, I managed to quiet my sobbing.

'That's better,' she soothed, 'Now I want you to listen very carefully. Michael and I have had a nice long talk while you've been napping. I had a wonderful holiday with John but unfortunately it was kind of a finale. He's found himself another woman and is getting engaged. I didn't want to tell you about it before the holiday because I knew it would have spoilt the experience for you. Anyway, the fact is, I've decided that I need a man, a real man to take care of me. I can get sex, lots of sex from lots of guys but, the fact is that it's not enough. It's not enough for me because I need to be loved and I need to love. I need emotion in my sex sometimes. I need to make love, not just fuck.

It's not enough for you either because although I know how much me screwing other guys hurts and humiliates you but turns you on too, I also know that the effect is magnified many times over if you think I'm in love with the guy who's screwing me. That's where Michael comes in. He's been telling me every time we meet that he's in love with me. I was his first and so I thought that was all it was. The thing is, he hasn't had any other woman since that night and he says he doesn't want any other woman. That's why I decided to let him have me bareback. There’ll be no more condoms for you to suck I’m afraid. But, as you’ve just seen, there could be lots of lovely cum for you to clean from my pussy if you’re a good boy.

Michael loves me. He's IN love with me. That's a nice feeling but, as I've explained to him, there are some problems. There's the age gap for a start. He says he doesn't care though so why should I? After all I'd have to be crazy to refuse the love of such a gorgeous young hunk, don't you think?'

The only thing I was thinking was that I needed out, now! Whatever it took, I had to get out of this fucking bag!

'There is another problem though. If I'm going to invest my love in another man then I have to consider you too. You may have given up all rights as my husband but you are still my slave. We come as a package. That means that he needs to learn to treat you in an appropriate way. He has to be able to get over his shyness and learn to treat you as I do, with the contempt you deserve. I need a lover who can help me discipline my slave, a lover who will hurt and humiliate you for my amusement. That can't be easy for him'.

'Not easy for HIM!?' I thought.

'So I want to ask you to help him slave. In fact I've decided that, if you want to remain as my slave, you must work especially hard to ensure he really takes to his role as your Master. Of course, it will be good for you too. Think how humiliating it will be for you, a grown middle aged man being teased, humiliated and punished by a boy less than half his age!'

Right then I didn't care, I just wanted out!

'So, to help you Michael and I have come up with a set of rules. If you want to get out of your little suitcase you better agree to each one. If you refuse or even hesitate to agree, then it's goodnight. You stay where you are and we discuss this again in the morning. I'm sure that by then you'll be keener to co-operate.'

'Please ma’am,' I cried, 'I'll co-operate now, I promise! Please let me out, I'll do whatever you say!’

'What I want you to do slave is shut up and listen'.

As soon as the zip was loosened I tried to spring up. Unfortunately my legs failed me. I fell over and groaned in agony from the pins and needles in my limbs.

I was allowed only a couple of minutes relief before my ordeal was resumed.

'Right slave,' Master Michael spoke sternly, 'Get over to the end of the bed. I want you on your back, legs stretched out against the bed end, now!’

I crawled over lay on my back and pushed my legs straight up. My feet just reached the top of the ornamental metal bed end. Master Michael quickly tied them together before securing them to the metal frame. My Mistress meanwhile was fastening my wrists to the bottom of the bed frame legs.

Once they were finished I was completely helpless. One wrist secured to each bed leg, feet straight up, legs against the cold metal frame. Going to the dreaded suitcase my wife retrieved a hand full of her dirty knickers and began stuffing them into my mouth. Once it was full she secured them in place with two stockings wrapped tightly around my head, forcing the balled up knickers into the back of my throat. More pairs of dirty knickers were placed over my head, the crotches carefully placed over my nose and mouth.

'Now slave I want you to behave,' I heard her say. I turned my head and looked over to see her handing a bamboo cane to her young lover. She kissed him deeply, running her delicate fingers over his chest before turning back to me.

'Your master needs some practice in administering discipline and you need to get used to accepting it. This is going to hurt you a lot but that's ok, I want it to. I need Michael to see that he has a free hand and does not need to worry about my interfering in his disciplining of you. He needs confidence and you need to understand that he is your Master. If he wants to hurt you then he can hurt you. I will just love him all the more and you my pet will just worship and obey him all the more. Why? Because I require it'.

With that she sat down beside me and lifted my head shuffling forward to rest it on her knee. Leaning forward she kissed my forehead before turning to her lover. 'Punish my slave for me darling, I want him to understand who owns him'.

She adjusted the knickers over my face so that I could not see him approach. I wondered desperately where the first blow would land.

It came as a surprise to both my wife and me when Michael told her to stand up. In answer to her query he told her, 'If I'm going to be Master of this house then I'm going to do it properly. That means no questions from either you or your slave. Now get up.'

Lifting my head from her lap, my wife quietly obeyed her young lover. 'Good girl,' he patronised her. 'Now bend over and touch your toes'.

‘Darling?' she questioned him.

'Your slave boy needs to know who is in charge here and you need to understand that I will not tolerate anything but total respect from him. I may have to prove that I can master the wimp but you have to prove that you accept my mastery of him. With that in mind I'm going to give you a little taste of what you can expect if you ever allow him to show the slightest disrespect to me. At the same time, I want him to see you submit to me. He has to realise that I own his wife. I suspect that's not an easy thing to accept, so we have to make sure that everyone knows there place right from the start'.

I had wriggled my head around till I managed to be able to see from one eye through the leg holes of the knickers my wife had wrapped around my face. It was obvious that she had not been expecting this and when she saw me looking at her she gave me a cold nasty look as if it was my fault she was about to get her cute little ass tanned.

Lifting her skirt Michael spanked her six times with the flat of his hand. My wife cried out each time but managed not to jump up. I got a real revenge kick out of watching but, at the same time, I hated him for treating her like that. I was jealous as hell too. She would never have let me do that to her.

As he pulled her head up by her hair I saw her eyes were filled with tears. He saw it too and gently kissed them away. Wrapping her arms around his neck she gasped,' I know who I belong to, I'm yours. I'll always be yours'.

'Good,' he smiled, 'Then let’s make sure your slave is as sure as you are'.

Lifting my head she slipped her thighs under me, pulling the dirty knickers back into place to block my view. Leaning forward I heard her whisper, 'I hope you enjoyed watching him spank me. I love it when a real man takes charge and owns me.’

The cane sliced into the soles of my feet. Despite my bonds, I think my whole body lifted into the air as I screamed into my knicker gag, again, then again. I couldn't breathe for the pain!

'Make sure your slave understands his position babe,' he instructed my wife.

'Oh I think he understands just fine don't you slave?’

I nodded emphatically.

'Why don't you take over while I get us a bottle of champers from the fridge,' he suggested.

'Ok babe good idea,' my wife answered as she pushed my head off her lap to stand up. 'What are we celebrating?’

'How about everyone knowing their place,' he suggested.

'Ok by me,' she laughed.

The next strike was lighter but, coming on top of Michael's earlier heavy ones, it was agony.

'Hurts does it slave,' my unfaithful wife laughed. 'Just think what will happen if you really piss him off. I used to love watching his uncle John punish you. It was always such a turn on, so much so that it went a little too far sometimes. There were a couple of occasions we got a little too near the edge didn’t we? That's another reason why Michael is going to be so good for us. He doesn't have his uncle’s nasty streak. He has to work quite hard to hurt you when I ask him to you know.'

Fuck! Was I supposed to feel sorry for the guy?

'In future your punishments are going to lean more towards the psychological rather than the physical. But don't expect to get away with anything. Michael is completely determined to ingratiate himself with me and he knows that to do that he must master my slave. You just make sure that you work equally hard to help him. I want you to show total respect for him as you do for me. I don’t want to see the slightest sign of disobedience from you. Any rights you might have had as a husband or even as a man are gone. No more masculinity for you dear, it’s not a requirement for a slutty little sissy like you. Now where was I? Oh yes...'

Whack! Whack! Whack!

I was immensely glad when Michael came back and she threw down the cane to take a chilled glass of bubbly from him.

'Are you enjoying yourself?' he asked her.

'Yes but I'm afraid there's just no way I can hit as hard as you darling. Will you take over again for me?’

'No problem.'

Shit, not again!

'And no crying slave,' she insisted. 'Have some shred of self-respect. Take your punishment like a man'.

My head in her lap once more she stroked my face through her dirty knickers while the blows rained down on my sore defenceless feet once more. Stupidly I tried not to cry. I actually wanted to prove to her that I was still a man, not a snivelling sissy. I had nowhere to go though, escape was no more an option than was pity from from my unfaithful wife and her determined young lover. Nevertheless, I tried. Wrenching at my bonds I screamed and pleaded. Tossing my head from side to side I tried to find a leg hole in the knickers over my face. If I could make eye contact with my wife then surely I could make her see my pain, make her take pity on me. Unfortunately she took hold of my thrashing head and held it still while instructing her lover. 'Harder babe! Again! Oh yes I think he really felt that one! Do it again. Now three quick ones. Oh yes I love it when you make him scream. He's starting to cry too, I can feel him sobbing. Listen to him begging through his gag. It's pathetic isn't it? He knows now my darling. He knows who's in charge. He knows who I belong to.'

Finally he stopped. 'I think that should do the trick,' I heard him gasp. I could hear the excitement in his voice. He was breathing nearly as hard as I was!

'Oh babe,' my wife moaned, 'don’t stop yet. I was really enjoying that. Five more. Give him five really good ones. No. Five each foot, that’s ten. Give the little faggot ten of the best.'

'Alright, why not,' he sighed. He was trying as hard as I was to impress her. We both loved her; both wanted her to love us. Unfortunately for me, I had no chance. She didn't want bravado or manliness from me. She wanted surrender, complete and absolute surrender and she had it.

I felt her lean forward to kiss my forehead with her gorgeous full lips. I felt the heat of those lips even through the several layers if silk she held tight around my face.

'It's ok slave,' she whispered. You can cry now. Let it out, let it all out. You are not a man; you don't have to try to act like one. Cry slave. Cry your heart out for me.'

I was sobbing uncontrollably before the first strike landed. It was as if her words, spoken so softly, so cruel and yet the closest thing to compassion she had shown me for so long had opened a flood gate. It all came pouring out. I was lost. Reality blurred. The pain in my feet, the cruelty of my darling wife, her soft embrace as she held me to her, soothing my forehead while, at the same time, encouraging her young lover to hit me harder. I felt like I was floating away. I'd never felt more helpless. I'd never been more in love with her. Through my sobs, floating toward me on waves of emotion I became aware of her words, 'You have no idea how turned on I am right now my sissy cuckolded chastified excuse for a husband. I think I'm going to cum right here and now. Right here and...ohhhhhhhhhhh!'

As her orgasm subsided my wife realised that I was still sobbing and crying out for her mercy. Michael was still beating my swollen feet. 'It's ok sweetheart,' she told him, 'you can stop now. I think we showed him who's in charge around here'.

As the blows stopped I gasped and heaved to draw enough air into my lungs to thank her over and over again. The fact that she was responsible for the beating in the first place was gone from my head. All I knew right then was that she had stopped it. She had stopped the pain and I loved her for it. My sore throat burned as I tried to tell her how much I loved her.

Ignoring my grateful adoration she pushed my head off her lap and stood up on visibly shaky legs. Michael held her as she kissed him, thanking him for disciplining her slave. Going into the bathroom she returned with a towel and what looked like a funnel. She pulled the dirty knickers from my face and mouth before lifting my head and placing the towel under it. I thought she was making some small concession to my comfort and I began crying again, this time in pathetic gratitude. I soon found I was mistaken.

Placing the end of the funnel in my mouth she then stood looking down at me. Leaning back into her lover’s chest as his arms came around her, she caressed the side of my face with her foot. 'Oh there there slave,' she soothed, 'Don't cry. It's over.......for now. How long it is before your Master beats you again depends on how well behaved you are. If you learn quickly and accept things for how they are, it might be.....oh minutes, or even a few hours.' They both laughed as she used her tiny perfect toes to wipe away my tears.

'Now listen carefully sissy slut,' she went on, 'We've decided to let you have the honour of spending the night in our bedroom, with us. But.....only if you make yourself useful. You do want to be useful to me don't you slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I murmured around the sides of the funnel and nodded.

'Good, because if you stop being useful to me I just might have to throw you out of my house, and you wouldn't want that would you?'

'No ma’am, please ma’am, I'll be very useful,' I promised.

'Good. So, the thing is, your Master and I are very tired now. It's such a long way for us to walk to the bathroom, even though it is en-suite,' she laughed. 'That's why we thought that maybe you could help out. If either of us gets caught short, instead of that long walk to the toilet, we could use you. After all, you are our slave, aren't you?’

I nodded my head resignedly.

'And......if you are a good slave and don't spill a single drop on my towel, I will give you a little reward.'

'Oh shit, here it comes,' I thought, knowing how cruel she could be.

Imagine my surprise then when she continued.

'How about,' she paused dramatically,' How about, I let you splatter my gorgeous feet with cum?’ she smiled as she tweaked my nose with her nylon covered toes.

‘What?' Were my ears deceiving me?

'Don't look so shocked slave. It's been a steep learning curve for you and I know it hasn't been easy. I thought maybe some positive reinforcement might be a good idea. And I know how much you love my feet. So what do you think?'

Fuck! What did I think? Fuck!

'There is just one little condition though slave,' she added.

'Oh now,' I thought, 'here it comes!' But I was wrong again.

'If I let you spurt cum all over my sexy little feet you have to lick it up and thank both me and Michael for the privilege.'

I was nodding like mad. No problem! I even forgot the pain in my own swollen feet.

'And you have to mean it,' she added, 'You have to be completely sincere when you thank us. If either of us doubts you....well, I'm sure Michael's caning arm will be well rested by then.'

Still nodding, smiling, blubbering my promises and thanks like the pathetic excuse for a man I'd become, I felt my long deprived cock battering at the steel walls of its prison as my purple swollen balls ached with renewed frustration. Despite all that I wanted to laugh out loud with relief. Finally! I loved her! I wanted so desperately for her to know how much.

'Alright calm down silly. Remember you have a job to do first. I'm sure you'll do your best won't you slave. Now we are going to get into bed. You just make sure you don't let me down. You are my toilet tonight, nothing more. Remember that, now goodnight slave'.

They both fell asleep quite quickly and, after a while, my jaw was aching from holding the funnel. I was beginning to think that I would get away with not having to deal with taking their piss when I heard someone get out of bed. In the dim moonlight penetrating the curtains I could see it was my wife. That was a relief. Given the choice I would far rather take my own wife's offering than her lover's.

Without a word she knelt over my face, her thighs just touching the rim of the funnel. Tightening the seal of my lips round the end tube of the funnel I waited. Eventually there was a short spurt and the dry salty taste of urine hit my tongue. I swallowed as another spurt hit the plastic and funnelled down into my throat. Then, with a sigh of release my mistress released what felt like a torrent. I swallowed as quickly as possible, pressing my tongue against the end of the tube to halt the flow whilst I took quick breaths of air before releasing another mouthful and repeating the process. Eventually she was finished and rose to wander sleepily back to bed and into the warm embrace of her lover.

I was still swallowing the last of her deposit when I heard him stirring. My wife's trip to relieve herself must have woken him and now he felt the same need to empty his bladder. As her stood over me I realised that from the height he would be pissing it was inevitable that some would splash out of the funnel and onto the towel. In a panic my mind raced to think of some way to warn him or persuade him to kneel down. Fortunately, I need not have worried. He knelt at the top of my head and aimed his flaccid but still impressive organ at the funnel in my mouth, which was still wet from his woman's earlier visit. My stomach grumbled in disgust as I contemplated my fate. I had to think hard to convince myself I could do this. It would be worth it many times over for the reward I would soon receive from my darling wife.

Unlike his lover, Michael's release was immediate. Like a fire hose he let loose into the funnel. I was panicking so much that the funnel was going to overflow that I nearly let it slip from my lips. Catching it just in time, I swallowed like my life depended on it! Over and over again I swallowed his disgusting piss. Twice, to my temporary relief, he stopped. Each time though, he started again. By the time he stood to go back to bed, my stomach felt bloated and, for the first time, I began to worry about what would happen when I needed to piss. By the time my wife and her lover were stirring I was desperate. I needed to pee, desperately! I knew though that pissing all over her bedroom floor was not going to put my wife in the mood to grant me my reward. So I held it.

Imagine my despair when she once more knelt over my face and smiling sweetly, released her much stronger tasting morning deluge into the funnel. The sound of the liquid hitting the plastic funnel nearly beat my concentration. I tried desperately to think of something else. I had to hold on, I had to!

Then, just to improve matters, Master Michael knelt in front of her with his dick hanging into the funnel and added his salty offering to hers.

So there I lay, sweating with the strain of holding my own urine whilst frantically swallowing that of my wife and her lover.

As I looked up I could see them kissing. They were ignoring me completely, treating me as a toilet. Wow! A new low for me then! Just when I was beginning to think I couldn't possibly get any lower!

As the kissing got more passionate I saw his hand go to her breast to tweak her sensitive nipples. Her hand dropped to his still leaking cock and she swirled it around creating a mini whirlpool of piss within the funnel.

Finally, he was empty and they both rose so that she could lead him by his now swelling manhood, back to the bed.

Fuck! I didn't have time for them to start this! I needed to piss. Now!

How I held it I'll never know. Luckily she came very quickly and, for some reason, insisted that she didn't want him to do the same. So the relief when I was finally untied and allowed to crawl to the bathroom was indescribable! I couldn't stand on my legs as they had gone to sleep. Not that I could have stood the pain of standing on my poor swollen soles anyway. To add to my torment I was not allowed to use their en-suite either. I had to crawl all the way down the hall to the main bathroom. I actually started pissing as soon as I was through the bathroom door. I couldn't help myself! Luckily it was a vinyl floor and I managed to wipe it without my wife being any the wiser before I heard her calling me back to the bedroom.

As I entered, still on my knees, I could see her gorgeous naked soles as she lay on the bed resting her feet on the metal bed frame end. Using the same metal frame for support I was able to rise to stand on my painfully throbbing feet. If I had not been so focussed on my upcoming reward I would probably have been panicking that Michael had done permanent damage to me. As it was, I stared fixedly at those beautiful feet.

Wriggling her toes teasingly my wife congratulated me, 'I'm very pleased with you slave. You appear to make a much better toilet than you do a man or a husband. Perhaps we've found your true calling.'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,' I murmured, unable to tear my gaze from those dainty little feet.

'Now, you remember what I promised you as a reward slave? Let's have a look at that towel'.

Michael held it up, 'Dry as a bone,' he said.

'Phew,' I thought for a minute he might have wet it himself whilst I was in the other bathroom emptying my bladder of their piss. It would be just like him, and definitely just like her. But no, I was in the clear!

'So, what did I promise you slave?'

'Please ma’am,' I gushed, 'You said I could cum on your feet'.

'Well that's not exactly true is it,' she smiled. 'What I said was that I would let you splatter my feet with cum. I did not say who's cum it would be did I?’

'Oh no! Please no! ‘The room was spinning as a cold shiver ran up my back. 'Not again please, not again!' I thought.

'So who's cum do you think most deserves to coat your Mistresses gorgeous feet slave? Who's cum do you think your mistress would like on her feet?’

I couldn't trust myself to speak as they both laughed at my look of utter defeat.

'You may stand slave. Now come closer, I have a job for you,' my wife instructed me. 'My darling didn't get to cum yet this morning so I want you to help me put that right.'

Michael moved to stand beside me, his impressive manhood already lengthening in anticipation. I couldn't believe I'd been so gullible. I knew what a bitch she could be. I knew how much she had grown to love torturing and teasing me. It was obvious! Why was I so stupid? I wanted desperately for her to see how unhappy I was. I wanted to tell her but how could I? If I could look at her she would see it in my eyes, she would feel sorry for me, her heart would melt and she would change her mind. Unfortunately that would mean breaking one of her rules and my poor feet were still way too sore for me to contemplate that!

So there I stood, staring at the floor, angry, mostly with myself, disappointed and frustrated. You would think that would be enough but no, my darling wife wanted to add a final dash of humiliation to the mix.

'Now slave, take your master's lovely cock in your hand and play with it nice and gently. Keep it pointed at my feet. I want to feel his lovely virile sperm between my toes'.

Shit! I hated this. I think it was difficult for him too, but he had the benefits of sexual release and my wife's gentle encouragement on his side. What did I have?

'There now, isn't that nice, my darling having his needs taken care of by my slave, just like you did when I was away. Michael told me how you begged him to let you jerk him off. You’ve become quite the little slut for your Master haven’t you? You’d better careful though sissy; make sure you handle that man-sized cock with respect. That's a real cock, not a poor excuse for a toy one like you have'.

I wondered if he’d lied to her or if she knew the truth and was just teasing me. Either way, I just wanted this to be over as quickly as possible. The feel of that thing in my hand disgusted me. Then again, maybe I should be grateful it was just in my hand.

'Slow down slave,' my mistress scolded me, 'your master wants to enjoy this. Be gentle. If you are going to be our little girly slave then you have to start acting more feminine'.

'Fuck me! ' I thought,' I was jerking the guy off ! How could I be more feminine?

'Use your other hand slave. Play with your master's balls. That's it. Good girl. Now keep it pointed at my feet, make sure you don't miss. I'll be very angry if you do'.

Michael was starting to move his hips. I felt his huge balls jump in my hand as, with a deep natural groan, he started to hose my wife's gorgeous feet. Thick white strings shot out soaking her soles and running over and between her toes as she flexed them and giggled.

Finally he was done and, pushing my hands away, he took his softening manhood and walked over to the window where, to my horror, he wiped it clean on the curtains. I was disgusted. Who the fuck did he think he was? Surely my wife would draw the line there? But she just giggled and held her arms out for him to join her on the bed.

'Ok sissy you may complete your treat now. Clean my feet. And remember, you promised to be sincere when you thank us both for the privilege'.

Another milestone on my journey into abject slavery, I thought as I steeled myself. Looking fixedly at the floor I curtsied, 'Thank you sir, thank you ma’am. Thank you sir for allowing me the privilege of tasting your wonderful virile sperm. Thank you ma’am for allowing me the honour of licking your man's sperm from your beautiful feet'.

'Very good slave,' my wife trilled, ' You may continue'.

It took a while to get all that sticky cum from between her toes. She kept giggling and pulling her feet away as it tickled. Once finished I drew back and curtsied again.

'Alright slave, I think that's enough treats for you for now. I hope you enjoyed it. You see how kind I can be?’

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,' I grovelled, still holding on to a last vestige of hope that she was just testing me, pushing my limits. That she had planned all along to give in and allow me relief once she had her fun. No way could I believe that my darling wife would end it here!

'You may continue with your housework. Get into uniform first though. I won't have you wandering around looking untidy. Move you useless piece of cuckolds brownie, before I change my mind and decide to ask Michael to get back to work on your soles! And put your stiletto boots on too. Just because your feet are a little sore doesn't mean you should be taking liberties. Now move!’

So much for my stupid ideas about what my once faithful wife would or would not do. I didn't know her any more. I didn't know anything anymore.

I spent the rest of the day dabbing my eyes, wiping away tears of frustration and humiliation as I toiled at my chores. At seven I was sent to bed. My wife said she was sick of looking at my pathetic cry-baby face. Not for the first time or, I suspected, the last, I cried myself to sleep. I dreamed that she came to me in the middle of the night. That she sat on my bed, brushing the hair from my damp forehead, soothing my pain, my fears. Telling me it was all part of her plan. That she was doing it for us, that I mustn't be afraid, that she just needed me to show how much I loved her.

The next morning I found a pair of her worn knickers on my pillow. I wondered if it really was a dream?
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