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INTRODUCTION

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

Femdom Extreme

Femdom Extreme II


CHAPTER 1

I was really down for the next few days. I was beginning to think that I might be in over my head. I'd put up with so much in order to please her and help her. After all, she was doing this to fulfil my fantasies wasn't she? I was still pretty sure it had started out that way, but now? The physical pain of beatings at her hands and the hands of her friends and lovers had been beyond anything I had envisaged, but still enjoyable in some weird sadistic way. I had been pushed beyond my limits but, on some level, had revelled in it. The worst bits though were when she subjected me to anything remotely homosexual. That had never been my thing and still wasn't. Licking up another man's semen, touching another man's cock! Urgh! Just the thought sickened me! But I'd done it. I'd found a way to endure unendurable physical pain, unbearable humiliation, raging jealousy, even heartbreak. Why? Because I loved her. Because I wanted to make our game, the game I had insisted we play, work. After all her efforts I did not want to be the one to ruin it. I wanted to prove how grateful I was, how well she had played her role and how much I loved her for it.

Every time I thought things had reached a peak she just raised the bar. Her imagination staggered me. Her ability as an actress was astounding. So astounding I could not help wondering if she had crossed a line somewhere along the way. I hated the uncertainty more than anything. But I knew that without it the games we played would be worthless. Talk about a catch twenty two situation!

Anyway, my wife must have noticed my change of mood. One morning, as I presented my doggy bowl of scraps to her for her permission to eat, as I was bound to by her new rules, she told me that she had another treat for me. She would be taking off my chastity tube that day. Just for a few hours then it would go back on. I have to admit, bearing in mind previous disappointments, I was not overly enthusiastic. I thanked her, of course and begged permission to eat my breakfast. She spat into the bowl and told me to go ahead. As I rose to leave for the garage where I normally ate she stopped me. 'You may eat here slave, at my feet. It will remind you how grateful you should be to me for allowing you the scraps from my table. So, as I knelt there, face in dog bowl, hands in leather cuffs at my side lapping up my food like a good dog, I began to come around.

My wife had noticed my mood. That meant that she was still taking notice of me. She was taking steps to improve my mood, therefore she still cared. All was not lost! She still loved me. She was still doing this for me. As I felt her foot on the back of my head pushing my face further into the bowl while she laughed, I felt like laughing myself, I was so relieved.

Later that morning I was told we were going out. I was to prepare a picnic for two and get the car ready. I was very relieved when my wife told me I did not have to wear a uniform. I could put on a track suit and trainers, the only male clothes I had left.

As my Master and Mistress sat in the back of the car I drove, as instructed, to a nearby forest. In the past my wife and I had enjoyed many walks and picnics there and had found a few remote areas where nobody else seemed to go. It was a very beautiful place with a small river running through. It felt good to get some fresh air after so long being mainly confined to indoors, apart from trips to the shops. However, I was feeling a little betrayed that my wife would take her lover to a place that we had always regarded as so special to us. She was twisting the knife again I knew, pushing the limits of my humiliation. It was hugely erotic and, once more, I was staggered by her ability to push me far beyond what I would have believed I could desire or even cope with.

After driving up a deserted track we stopped beside the river and all got out. Michael retrieved a length of thin rope from the boot of the car and tossed it to me. I then had to follow at a respectful distance as they strolled like lovers through the trees, holding hands, chatting, laughing at little private jokes and stopping occasionally to kiss.

Eventually we stopped in a small clearing where I was told to undress. I looked around nervously hoping there were no hikers around. It was unlikely but I was still very wary. My wife told me to back up against a tree and stand still while Michael used the rope to tie my hands behind me. He then went on to wrap the rope around and around pulling me solidly against the unyielding trunk. When I was fully immobile he came back around in front of me and, taking my gorgeous wife in his arms, began kissing her deeply.

My cock was trying desperately to expand inside its tiny steel tube and the constant ache in my overfull balls had become a sharp pain by the time they paused and looked at me. He whispered to her and they both laughed. Then she produced a key from a pocket of her summer dress. Smiling sweetly she unlocked the steel cover plate and then, with some difficulty, removed the tube from my grateful cock.

The feeling was beyond description and I closed my eyes in ecstasy as I felt my poor deprived cock take advantage of such long denied freedom. I could hear my wife and her lover laughing at me but I cared not at all! I could feel the gentle breeze against the sensitive skin of my cock. It felt like the softest velvet. I was in such rapture that I was afraid to open my eyes. I thought if I saw my darling wife in her cute summer dress and sexy platform sandals I might have an accident. I knew that to do so without permission would lead to a great deal of pain for me but, more important still, I wanted to savour this feeling. I was so close to the edge, so close!

A sharp slap across my face brought me back, at least partly, to reality. Michael gave me another slap before informing me, 'We are going for a walk now slave, to find a nice spot to make love. We were going to do it right here in front of you but, by the look of you, I think that might be more than you could cope with. So, we'll see you later. Don't go wandering off now will you?’ They both laughed and walked away into the trees hand in hand.

After what seemed an age I heard noises behind me. I was panicking by the time they came around in front and I could see it was my wife and her young lover. He was grinning in a superior manner and she had a dreamy just fucked look in her eyes. Her lipstick was smudged and her hair ruffled. I guessed they must have managed to find a suitable place. My heart ached with jealousy. I would have given anything to have been him, to be free to make love to her. This was crazy! She was my wife but I could not touch her. He could have her any time he liked. I hated him for that. I envied him too. Shit I envied him!

Being careful not to look either of them in the face, I was puzzled when I noticed what I thought at first was a bunch of flowers in Michael's hand. I wondered why he had a glove on the hand he was holding them in. Then I realised! They were not flowers. They were stinging nettles!

As they both walked right up to me I kept my eyes down. I was shivering in fear at what might be coming next. 'Hello slave,' he greeted me. 'Are you enjoying your day in the forest?’

'Yes sir,' I answered, staring at those lush green leaves with their serrated edges.

'We brought you a present,' my wife said happily. 'I know how you like to prove how much you worship me so I thought these would give you an ideal opportunity. You do want to show me how much you worship me don't you slave? You know I like you to do that by suffering for me.’

What could I say? Either way I was fucked! 'Yes ma’am'.

'That's a good slave. It will make a nice change from the cane or your Master’s belt won't it? And it's such a warm day. You can't expect him to waste his energy giving you a hiding. Not when he needs that energy for more important things,' she laughed and kissed him.

'Now not too much noise slave, we don't want an audience do we? Now what do you say to Michael?’

'Thank you sir, ' I murmured between trembling lips.

The first sting was such a shock I screamed. As he ran the nettles up one leg from shin to thigh I cried out again, straining futilely against my bonds.

‘Ssh!' my wife scolded. ‘Don’t be such a softy!’

I couldn't help it! As the nettles brushed up my other leg I screamed again. Then, as Michael stood there smiling cruelly, I gasped for air and begged them to stop.

'Oh come on sissy,' my wife cooed. 'You don't really want us to stop. If you did then that silly little thing wouldn't be doing its little dance would it?' she asked, looking down at my cock. She was right. I had never been so hard! What the fuck?

'I think you'd better keep him quiet for the next bit sweetheart,' Michael advised my wife. She stepped behind my tree and brought her hands around to cover my mouth. As I contemplated what I knew was coming next I garbled madly into her hands, begging for mercy.

'Give him a minute, 'Michael suggested. 'Let’s hear what he has to say before I sting the little sissy faggot!'

As my wife removed her hands I tried desperately to calm my thoughts, to think of some means of persuading them. I was scared shitless! So why was I still so hard! I cursed my treacherous libido as I launched into a salvo of pleading entreaties. I promised obedience, love, worship, anything! I congratulated, praised and swore allegiance and obedience!

'Ok that's enough.' My wife's dainty hands closed once more over my mouth and I had a fleeting second to relish their smooth touch before the pain hit, the target this time being the whole of my groin. It was exquisite! So painful it was almost pleasurable! So intensely pleasurable it was unbearably painful! If the ropes had not held me up I would have dropped to the ground. As it was I could do nothing but absorb it.

I must have feinted because I opened my eyes to see my wife being roughly shagged from behind by her young lover. Clearly I wasn’t the only one who had been excited by my suffering.

She was laid over a fallen tree dress thrown up over her head as he ravished her. Their grunts and groans, cries and squeals must have been almost a match for my earlier ones as they reached their sexual peak almost simultaneously.

It took a while for them to recover. Eventually I was released from the tree. Still naked, my hands were tied behind my back then a rope lead placed around my neck. My wife and her lover walked back to the car pulling me along behind, aching and naked, staring in horror at my swollen red groin.

When we got back to the car I was told to lay out a blanket on the river bank and serve the picnic. I was starving after my ordeal but, as usual, they ignored my needs as they sat together sipping wine and enjoying the food.

My groin and legs were driving me insane and I was incredibly relieved when they got tired of my moaning and scratching and sent me into the river. I was ordered to turn and face them and sit down in the freezing water. Oh the relief! As I sat there shivering from the cold they began kissing and fondling each other again. The irony was not lost on me. Here was the erotic spectacle of my wife making love to another man, just a few feet in front of me and I was free of the chastity cage. My cock should have been raging hard but the ice cold water made that impossible.

As I gazed in abject longing at the soles of my darling wife's feet bobbing up and down, digging into his thighs to urge him on I heard her shout to me, 'Your hands are free slave. You have my permission to play with your little cock. You can even cum if you want to. But you better not stand up!’

Once again she was showing me there were no limits. She was enjoying herself so much and had no intention of giving me the tiniest break. I existed for her pleasure and convenience. What that cost me either physically or emotionally was of no consequence. My choices were gone. This was my life. If I wanted her then this was the price. As she squealed her lover's name I lifted my hand from the water and blew her a kiss. She was the best. I could not have found any other woman who could have come close to her. We were meant for each other. I loved her. That's all.

After they finished I was called from the water and told to lie in the wet patch on their blanket while she refitted my cage. I wondered how I would cope when my shrivelled penis warmed up and returned to its normal size. Where in the strict confines of the metal tube would it find space to swell as the pain of the stings came back? How long would it be before the swelling went down and the pain stopped?

I had plenty of time to ponder these things as I was sent back into the woods to retrieve my clothes from the clearing. When I returned they were gone. With a sigh of resignation and a grimace of pain as feeling began to return to my used organ, I set out for the six mile walk home.

When I eventually arrived at my doorstep I saw an envelope with my name on it pinned to the front door. Inside was a note and the key to my cage. Any anger and frustration I was feeling vanished in an instant. I had the key, I had the fucking key!

My hands trembled as I read the note. 'Welcome home cuckold. The garage door is open; you can sleep in there tonight so you don't disturb your Master and I. Before you go to sleep I want you to use the vice and a hacksaw to cut up the key. Don't worry it's the spare one. There is still the one I sealed in the jar, in the unlikely event it's ever needed. Ha! When you have cut up the key put the pieces in the envelope and post it through the letterbox. Do it now before you are tempted to use it to unlock yourself. I know it must be tempting! I'm trusting you to obey me and put my wishes before your own selfish needs. Don't let me down slave. Signed - Your Wonderful Mistress.'

My heart sank, my stomach heaved. When would I ever learn?

Inside the garage my head span with indecision. I could do it! I could open the lock. In my frustrated state it would probably only take a few seconds for me to cum. Think of the relief! Oh the blessed relief!

What if she was waiting though? She could have heard me go into the garage. What if I took too long? She would know I'd betrayed her. How would I face her, look her in the eye? Not that even that was permitted now! But I would be letting her down. Even if she didn't find out, I would know. I would know. It would cheapen things. After all the work we'd both put in. After all I'd been through. It couldn't end like that. I wanted my orgasm to be with her knowledge, with her permission. At her order even.

Before I could think any more I quickly cut the key into three pieces, dropped them into the envelope and pushed it through the letterbox. As I heard it hit the floor I wondered if I'd done the right thing.

It was about a week before my wife's birthday. In the past I had always made a big thing of her birthdays, buying her presents and taking her away for romantic weekends. This time was obviously going to be different. Taking her away was not an option and buying her a present would be difficult now that I had no access to money. I thought of asking her for some but that seemed like a stupid idea, asking someone for money to buy them a present! Then I thought of asking Michael, her lover. The money would probably still be coming from my wife as she seemed to be financing everything else for him, but maybe he would keep it quiet so that I could surprise her. Somehow it was very important to do this thing, to hold on to a tiny piece of normality, to do something for her as a man, as her husband instead of as her slave. Hopefully, when I presented her with her gift it would break through the barrier she had erected between us. Even if it was just for a few minutes, it would reassure me that she was still mine, that this was still a game, that it would end soon and we could be together again. If I had that reassurance then I thought I could relax and enjoy the rest of our adventure.

It was deeply embarrassing asking my wife's young lover for money. He laughed when I told him what it was for. I was pleasantly surprised though when he asked me how much I needed and said he would think about it.

Five days later he presented me with the money. I had to thank him on my knees, kissing his boots. My wife walked in and laughingly asked what was going on. He told her he was just allowing their slave the honour of demonstrating his devotion before he took me into the garage and flogged me for burning his toast that morning. I hadn't burnt any toast but he flogged me anyway, telling me that we had to make it look good or she would be onto us.

My tracksuit rubbed painfully against my burning ass cheeks that afternoon as I walked into town to do the regular grocery shop. I rushed around quickly to allow time to buy her presents before Michael picked me up. I'd bought her a stunning pair of platform shoes, a bunch of roses and some perfume. When we arrived home I was once more touched by Michael's offer to allow me to leave the presents in his car until the next day so that my wife would not see them. I thanked him for his kindness as he once more secured my wrists to a beam in the garage before whipping my already bruised rear with his belt for keeping him waiting in the car for two whole minutes.

The next morning I was called into my wife's bedroom. As I knocked and entered she was prancing sexily up and down wearing just a cute little silk baby doll nighty and......the shoes! I was frozen half way through curtsying when I saw them. A glance at Michael as he lay naked and grinning on my wife's bed, propped against some pillows answered my obvious question.

'Look at my new shoes slave,' my wife ordered. ‘Aren’t they beautiful? Michael bought them for me. And he got me my favourite perfume too, and these lovely flowers. He's so thoughtful isn't he? And so clever; he knows my taste so well.'

'Yea, of course he fucking does!' I seethed, not daring to look at him for fear I might strangle him!

'Take these and put them in water slave,' she instructed. 'Then make us a nice breakfast. Your Master is taking me out for the day aren't you honey?'

As they prepared to go out the door my darling wife dropped another bombshell. 'We are having a little party tonight slave. It's so nice outside let’s make it a garden party. Make sure the house is spotless for my guests and prepare plenty of food. Sort out the drinks and have everything ready for six. Bye for now sissy!’

I laboured hard all day, dreading the party itself. Who was coming? How was she going to play this? I really did not want to go public with our relationship.

Although I felt deeply hurt to be excluded from my wife's birthday party, it was also kind of a relief when, after checking my preparations, she told me to go to the garage and go to bed.

Of course I couldn't possibly sleep? Who was coming? Would they ask about me? How was she going to behave with Michael in front of everyone?

As I watched from the darkened garage window the guests began to arrive. I had a good view of the patio and could hear the music and voices of the guests. There were not as many as I'd feared. A couple of guys Michael's age, obviously friends of his, Miss Julie with a guy I guessed was her boyfriend, another couple about Michael's age, the woman having a definite family resemblance to Michael, his sister maybe? Then, just as I was beginning to relax, our neighbour arrived.

We only have one neighbour, a guy in his sixties who lives alone. Apparently he was a retired headmaster; quite tall, balding with a bit of a paunch. He'd always been pleasant enough, but nothing beyond saying good morning and mentioning the weather, that sort of thing. Now why was he here? Why now?

Watching them all enjoy themselves, hearing the laughter as they joked and watching my wife and her young lover behave like a real couple was deeply hurtful but incredibly erotic. The best bit was when they sneaked away from the others and came to stand right outside the garage window. She must have known I'd be looking as she engaged her boyfriend in a deep kiss, running her fingers through his hair before sticking two off them up at me. She was showing me she wanted him not me. Like I didn't already know that!

I pressed my hands against the glass then my lips, desperate in my longing for her! My caged cock twitched and pulsed as I bore witness to her adultery.

Finally, they stopped to come up for air. Laughing they waved at me and, hand in hand went back to the party.

As the party drew to a close and the guests began to leave I went to my makeshift bed under the workbench and lay down to relax. I could not keep my mind off the sight of her with him. Standing there in the moonlight, on her birthday, wearing the shoes I so carefully picked for her, kissing him, showing him her love, her affection, sharing her birthday with him. My heart ached, my stomach churned, but my cock was ready to explode! I couldn't help dry humping my sleeping bag in a vain attempt to gain some relief. I felt like I was going to explode with pent up sexual tension. She had done this to me; my beloved wife. When was she going to take pity on me? Let me come. End this game. I couldn't take it any longer!

I was startled out of my fever as the side door to the kitchen opened and the garage light came on. I stared through passion filled eyes at my beautiful darling wife as she stood looking over at me. The sound of her new shoes clicking across the concrete garage floor sent ripples of pleasure through me.

'Did you enjoy watching my party slave?' I could tell from her voice that she was a little drunk.

'It was so sexy being the hostess with my young stud as host. He is really something you know. It's amazing how much he's matured. When I think of the shy fumbling teenager he was when I first met him, I can't believe he's the same person. He's so confident, so strong, so handsome! I am so lucky to have him. I can't tell you how proud I feel to have him as my man'.

I was wrong. I could take more. I could get more desperate. I could be more frustrated. I was powerless to stop my thrusting hips betraying me as I stared in longing at her gorgeous little painted toes peeping through the ends of her new shoes. I was mesmerised!

'Stop that at once!’ she scolded me. ‘You're not listening to me. I said I brought you a reward for being so good. For helping me to understand what I want, what I need. I know you have not had it easy, so......here you are'.

Crash! The sound of breaking glass! I jumped in surprise. I almost broke the rules and looked at her face. Then I saw it, in the middle of the broken glass pieces at her feet......a key. Not just any key, my key, the key to my chastity cage. She had dropped the little glass jar that held it prisoner. Was it an accident? No, she was walking away!

As she reached the doorway she kicked off her shoes. 'Enjoy yourself slave. Be careful not to cut yourself'. She was gone, the door closed behind her.

For several minutes I could not move. I stared at the key, then at her shoes, then back to the key. What was the catch?

Finally I forced myself to move. Carefully I swept up the broken glass and examined the key. It looked like the right one. I tried to get it into the lock of the groin shield but my hands were shaking too much. Taking a deep breath I tried again. It wouldn't turn! It wouldn't fucking ........click! It opened. Grabbing the steel tube that had held my manhood trapped and impotent for so long, I slipped in the key and wrenched it off, nearly castrating myself in the process!

Oh fuck! That felt good. As I stood to retrieve my darlings sexy shoes I felt light headed. The blood was rushing to my long denied cock. I had never been this hard, ever!

Picking up her shoes I carried them reverently back to my humble cot where I knelt to kiss them. I could still feel the warmth of her feet as I held them to my face, eagerly licking them inside and out. I could smell her, taste her! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I loved her! I loved her!

As I held one shoe to my face with my left hand I dropped the other to my groin and stuffed my grossly swollen member inside it with my right. I cannot describe the feeling of utter contentment that washed over me! I was in her shoes. Licking them, smelling them, fucking them! Showing my love, my devotion to my wife, my darling beautiful Mistress!

Wild horses would not have stopped me cumming right then. But HE did. Michael. He opened the door and stood laughing at me. I suppose I did make a pretty pathetic spectacle; kneeling there wanking my cock inside my wife's shoe, licking desperately at the other one. I should have carried on. What did I have to lose? Unfortunately I still had some small capacity for embarrassment left. My cock immediately went soft. I shut my eyes, trying the blank him out, trying to get back that feeling. I heard the door close and opened my eyes. He was gone. I redoubled my efforts. It was no good. It was gone. The moment was lost. Instead of lust I just felt sadness. If I came now it would be over. I would not feel the same about our game. I could not possibly go on. After such an epic beginning the whole thing would be an anti-climax. I wanted to cum for her, with her permission but in front of her. I wanted her to see how much I loved her. Like this, how would she know? It was just too seedy. It was disgusting. How had I even considered it?

Dropping the shoes to my bed I stood and retrieved my cock tube and shield. I knew what I had to do. Now, quickly before I changed my mind. I secured my devastated penis inside its tube and locked on the shield. Going quietly into the kitchen I found another glass jar and placed the key inside, supergluing the lid in place. Finally I cleaned my mistress's shoes; first with my tongue and then a cloth. Creeping upstairs I placed the shoes and the jar on the floor outside her bedroom door. Careful in the darkness I found my way back to the garage and went quickly to sleep dreaming of my wife's reaction to my heartfelt act of devotion. Now she would see. She would know beyond all doubt that I loved her. Then I would have my reward, a fitting reward, a monumental reward to top off a monumental adventure.


CHAPTER 2

Next morning my wife came into the garage where I was struggling to loading the washing machine. I had my mouth stuffed with two pairs of her stockings which I was carefully sucking clean before I washed them by hand in a plastic basin of warm scented water. She stood smiling as she asked me how I'd enjoyed her gift. I had to remove the dirty stockings to explain what I'd done. I wanted to tell her why but I didn't get the chance. She sprang at me red faced calling me an ungrateful piece of shit as she slapped my face repeatedly with one hand and then the other. She was hitting me so hard I would have raised my hands to protect myself if they had not earlier been manacled to my bondage belt by Master Michael. Maybe that was a good thing as it would only have angered her even more if I'd dared to interfere with her harsh treatment of me. As it was I rocked backwards on my high heeled uniform boots. As per Master Michael's rules my ankles were also manacled, forcing me to move around with tiny dainty steps. That meant that I could not step one foot back to regain my balance so instead I fell backwards. Her anger unabated, my gorgeous wife ran forward to start launching kicks at me. I yelped and pleaded for her to stop but she was like a woman possessed.

'You ungrateful sissy faggot!' she screamed. 'To think I actually felt sorry for you! Well I won't be making that mistake again!’

When her lover came to see what all the noise was about she ran to him crying and buried her face in his chest as he took her in his arms. His look at me turned my blood to ice. I'd upset his woman, now I'd pay the price.

'We'll sort this out later slave,' he said coldly. Then drawing my weeping wife into the house he cast a last look over his shoulder. 'Get on with your housework then report to me when you're finished'.

An hour later I couldn't stop shaking as I knelt in front of my wife and her lover. I listened, staring at her gorgeous feet in their sexy platform sandals as she told me how disappointed I had made her. Who did I think I was refusing her permission to cum on the one occasion it was granted? Did I not want to cum? Had I lost interest? Well she would just have to step things up a gear to regain my attention then!

I tried to explain how Michael’s interruption had put me off but then how I’d considered what I was doing and how I’d decided to sacrifice the sexual release I so desperately needed in order to  prove my love and devotion to her. I wanted her to understand how much I needed her to be there when I eventually had an orgasm, so that I could devote my relief to her, but she refused to listen. She just turned to her young lover and said, 'Darling our sissy maid has really upset me. I'd like you to deal with it. After all, he's also shown a total lack of respect for you too in trying to blame you for his behaviour hasn't he?’

'Right you,' he said, standing up, 'Garage now! I'm gonna show you what happens to sissy faggots when they upset my woman'.

Still shaking, I stood and turned to shuffle out.

'Darling,' I heard my wife call as he followed me. 'He really has upset me so don’t feel you have to hold back. He should be afraid of you and what you can do to him. I'll be waiting for you in bed. Take your time, enjoy showing the little faggot who’s boss.’

After that day my wife was definitely colder toward me. The only time she spoke to me was to instruct me on my housework or complain that I hadn't done it properly.

One morning my Mistress wife told me she had a job for me. She said I was a lazy slut and needed to work harder for my keep so she wanted me to go next door to help Mr Hudson with his housekeeping. I was staggered. He was the ex-headmaster I'd seen at the party. My horror must have been apparent as my wife consoled me, 'Don't worry he knows all about our arrangement, well, some of it anyway. You can put your tracksuit over your uniform and wear a pair of trainers. He's expecting you so off you go'.

The thought of our arrangement being known to a neighbour horrified me but the memory of how upset she'd been with me about refusing her offer to let me cum was too fresh in my mind for me to risk her wrath again. Nervously I crossed the drive and knocked on his door. Smiling he let me in and I stood feeling like a complete idiot as he showed me into the kitchen and informed me of how he wanted the housework done. The house was already very clean and tidy and I wondered why he had asked my wife for my services. Or had she suggested it I wondered.

I tried not to think too much as I went about the work. There were a lot of ornaments to dust and I was very careful not to break any. Imagine my surprise then when I took him a cup of tea in the lounge and reported that I was finished.

'No you're not,' he answered. ‘Not until we discuss your clumsiness'.

‘What?' I wondered.

He reached to the side of his arm chair and produced a china horse minus its head!

'I didn't......' I stammered.

'Lies will only make things worse boy,' He warned me. 'It's fortunate that I have some experience of punishing clumsy boys, now get over to my desk and bend over'.

I looked over at the large antique oak desk then back at him. I couldn't believe this!

'Quickly boy,' he roared. 'Or would you rather I speak to your wife?'

'No please, I'm in enough trouble already. You don't understand...'

'I understand more than you think boy. Now drop those trousers and lean over my desk'.

Opening a drawer he took out a huge plimsoll and stood tapping its sole against his thigh waiting for me to do as he said. I had no choice. I bent over the desk.

'Trousers boy, I won't tell you again'.

Bright red with shame and embarrassment I pulled my tracksuit bottoms to my ankles revealing the bottom of my maids outfit and black stockings. I trembled and shut my eyes tight as I heard him take up position behind me. SMACK! SMACK! 'Get your head down boy! 'SMACK! SMACK!

'I can see I'm going to have quite a job with you boy. You've been spoiled. Taking advantage of the good nature of that beautiful wife of yours I think. Well, not any more. I'll soon have you licked into shape'. SMACK!

Eventually I heard the slipper being dropped back into the drawer and the drawer slam shut. I rose up, hands going automatically to my burning rear.

'I'd forgotten how much I enjoyed that,' he smiled. 'You can come back twice a week, Tuesday and Friday, nine o'clock sharp. And don't bother with the tracksuit next time. Oh and I understand you normally wear wrist and leg fetters. Put them on too. No reason that your Master's rules can't apply here too. In fact I think it's essential. You can go now. Tell that gorgeous wife of yours, or should I say your Mistress, that I'm prepared to take you under my wing, teach you the proper way for a servant to behave, now off you go'.

I complained bitterly to my wife when she saw my red backside and asked how I'd enjoyed my afternoon at the neighbours. She just laughed and informed me that I had no say in the matter. As her property I would have to accept whatever she chose to do to me or with me and the matter was closed.

She had me write a letter thanking Mr Hudson for his time and expertise, apologising for my laziness and for breaking the ornament (which I didn’t but nobody cared what I said) and promising him my best efforts in future. I had to show it to her lover then take it and post it through Mr Hudmiester's letter box.

My dread at being sent to his house to act as his maid never changed, in fact it grew worse as time went on and my so called training at his hands progressed. He was extremely demanding and everything had to be done to exacting standards with punishments awarded for the slightest excuse. Even if my performance was so good he could not find fault every session ended with a trip over his desk for a slippering ‘just to remind me of the consequences should standards drop’.

It was very obvious that he enjoyed administering the punishments but I had no idea how much until one evening, after a particularly hard beating which went on and on as more blows were added for standing up or otherwise moving out of place because I simply could not stand the pain any longer, I heard the sound of a zip being undone behind me and turned my head to see him jerking his cock with one hand while he yielded the gym shoe with the other.

‘Don’t you dare move boy!’ he shouted at me before closing his eyes and gasping as he shot his disgusting load all over my burning hot rear end.

Afterwards I quickly pulled up my panties and ran out, his cum drying on my skin as I rushed across the road to my house, forgetting to cover my sissy maid’s uniform with my track suit. When I told my wife what had happened she just laughed and said I should be glad I could provide a useful service to such a distinguished gentleman. She even made me write him a letter apologising for running away and telling him how flattered I was by what he’d done. I felt so humiliated when I gave it to him but what choice did I have? I was the property of a gorgeous lady who would tolerate no disobedience from her slave. I was hers to do with as she pleased and besides, I had to admit, in my sexually supercharged state, I could not help being horribly aroused by the whole desperately humiliating situation.

It was a mixed blessing when Mr Hudson informed me that I no longer needed to worry about incurring additional strokes of the plimsoll for moving out of place as, in future, I would be tied down to the old leather and hardwood vaulting horse he’d bought from a sale and installed in his garage. Of course it was only a matter of time before the plimsoll was replaced with a selection of school canes which he wielded with a practiced ease that terrified me and guaranteed, on my part, shear desperation to please him, a fact he took much delight in.

It was after a particularly long and painful session over the horse that Mr Hudson took my anal virginity. I cried and screamed when I realised what was happening and he had to stop to quiet me by stuffing my mouth with his underpants, securing them with several turns of insulation tape around my head. I would definitely have called everything off after that if not for one thing. I came. I orgasmed, not like a man, not with the blinding, gut wrenching explosion I’d so long anticipated and yearned for, but with a feeble dribble from my caged cock. The pressure of his invading cock on my prostate had caused me to cum like the sissy I was.

Of course he noticed and promised me it would be our secret; that my wife need never know. I should not be ashamed, he insisted, after all, hadn’t I enjoyed it? Wasn’t it a wonderful relief after going so long without? Or would I prefer him to inform my wife of how I’d taken advantage of his good nature, his loneliness, to seduce him like the desperate little slut I was?

I had no choice, I had to agree to keep silent, about that first time and about the many times that followed. Eventually it became normal practice twice a week, after serving him his morning cup of tea, to give him oral as he relaxed in his wing backed leather chair beside the fire, then, after completing the housework, to report to the garage for a beating followed by a thorough ass fucking.

Unfortunately, after that first time, I never managed to gain release from the selfish attentions of Mr Hudson’s knarled cock. To my horror he suggested to my wife that my apparent lack of focus on performing my duties might be corrected by the fitting of spikes to the interior of my chastity cage. These had the result of causing agonising pain as soon as my imprisoned cock made the slightest attempt at inflation. Erections had been impossible before but now the immediate and intense pain inflicted by the spikes made it impossible to allow my thoughts to dwell on sexual stimuli of any kind for even a moment, the result….zero possibility of even a partial ruined orgasm.

Otherwise, my life as a slave continued. Some days my Mistress ignored me completely. Other days she was like a woman possessed. Nothing I did was good enough. She screamed and yelled at me, called me names and slapped my face. For example, one Sunday I spent all day washing and ironing clothes, both hers and her lovers. They spent the morning in bed while I was up and busy with quiet housework at 5am. Once they were up they pestered me with demands for food and drinks as they lounged around watching movies. Despite their interruptions I had everything done and was carrying a huge pile of freshly ironed clothes upstairs to put them away. I didn't see her coming down the stairs and got in her way. Flying into a rage she threw the clothes all over the stairs and kicked them all over, stamping on them and calling me a useless faggot. I could only kneel submissively and watch, waiting for her to finish. Eventually she walked over to me and told me to do the lot again before spitting in my face.

Still, attention is attention. I was so starved of it that I preferred her anger and abuse to being ignored. So why did I put up with it? There were times, rare ones its true, but times when she was just so sexy. She would give me looks as she paraded in front of me wearing the sexiest things. She would whisper comments about her lover and how good he was in bed. She would have me beg her for relief in front of him then laugh in my face before leading him off to her bedroom. The atmosphere on those occasions was just so thick with lust!

Even so, I was beginning to wonder, after all that time, just when she was going to bring this game to an end. Surely we had gone about as far as we could. What else was there? I'd suffered every possible tease and torment. Surely it had to end soon? I was beginning to panic that the negative reinforcement of the spiked chastity cage might be rendering me permanently impotent!


Chapter 3

She had trailed me around shops all day, making me watch as she tried on several sexy outfits. Then I had to sit in the car and wait while she visited the hairdressers. I wondered what the special occasion was.

Once we were home she disappeared into her bedroom and I heard the bath running. It was two hours later when she walked into the lounge. I was polishing the coffee table, dressed as usual in my maid’s uniform, leg cuffs in place. I could not fit the wrist cuffs myself and had not dared to ask her to do them. It was obvious she had not wanted to be disturbed.

'Why are you improperly dressed slave?' she asked. 'You know the rules. Bring me your wrist cuffs immediately.'

Once she had them fitted she adjusted both wrist and ankle cuffs until I had very little free movement left. How was I supposed to perform my duties to the exacting standards she demanded when I could only move around in tiny shuffling baby steps and could not raise my hands beyond chest level? I knew better than to ask though.

'There now, I know they are very short but that's your punishment for not wearing them,' she stated. 'Of course I'll also have to inform your master about your disobedience. I'm sure he will be dealing with you in his own way when we get out of bed tomorrow. Now come here.'

I shuffled after my wife as quickly as I could. Now that she had her back to me I dared to raise my eyes to take in her full appearance. She was gorgeous! Her hair was immaculate in its new sexy style. The new dress clung to all the right curves. Her long legs were exquisitely shown off through the thin silk of her stockings. Her high heeled sandals made her taller than me until she sat gracefully on the leather couch. Not wanting to offend her by having my head higher than hers I immediately knelt, staring down humbly at her red painted toes visible through the darkened reinforced toes of her stockings. They were perfect and so feminine. She was perfect. Oh and the smell of her perfume!

'Snap out of it pervert,' she scolded. 'Michael will be here soon. We are going out to celebrate. At least I hope we'll be celebrating. That's why I had to make the extra effort. I need to bait the hook. I intend to land my catch tonight, once and for all'.

What was she talking about I wondered?

'If everything goes well tonight I will be telling Michael that I love him'.

Yea, I thought. So what? You've done that tease before.

'Understand me slave,' she went on, 'This is not pretence to tease you. I have actually fallen in love with him, for real. I'm telling you because.....well, despite everything, you are still, technically, my husband. So, I guess you should know when your wife is in love with another man'.

To say I was stunned would be an understatement! I had a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach. Every hair on my body was standing up. My heart was pounding fit to burst from my chest. She was joking, she had to be!

'If I get the reaction from him that I'm hoping for, I'm going to ask him to move in too. It will save him having to travel to see me. We can spend much more time together. Don't look so shocked slave. You must have known this was coming. It’s the natural next step for all of us. You know how much I love having him around. He makes me so happy. And I want to prove to him that you are really my full time slave. I think he wonders if I let you go back to being my husband when he's not around. I can't blame him really. Who would believe that any man would accept living the life you do, taking all that abuse, all that frustration, full time. But you do don't you sweety?'

She leaned forward as she spoke and slid her perfectly manicured hand up my stockinged leg. Meeting the impenetrable wall of my chastity shield she tapped it with her long nails.

'I bet it turns you on. I bet that useless little clitty of yours is bursting to get out right now, at least it would be if those spikes weren’t there to calm things down. I bet the idea of me loving Michael and moving him in here to permanently take your place has you just about passing out with lust doesn't it?'

I couldn't argue with that. She knew me too well.

'Think how intense this is going to get for you now slave. Twenty four hours a day of teasing and frustration, twice the work for you to do at the beck and call of two demanding owners twenty four hours a day. No let up, no rest just full time slavery, full time teasing, full time sexual hell on earth. You're going to love it aren't you?'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered, wondering how the hell I was going to cope with this.

'Oh, and one other thing before he gets here; I did mention to Michael once before about him moving in. He might have been joking but I don't think so....He said he would only move in if I had you castrated'.

WHAT!!!!????

'I think it's a confidence thing. You know he's only young. I think it would help him realise that there is only going to be one man in the house and that's him. He needs to be sure that you could never challenge him for my affections. You can see why he might feel that way can't you?'

WHAT!!?? NO I FUCKING COULDN'T ACTUALLY! I just knelt there though - a stupid, dazed look on my face!

'Don't worry,' she soothed, removing her hand from my leg and brushing a speck of fluff from her dress. 'I'm not going to cut it off with a rusty knife or anything'.

Well that was a fucking relief!

'No silly, that's too old fashioned. I can get the necessary medicines from the internet. Probably just a little pill for you take once a day. We can all watch your little thing shrivel up completely. Let's face it; it's not much use to anyone anyway, is it?'

Finally I found my tongue, 'But ma’am, I thought....'

'Shsh now silly, don't you dare spoil my good mood and make me angry. I've been very pleased with your efforts lately; you are really starting to show signs of becoming a worthwhile slave. Your time under Mr Hudson is starting to pay off. I knew it was a good idea to loan you to him, he’s such an excellent disciplinarian isn't he? I'm proud of you, more proud than I was of you as a man or a husband that's for sure'.

OUCH !

'That's why chemical castration is such a good idea silly. I know how difficult it is for you seeing me with Michael, watching us loving each other, knowing how much incredible sex we are having while you get none at all. Well, think how much worse it’s going to be when he moves in. It will be just unbearable for you sweety. With the chemicals working your sex drive will reduce until it becomes non-existent. You won't have to face every day longing for something you can't have. It's a way out for you baby, the only way out. Of course you'll still love me and be jealous of Michael. You'll still be used and abused by us, but the desperate frustration will be gone, leaving just your desire to serve us, to please me. You understand don't you sweetheart?’

My eyes were streaming hot tears as she spoke. I felt her hand on my cheek as she smiled and brushed one away.

'Neither of us could have known where this would end baby. If we had, would we still have done it? I don't know. I think I would. If you’re honest I think you probably you would too wouldn't you?'

I shrugged my shoulders. Not this. Not castration. What next? What else was this woman going to take from me?

'Cheer up sissy; I won't be doing anything you don't want me to. In fact, if you decide.....no, scratch that, when you decide that you can't take the frustration a minute longer you can come to me and beg me to give you the tablets. Maybe I'll ignore you, let you suffer a little longer before I give in. Then, eventually I'll let you have one. Then, the next day and every day after, you can beg me to give you another tablet to take away your manhood. What's left of it that is.'

That gave me some small relief. No way was I ever going to ask her to chemically castrate me, no way! She obviously thought otherwise though.

'On that day, the day I start giving you those tablets.... I'm going to give you another tablet too, my birth control pills. You can take them instead of me. They will make sure any last vestiges of maleness are done away with. Maybe you might even grow some little breasts to fill out your uniform, how cute would that be?’

She was laughing. She was fucking laughing. What about pregnancy risk? Was she going to make Michael start using condoms again? Anyway, it didn't matter, I would never ask, never.

'I want to give Michael the ultimate gift. Once he knows I love him, that my love is real, that I never want you to touch me ever again, that I'm really his for ever, then I want to have his baby. I know he loves kids. If I don't give him one he might end up leaving me for someone who will. So I want to do it. I want to be the mother of his child. We'll make a beautiful child I know we will'.

I was horrified. How could she seriously think about this? How could she even joke about it? As I forgot the rules and looked up into her adorable green eyes she stared back at me.'

'It would be so final, so absolute wouldn't it slave. You would have no doubt then where you stood would you. And neither would my darling Michael.'

How pathetic I must have looked right then. Kneeling in front of my gorgeous wife of over twenty years as she spoke of her devotion to another man whilst the tears poured down my face, my shoulders heaving as I sobbed quietly and my hips bucking uselessly at thin air in a pathetic vain attempt to gain some relief from my sexually frustrated hell. Maybe I should ask her for those pills. Maybe it was all I had left to me.

Even then, in those appalling circumstances, my love for her shone through. I was her devoted slave...always.....no matter what. I loved her more than I ever had. Quietly I murmured my request. I begged her permission to kiss her gorgeous feet, to revel in my pathetic abject devotion, to give myself to her, body and soul.

'Don't be ridiculous,' she snapped. 'Do you think I spent all day making myself perfect just to let a useless excuse for a sissy maid drool all over me? Forget it.'

A car horn sounded outside and she stood to leave.

'Of course I will have to mention to your Master that you tried to have me break his rules. You tried to persuade me to let you to touch me and you looked me in the face. If I were you I wouldn't count on being able to sit down for a long time after he deals with you tomorrow.'

The horn sounded again. Who did he think he was expecting her to drop everything and rush out there to him? What was I thinking? She was his now. No doubt existed. I'd lost her.

As she walked to the door she told me to be a good boy and make sure her bed was turned down, soft lights on and Champaign in an ice bucket beside her bed before I retired to my sleeping bag in the garage.

For a long while I stayed there, kneeling, staring at the place where she had sat to blow me away with her revelations. Eventually I leaned forward and kissed the leather of the settee. I lay my face against it, feeling the warmth left behind by her cute little ass, the ass that used to be mine and mine alone. My tears wet the leather as my hips once more began their dance of frustrated love and my hands beat uselessly against my infernal chastity shield, the damned spikes doing their fiendish work, denying me even the beginnings of an erection.

After Michael had moved in it was only three weeks before my Mistress she told me she wanted to marry him! She told me not to panic - who was panicking? You hear that kind of thing every day right? She would not be divorcing me. She would keep her promise. She would never leave me and never divorce me, unless I asked her to. What she wanted was to be able to make a formal commitment, to demonstrate to her lover that she really was choosing him over me, that he could rest assured that he was her man now. Also she wanted to make it clear to me that this was not a game anymore. It had gone way past that. To maximise the humiliation everything had to be with my consent.

The ridiculous thing was that I loved her even more for treating me that way. I loved seeing her take full advantage of the freedom I had granted her. I loved her treating me like a slave, an amusement, a convenience. She was a goddess. To be her utterly devoted slave was all I needed and everything I had ever wanted. I needed to put her on a pedestal, to worship her. I could never be worthy of her. I could only wait patiently for those rare occasions when she saw fit to notice me and then bathe in the sweetness of her contempt. I loved her even more for insisting on my approval and I took great pride in being able to grant it.

The wedding had to be done properly, or as properly as was possible. We needed someone to officiate, witnesses, a wedding dress, ceremony, honeymoon, the works. First though, we needed a divorce. This was carried out next door at Mr Hudson's house. As an ex-headmaster he was as near as we had to a judge or a registrar. He sat behind his desk. My wife sat in a chair in front of the desk with me stood to one side and behind her in full pink maid’s uniform. She told him that I had failed her as a husband, I was unable to perform my marital duties and had forced her into the arms of another man. Miss Julie gave evidence to confirm my status as a complete wimp. She went on to tell 'the judge' what a wonderful woman my wife was and how she deserved to be happy, with a real man. My wife went on to explain to 'the judge' what a pervert I was and how I got off on wearing her clothes and being spanked.

Mr Hudson feigned disgust and kept giving me looks of contempt as I stood at my wife's side, eyes cast down at the floor. I was given no opportunity to respond and could not have done so anyway with my mouth filled with a large rubber ball gag. Mr Hudson simply decreed that, under the circumstances, he was happy to grant my poor wife a divorce on condition that she spend the rest of her life enjoying everything I had denied her. Then, turning to me he told me what a pathetic excuse for a man I was. He said that I deserved to be locked up and the key thrown away for the way I had treated my gorgeous wife. However, my wife had asked him to be lenient and so he was prepared to reduce my sentence. I would serve a life sentence as my former wife's slave. She would have complete authority over me, even to the point of life and death. I would accept whatever she did to me and thank her for it.

After I had curtsied to the ‘judge’ and knelt to kiss the feet of my treacherous spouse, I was instructed to serve refreshments as they chatted and laughed about their little scene. When my wife and Miss Julie finally went to leave I was called back by Mr Hudson and told that the other condition to my reduced sentence was a severe flogging, to be carried out immediately. My wife laughed and just left me. Miss Julie asked to stay as a witness to my punishment. For a while she watched from the side-lines, but eventually she decided that she needed a closer look at my suffering. Kneeling on the floor she grabbed a fistful of my hair to raise my head allowing her to look into my eyes while Mr Hudson continued to beat me. I squealed around my ball gag and struggled against the straps that held me to the wooden horse. I tried desperately to plead with Miss Julie with my eyes but she just sat there, smiling sweetly at my distress.

When she finally tired of watching me suffer, Miss Julie spat once into each of my eyes and stood to leave. There was a pause in my beating as Mr Hudson showed her out and I gasped and cried, trying to compose myself, hoping that my torment was over, at least for tonight.

When I felt hairy legs rubbing up against the back of my stockinged thighs I knew that Mr Hudson had dropped his trousers this time in preparation for my further debasement. I felt cold lubrication being applied to my most intimate place then the now familiar discomfort of his hard cock forcing its way inside me. As he began to slowly thrust against me, his pubic hair felt like wire wool against my recently thrashed buttocks. His weight pressed me down onto the desk till I could barely manage to suck air into my lungs. Then I realised - despite all that - it felt good. His cock pushed up against my prostate causing intensely pleasurable ripples of sensation to crawl along my imprisoned cock. Even the pain of the spikes digging into my restrained organ could not totally negate the amazing sensations as my overfilled balls ached as they cried out for release. If my hands had been free I would surely have reached down to yank at the cold unfeeling flatness of my chastity shield. Instead all I could do was cry out as the frustration and shame overwhelmed me.

'Ah, so you like it do you?' He teased. 'Let’s see you moving that ass then shall we. Let’s see you earn your keep. Come on slut, shake it!'

Tears of shame flowed down my cheeks as I found myself doing just that. His weight and my tied hands and ankles prevented anything but the tiniest of movements but I was desperate for more sensation. I needed him deeper! Fuck I needed him to spear me, tear my ass, anything I didn't care, I needed to cum!

His thrusting speeded up suddenly then the remaining air was forced from my lungs as he used all his weight to push me into the old leather of the vaulting horse. With a loud below of triumph and release he filled my pulsing ass with his seed. It scolded me as it hosed my insides and I groaned too but in frustration. I needed longer. I needed more. Don't stop, please don't stop!

As he peeled his sweating torso off my back I felt a stab of pain then a desperately empty sensation in my ass. He wiped his cock on my shivering cheeks before stumbling away to get himself a glass of whiskey from the cabinet.

He returned to stand behind me, one hand holding his glass, the other caressing my red and swollen ass cheeks. I felt his cum leaking out and running down my legs as he told me that I was his good little slut. That I should be proud to be of use to a friend of my Mistress and that I must get used to being nothing more than a convenient fuck hole for real men like him.

Mr Hudson made me thank him for his time before releasing me and removing the ball gag. Then I had to kneel and kiss his shoes while he told me he had enjoyed taking my  ass again. 'Perhaps next time we’ll invite that lovely young Julie to stay and watch you being my little slut. I think she would enjoy that don’t you?’

‘Please Mr Hudson, Sir, you said you wouldn’t tell anyone,’ I grovelled, terrified at the thought of that beautiful young girl witnessing my humiliation.

‘Oh don’t be ridiculous,’ he answered. ‘Promises made to a maid, a servant, someone of your terribly low status are hardly of any significance are they. We might even have you putting on a show for your Mistress one day, now wouldn’t that be fun? I’m sure she’d love to see her little sissy maid bouncing on a big hard cock,’ he laughed.

'Please Sir,' I sputtered as I hurried to pull up my knickers and smooth down my dress.

‘Enough talking,’ he barked. ‘You may go now.’

I curtsied and turned to leave, his deep throated laughter following me as I stumbled, bandy legged along the hallway and out of the door.

As I entered my own house through the back door my mind was buzzing with the knowledge of how low I'd sunk. My Mistress wife had me so desperate that I was not only prepared but eager to take it in the ass from a fat old man! No way could I let her find out. What would she think of me?

If I could just get to the shower and get cleaned up before anyone saw me. I crept through the kitchen, the slippery feel of spunk between my cheeks and the front of my knickers soaked with the pre cum that was still leaking from my caged cock. As I passed the lounge door I jumped as my Mistress called me. She was waiting in there for me! Shit!

'Please ma’am,' I stammered, may I shower first? I'm all dirty from doing Mr Hudson's housework.'

'No you may not slave, now come here at once.’ Quickly I curtsied and walked over to kneel at her feet as she sat cross legged in an arm chair.

As I hung my head I was suddenly overcome with the trauma of my experience. I began to cry. When my gorgeous Mistress slapped my face and told me to stop bubbling like a baby I just got worse. Eventually she asked me what was wrong. I told her. I told her everything despite my intention not to. I'd never hidden anything from her in all our years together. To do so now would be so wrong. It was probably all I had left of our relationship. So I told her everything, except how turned on I had gotten by it.

After an agonising pause she finally spoke, ‘I loaned my property to a very distinguished older gentleman. I gave that gentleman full authority to use that property in any way he saw fit. In return he promised to train my property and improve its performance. I’m perfectly happy that our agreement has been and will continue to be honoured. Do I make myself clear?’

'Yes ma’am, of course but....' She was missing the point!

'Now listen to me maid,' she demanded. ‘Julie and Mr Hudson have been so marvellous for us both. You should regard it as a privilege and an honour to perform whatever tasks they require of you. You seem to have the ridiculous impression that your feelings matter in some way. Well let me assure you, they do not. No one cares what a sissy maid thinks or feels unless they are playing with those thoughts and feelings to amuse themselves. Get it through your stupid little sissy brain – you are nothing more than a convenience, an object, an appliance just like any other. Does anyone stop to consider the feelings of a washing machine?’

‘No ma’am,’ I mumbled, looking at the floor.

‘Then why would you expect to be treated any differently?’

‘I don’t know ma’am.’

‘You don’t know, well there’s a surprise, a stupid sissy maid.’

‘Yes ma’am.’

‘Now go and get cleaned up then make sure you tidy round before you go to bed. And don't you ever dare criticize or complain about any of my friends ever again. I’m quite sure any treatment you get from Mr Hudson is your own fault. If you didn’t parade around in front of him in sissy dresses behaving like a little slut you wouldn’t find yourself on the receiving end of a serious fucking. I’ll be speaking to him tomorrow and I’ll make sure he knows you tried to get him into trouble. No doubt he’ll have something to say to you when you’re next over there. Now get out of my sight!’


Chapter 4

It had been decided that the wedding ceremony would take place seven days after the divorce. To add to the excitement my Mistress and her lover had agreed not to see each other for those seven days. It was obvious that they missed each other terribly for that week. The phone calls were long and frequent, full of promises and exclamations of love and lust. Since he moved in, Michael had been fucking my willing wife several times a day and she had gotten used to it. Now that he was out of her reach she was going crazy with frustrated lust. How did she think I felt!

Things were getting way too serious. I wasn't sure if my wife even remembered our game. I could not see how we could possibly go back to our old life now. I was depressed, frustrated and angry. The beating after the divorce was the last straw. I'd decided to call her bluff and ask her for the pills to begin my chemical castration. Either it would shock her back to reality or she would carry out her threat. Either way my frustration would be over. The constant aches in my balls and in my heart were more than I could stand.

As soon as she put down the phone I knelt in front of her, ‘Please Ma’am,' I began.

'Fuck off sissy!' she spat and walked away.

I tried again and again but the most I got was her threat that she would be keeping Master Michael advised of my repeated breaking of the rules by daring to even speak to her.

Miss Julie was a regular visitor that week and I overheard them many times talking about wedding dresses, rings and other preparations. The whole week my wife ignored me completely while Miss Julie gave me knowing smirks. One night they both got slightly drunk and, after being granted the honour of serving Miss Julie's beautiful pussy with my unworthy tongue, I spent the rest of the night running between bedrooms, allowing them to use my mouth as a toilet. I was so terrified that one of them would start to pee before I could respond to her call that I actually ended up pissing myself, much to their great amusement.

On the eve of the wedding ceremony I was called to my wife's bedroom. She was lying naked on the bed and I stood red faced trying my best not to look at her. She was stunning. I'd forgotten just how beautiful she was. 'Last time slave,' she smiled. 'Last time you ever get to touch. How would you like to lick me? All over, every inch. Between my toes, under my arms, between my ass cheeks, even my pussy. The pussy I give to another man tomorrow. The pussy you lose tomorrow. Forever.’

'Yes ma’am, thank you. It would be an honour ma’am,‘ I spluttered.

'Of course it would. But first I think there's something you want to ask me. You'd better do it now. I don't know if your Master will ever let you speak to me again after tomorrow. You know how possessive he is. So come here, kneel at your Mistress’s  bedside and beg like the good slave you're going to be for me and my new husband'.

'Please ma’am,‘ I whispered.

'Get your head up boy. I want to see your eyes when you ask'.

Lifting my head and gazing self-consciously into the deep pools of her gorgeous eyes, I gave my wife the last thing I had left to give.

‘Please ma’am, please will you castrate me. Please.’

Tears were rolling down my face as she smiled sweetly.

'Are you offering me what's left of your manhood slave? As a wedding present?'

'Yes ma’am. I can't stand it any longer. I give up. I'm yours to do with as you please'.

'You silly slave,' she laughed, 'You always were. Now the tablets are in my drawer. Bring one here and let me see you take it. And bring my birth control pills too. I can't wait to tell your Master I want to have his baby.'

I put both pills in my dry mouth but just couldn't swallow. She had me open my mouth and then spat three times into my throat. I swallowed. My castration had begun.

So much for calling her bluff! To hell with it then. If this was real, if this was what she really wanted, then I was better off without my sexual urges. The frustration was unbearable. The thought of it never ending was too much to bear. If the pills took that pain away then so be it. I would go on serving her as best I could for as long as she would have me. I loved her still. No matter what she did to me or took from me, I loved her completely. I would spend the rest of my life proving it. Not as a man. That option was closed to me now. Whatever happened I could never be a man to her again, that was obvious. As her slave I would prove it, whatever the cost.

'That's a good slave,' she cooed, 'now for your treat'. She lay down on the bed and told me to show her how much my tongue loved her. I started at her tiny toes and licked every inch of her delicious skin. I don't know if it was my imagination but she seemed to taste different. I loved her more than ever but it was as if she was a stranger to me. I didn't feel like I was licking my wife. I felt like she was someone else’s. Nevertheless, my desperate cock made its usual feeble attempts to break from the confines of its cage then quickly shrank back away from the damned spikes. I considered asking her if I might be allowed some freedom, on this special occasion. Just to be back in the chastity cage without the spikes would be heaven! Her scent and her taste filled my head. The sight of her pert tits sticking proudly up, the nipples growing as a result, I hoped, of my devoted efforts, filled me with longing for what I’d lost.

'Make the best of it slave. You will never be able to do this again. It wouldn't be right. I'm a married woman, or I will be after tomorrow. I'm going to be the perfect wife for new husband. I want to keep him forever. Mmmm! Lick the insides of my legs. It's been a long week without him. I'm used to making love at least twice a day now. It's a bit of a come down for me having to put up with your pathetic efforts isn't it?'

I couldn't answer, I was shaking too much!

'You can put that worthless tongue of yours in my pussy slave. I need to cum. If I don't get some relief right now I won't make it through the ceremony tomorrow. I'll end up dragging Michael onto the floor the moment I see him. Be warned though, you're already going to be in big trouble when Michael hears you've broken his rules again and touched me. Imagine what he'll do to you when I tell him you dared lick his new wife's pussy. Mmmmm yesssss, good girl, good little slave girl. Lick it! Suck me! Oh the thought of betraying you to my lover is going to make me cum! Oh fuuuuckkkkkk, fuck, fuck fuckkkkkkkkk!’

Eventually she calmed down and let go of my hair. I was told to continue with my tongue so, as she laid there in the afterglow of her orgasm, I continued upward. My frustration as I licked around her gorgeous breasts was almost too much to bear. I felt proud though, even as she raised her arms signalling that I should lick devotedly at her warm armpits, it felt good to know that I could still make her cum.

As I reached her neck I had a moment of stupid hope that I might actually be allowed to kiss her lips. She was my wife after all, or had been until that stupid divorce ceremony next door. After all those months of denial, frustration and humiliation surely I was entitled to a kiss, even if it was just a tease to let me see what I was missing. But no; just as I reached her ears she sighed and turned over. 'Kiss my ass slave, all over, every inch. Then I want your little slave tongue inside me. Make sure I'm nice and clean for my wedding. You're my little enema girl tonight, my douche and enema slut. Make the best of it because after tonight you'll be back to cleaning my shoes and underwear. That's as close as Michael will ever let you get to me'.

I did make the best of it. I lavished my love and devotion on her. I wanted her to know how grateful I was for her hard work in making all my fantasies come true. Even the ones that I'd maybe rather hadn't come true. I couldn't complain though. I'd asked her to go all out and that's exactly what she'd done. Big time!

She came again as I speared her ass with my tongue. I cringed as she squealed her lover's name. I was the one doing all the work, making her cum, while he got all the credit. Such was my life now I supposed.

As she lay panting and letting out soft sighs of satisfaction I lovingly kissed the bottoms of her feet. Just as I thought she might drift off to sleep she jumped up and skipped into the bathroom. 'I need a shower and a pee slave,' she shouted over her shoulder. 'Don't make me tell Michael you wouldn't help me.'

She was in the shower cubicle when I got there. 'Come on then stupid. Strip off and come and wash your Mistress'. I didn't need asking twice. Even having to kneel in front of her as she giggled and pissed in my mouth and over my face was a small price to pay for the honour of worshiping her beautiful figure with a soapy sponge.

Afterwards, as I dried her with a soft towel she told me how excited she was about the next day. She wanted everything to be perfect. She really was like a first time bride. I even found myself wondering if she had been this excited on the night before I married her all those years ago.

Before climbing into bed she pulled a transparent latex one-piece suit from a drawer. I thought it was for me so I was surprised when she ordered me to help her put it on. It was a little bit big for her but that, as I would learn, was for a reason. 'I hope you appreciate this slave,' she said. 'I am going to absolutely cook in this thing! I'll be suffering from dehydration by morning'.

The suit was smooth to the touch and smelled incredible. 'This is for you to wear tomorrow, under your dress. You'll be slipping around inside it in my sweat. You'll love that won't you? You little pervert'.

Dress? What dress?

'I want you to wear my old wedding dress. I'll be wearing a new one. New dress for new husband. Old dress for old husband. You see?'

I was beginning to. I'd lost some weight since we started this game. Partly through anxiety and partly through only being fed my wife and her lover's leftovers. But still, the dress wouldn't fit. I would just look silly. Apart from that, it would be covered in stains, spunk stains, from the last time she wore it for John, Michael's uncle.

'Julie has been working on it, letting it out, so it won't be too bad a fit. I told her not to clean it though. I think it’s more appropriate for you to wear it with the stains, don't you?'

I tucked her into bed and stood waiting to be dismissed. 'Tomorrow is going to be so much fun slave, me in my new dress, the blushing bride and you in my old one, the blushing sissy slave. At least there'll be no confusion over who the groom is!' she laughed.

'Ok you can go now. Michael isn't here so I'll let you sleep in the spare room. You can take a pair of my fluffy slippers to cuddle. Wake me at seven. We have a big day ahead.'

As I went to leave I heard her murmur sleepily, ' I hope you enjoyed tonight slave. From tomorrow things are going to change. Our lives are changing. It'll be fun, you'll see. '

'Yes ma’am,' I answered quietly. 'Thank you for tonight, it was marvellous. Good night ma’am'.

As I slipped out and pulled the door closed behind me her soft voice drifted through the gap, ' I still love you'.

What? Did I imagine that? Wishful thinking?

I stood for five minutes or more listening for more. I almost went back in there. But if I did imagine it she would laugh at me. The feeling of elation I had right now would be destroyed. Better to have the illusion, if that's what it was. I kissed and cuddled her fluffy slippers extra hard that night as I drifted in and out of sleep.

I was up before 6am cleaning the already sparkling house. I took my Mistress wife a cup of tea at seven. She looked so cute lying there. Her lustrous dark brown hair fanned over her pillow, her lips slightly parted as if inviting a lover's kiss. She opened her eyes and smiled and my heart melted. As she pushed the duvet away I marvelled as if for the first time at her gorgeous body tightly encased in transparent latex. There was condensation inside it and when she stood up I was mesmerised by the sight of her beautiful body sliding around in her accumulated perspiration. I followed her to the bathroom where I was told to remove my maids outfit and get into the shower with her. I helped her slip out of the latex body suit as she told me to be careful not to spill any of her sweat. Then our roles were reversed as she helped me to slip my legs into the soaking wet legs of the suit. Before I pulled up the top half I had to step out of the shower and retrieve a key from my mistress's bedside cabinet. She quickly unlocked my chastity plate and the tube that encased my cock. It had been so long! I felt so naked and vulnerable without it. I felt sure the spikes must have punctured the skin of my cock and was hugely relieved to see only red dimples where they’d dug in many times.

'Let's get one thing straight slave,' she addressed me as she helped me slide my arms into the suit and then did up the zip at the back. 'You may be out of the cage but that doesn't mean you are not my slave. If you make any attempt at all or if I even get the feeling you may be considering making your pathetic little thing spit its slime, I will beat you within an inch of your life. Then I'll have Miss Julie beat you, then I'll give you to Michael. Then slave, 'she scowled as she lifted my chin and spat in my face, 'Then we'll take you for a long ride and dump you naked at the side of the road. By the time you find your way back here I'll have e-mailed a hundred of the most embarrassing pictures I have of you to everyone you ever knew. Finally, I'll divorce you. I'll make it real messy. Pictures in the paper along with my tearful confession of how you abused your poor little wife and forced her to indulge in sordid sex games with other men. Am I getting through to you scumbag?'

'Yes ma’am, I won't do anything wrong ma’am, I promise'. What was I saying? How would my cumming after all I'd been through be wrong? I was a grown man, a married grown man. She had me so mixed up I was regarding my most basic rights as something wrong and disgusting for fuck's sake!

'That's a good girl. I’ll have to get used to calling you girl soon when those pills start taking effect won’t I? Now get your head over the toilet I need to pee. Go get today’s pills from my bedside cabinet first. I'll give you something to wash them down with. Julie will be here soon. She wants to get you ready first then you can both help me'.

The latex suit was tighter on me than it had been on her. It squeaked as my thighs rubbed together. It was incredibly warm. The only part of my body exposed to the air was my head so the sweat was running freely down my face as I made my Mistress her breakfast. The fact that I was swimming in my gorgeous wife's sweet perspiration had me feeling faint with desire. My cock was rock hard and rubbing helplessly against the slippery inside of the suit. Any movement on my part had me on the verge of cumming. Several times I had to stop moving and try to think totally unerotic thoughts. I found myself wishing those damned pills would start working. I was better off in the chastity cage. How I could possibly stand this all day was beyond me!

Just after 8am Miss Julie arrived. She laughed at my latex bodysuit and ran her finger over my clearly visible engorged cock. I had to pull away sharply or I would have cum right there. Unfortunately that was not considered an excuse for being rude. I had to fetch the cane and bend over while Miss Julie administered six sharp reminders of my place. At least it made my cock shrink down for a while.

The ladies laughed and talked excitedly as I stood waiting. Eventually Miss Julie took me into the spare bedroom and dressed me. My wife's dirty white stockings and knickers. A white silk corset that she put her foot in my back and laced so tight I could not draw breath. Then, over my head, the wedding dress. Miss Julie had done a good job. It fitted reasonably well. It was clearly dirty though. The stains were immediately obvious and my face flushed with embarrassment as Miss Julie laughed and pointed at them.

'Don't look so upset slave. You weren't upset when those stains were put there were you? From what I hear it was a fantasy come true for you. Well now your wife gets her fantasy. To see her cuckold sissy husband sporting signs of her adultery right there at her wedding. Wear your dress proudly slave. Let’s face it, you don't have anything else to be proud of do you?'

I sat patiently as she did my hair and makeup. She even painted my nails a slutty red. Finally she helped me into a pair of white stiletto boots with deadly looking six inch heels. As I stood with my feet forced right up on tiptoe, Miss Julie walked me to a mirror and showed me what I'd become. I thought I'd laugh or be ashamed but I wasn't. She had done a great job; I really looked like a woman, a bride, although a rather disgusting one with spunk stains all over my dress. But I was still a man in a dress. Well, not much of a man actually. But then that was the point I guessed. I was the rejected sissy cuckold. Michael would be the strong masculine groom. I was what my wife wanted me to be. I should be proud. I would show her and everyone who came to this wedding. I was my Mistress's slave and proud to be just that.

I was just getting a handle on things, just beginning to believe I could get through this, when my wife walked in.

'Oh Julie you are incredible. Look what you've done to my ex-husband'.

'I just let out what's already there babe, what's always been there,' Julie replied, obviously pleased with my wife's reaction.

I could only stare at the floor as my Mistress circled me and gave little gasps of pleasure. A tear rolled down my face. Why was I feeling so emotional? Maybe it was those damned tablets. Julie quickly wiped it away with a tissue and warned me of the consequences of ruining her hard work.

'Right my turn now,' my wife cried, 'You can help Miss Julie slave but before I put on my dress you have to leave the room. I don't want you to see me before Michael. It wouldn't be right. Miss Julie can fit your ankle hobbles and we have a new collar for you. It's nice and wide and stiff, a bit like my new husband's cock in fact'. They both cracked up at that.

'The collar will help with your posture slave, and it has hooks so we can fix your wrists to it. That will keep those naughty hands from straying anywhere near your little clit'.

Miss Julie giggled again at that. 'You know you're right, ' she laughed, 'It is more like a clit than a cock. Come on little clit boy let’s get your Mistress ready for her wedding'.


Chapter 5

Miss Julie was very professional in getting my wife ready. As they chatted and laughed, taking the glasses of chilled wine I brought them without a thank you, my wife had her hair done, makeup, nails, everything. Her underwear was very much like mine, although she didn't need the corset! I was treated like a stupid apprentice, fetching, carrying, holding and helping. All the while trying to move as little as possible for fear of exploding months’ worth of backed up sperm all over the inside of my latex body suit. I tried not to take any notice of how beautiful my wife was. I tried not to smell her perfume. Most of all, I tried not to think about her giving herself to another man, to be his wife.

After a while Miss Julie fixed my ankle straps in place and secured the collar around my neck. My head was forced up as the white leather bit into the underside of my chin. My hands were left free for now.

When the doorbell rang I was sent to answer it and told not to come back into the bedroom. It took me ages to hobble to the door with my mincing little steps. It was Mr Hudson at the door, not very pleased at the delay and, as I let him in, Michael arrived. He grinned widely as he took in my appearance. Blushing deep red I gave the gentlemen drinks, curtsied respectfully and made myself busy arranging flowers and moving furniture and chairs into place as I'd been instructed to do by my wife. It was very slow work hobbled as I was but neither guest offered any help. They just stood watching and making fun of me. It seemed ages before there was a knock on the lounge door and Miss Julie entered. She walked over to the stereo and pressed play. As the traditional wedding march played I hurried as quickly as I could over to the half open door. Miss Julie followed me and fixed my hands to my collar as I stood facing into the room. My wife walked past me and I got my first glimpse of her dress. It was pure white and made of silk and lace. It seemed very feminine and classy from my view of the back as I hobbled pathetically after her.

Mr Hudson stood and moved to stand in the centre of the room. Miss Julie remained behind me as I caught up with my wife and stood beside her. As I knelt down I saw the front of her dress. It had a large opening in front which showed off the top of her proud breasts and the skirt was shaped up over to reveal the tops of her white silk stockings. As I dropped my gaze I took in the shiny patent leather of her white platform shoes. She was a total wet dream of a bride.

Miss Julie moved to switch off the music and Mr Hudson coughed into his hand before beginning.

'Ladies, Gentlemen, and even...sissy slave, we are here today to witness the marriage of this beautiful lady and her handsome young man'.

Michael was stood at my other side. I looked up to see him smiling at my wife.

'Who is giving this gorgeous lady away today?' Mr Hudson asked.

'Excuse me sir,' I murmured. 'I am'.

'He certainly is!' Miss Julie added from behind me and everyone laughed loudly.

'Very well then, you may step back and make room for your worthy replacement'.

I shuffled backwards awkwardly and watched as Michael stood beside my wife and took her hand.

At Mr Hudson's direction they each swore their love for each other. Then my wife or should I say now, my Mistress, removed the engagement ring John had given her and passed it to Miss Julie. Michael placed a new wedding ring on her finger and they kissed deeply.

'Ah, young love!' Mr Hudson exclaimed.

'My dear, it has been a pleasure to get to really know both you and your former husband, now maid, over the past months. I have enjoyed our times together immensely. I am so happy that you have found a real man to care for you, to hold you and love you, to satisfy you as you deserve. I'm pleased too that your ex has seen his true place in your life and has accepted it so well. I look forward to continuing to aid you in his training and discipline. It is an honour and a pleasure to declare you, to all intents and purposes, man and wife.’

'Now I believe some speeches are in order for such a fine occasion'. Mr Hudson continued. 'Julie, perhaps you would like to start?'

'Thank you Mr Hudson'. Julie moved to stand in Mr Hudson's place as everyone took a seat. I had an embarrassing struggle to pour Champaign into glasses and serve them to the guests but managed it eventually before standing to one side.

'It feels now as if I've known you guys for ever, but actually it’s really not that long since we met. I just want to say what a pleasure it's been for me. I've seen what seemed to be an ordinary relationship grow and develop into something quite amazing. The effect on your now sissy maid has been fascinating to watch, not to mention very funny at times. My relationship with you has grown to the point where I really regard you as my sister. We've had such incredible conversations, hatched plans together, encouraged each other and generally just had an amazing time. To see it come to this point is just mind blowing. I've played a very enjoyable role as friend to you and as babysitter to your slave and I hope to continue as both for a long time to come. Michael is a very nice guy and I don't think you could have made a better choice. I wish you both every happiness and I wish  your sissy maid never ending frustration and humiliation.. To the three of you - cheers!'

'Thank you Julie,' said Mr Hudson. 'Michael, perhaps you would like to take the floor?'

'Thank you. Erm, to begin with I'd like to thank Mr Hudson for officiating today and for taking some photographs which I'm sure we will treasure for many years. Thanks to Julie for all the hard work she's put in. My wife,' he paused and smiled as everyone clapped and cheered, 'looks amazing and you've done an excellent job of dressing our maid appropriately. Thank you.’

'When I first met my bride I knew I had to have her. I was madly in lust with her from the moment I set eyes on her. It's embarrassing when I think back to that night. I was so eager to impress her. I never stopped thinking about her afterwards. Every night I dreamt of being with her again. I couldn't really understand the slave husband thing; I couldn't see what he got out of it at all. To be honest I still don't fully understand. But hey! What do I care? I get to have this beautiful woman as my own, all day every day. I just feel so lucky. Ok there are a few complications but I think I'm beginning to see the upside of that. I have a home now, plenty of money; I don't have to lift a finger. I'm waited on hand and foot. Best of all I get to be with a lady I've fallen madly in love with. If keeping her means beating her slave's ass now and again then so be it, I can manage that. We've talked long and hard, my bride and I, and we've decided that I can live by her rules so long as her slave lives by mine. So ladies and gentlemen, a toast to the sad excuse for a man, if that's the right word, who made it possible for me to be with the sexiest most gorgeous woman on the planet, to our sissy slave'.

'To slave!' they all repeated as I stood red faced and bound wearing my wife’s cast off clothes, her sweat covering my body inside the latex body suit.

'And last but by no means least, to my beautiful bride. I love you. I don't care about the age difference, I don't care about the baggage that comes with you. You are mine forever and nobody will ever come between us. To my beautiful bride!’

'To the bride!' everyone repeated.

I had to refill the glasses as Mr Hudson called my Mistress to speak. With so little movement of my hands possible I inevitably spilt a little Champaign as I tried to refill everyone’s glasses. I was slapped hard across the face for my clumsiness by Miss Julie as my wife began speaking.

‘Thank you Mr Hudson. And thank you my darling for those lovely words'. My cock twitched inside the latex suit as she took Michael's face in her hands and kissed him deeply.

'You know it’s really amazing to think back over the years to how my then husband and I started on the journey that has lead us to today. We began by playing around with bondage and a little mild c.p. then, to add a little spice, I would pretend to fancy some other guy. That led to me actually taking a guy around the back of a pub and snogging him silly one night when I was out with friends. They thought I'd gone home. It's funny now but at the time I was so nervous, wondering what my husband's reaction would be. You loved it though, didn't you slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I muttered. I should have been annoyed that she was revealing so much of our personal and private history but I was too busy staring at her nylon encased legs. The tops of her legs where the white of her stockings gave way to the tanned flesh of her thighs was mesmerising.

'Then on our little weekends away I started letting guys chat me up in night clubs didn't I. He would come back from the bar with a drink for me to find me snogging some guy in the middle of the dancefloor. Then back at the hotel I'd wrap my little husband in cling film and tease his poor straining cock while I talked about what a great kisser the guy was. That led to my husband urging me to advertise on a swinger’s site, which led eventually to him enjoying the sight of me half naked on the back seat of the car with a young guy. The guy had his fingers buried in my pussy while I undid his flies and burrowed my hand inside his trousers to grasp his impressive cock. I threw one leg over the front seat so you could kiss my boots while I kissed my young lover isn't that right slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered again. Her ankles now had me hypnotised. They were so dainty and those white patent shoes with their platform soles. All I could think of was how they would smell, how they would taste when she pulled her tiny feet out of them.

'Finally, with a great deal of encouragement, I agreed to make my husband's greatest fantasy come true. We arranged a weekend away with my young lover to be staying in the same hotel. I'll never forget the look on your face as I gazed at you over his shoulder while he slid his cock inside my married pussy, or later, when I left you to go to his room. I tied you to a chair and told you I didn't want to be disturbed. I told you this time is just for me. I felt so sexy, so powerful!’

'The next time I left you at home didn't I slave? I'd never spent a single night away from you in twenty years of marriage. Suddenly I was going away with my lover, leaving you at home to do my housework. That happened twice I think before, on the third occasion, I telephoned you and told you to drive to the hotel so I could give you a surprise. It was your birthday and you thought I'd forgotten. I'd deliberately arranged to go away with another man and leave you on your birthday. Now that was hot!'

'You got to the hotel in record time,' she laughed. 'I met you in reception and took you to our room. I told you not to speak, just to do as I said. Once in the room I had you stand like a chastised little boy in the middle of the room while my young lover and I sat together on the couch. I told him right in front of you how pathetic you were in bed. You took it. You just stood there red faced while I talked about your little limp dick and your pathetic attempts to satisfy me. Then I asked my lover to punish you for being a wimp and a sissy. I had you drop your trousers and stand between my knees facing sideways. You had to pull up your shirt to expose your behind to my lover's belt. While he berated you for being such a sad excuse for a husband I reached up and fondled your rock hard little cock didn't I? It must have been about two seconds before you started thrusting your hips! But I stopped didn't I? just as you were about to cum. Then I started again. How many times? It must have been at least four or five before I finally allowed you to cum. You had to beg me for permission first though didn't you? And then you had to apologise to my lover for being such a wimp. That was quite a squirt though wasn't it slave. It shot right across the room! I think that's when I really knew, a normal relationship was not right for us. You needed something more and I wanted to give it to you.'

'And so began our present game. Except it's not a game anymore. I had a wonderful time with John and I learned so much, about myself and about my slave husband. Unfortunately there were problems and it had to end. That's where my darling Michael comes in. You were not an obvious choice. Young, inexperienced; it would never work. But it has. Oh boy, it has! There have been times when I wanted to quit, times when I know you did too slave. I guess we've both shed more than a few tears along the way. I had to hide mine from you. I had to be strong for you. Poor Julie got the brunt of my tears and frustrations, my sadness and uncertainty. She was my rock, my confidant, my advisor, and I will always love her for that.'

'So here we are, looking forward to the future. I have a young, handsome lover, someone I can hold and love and I have a devoted maid to serve and amuse me. What woman could ask for more? I love you Michael. I love you too slave. But I'm in love with Michael. I don't know what the future holds for us but right now I am the happiest I've ever been. I want to share my happiness by proving to you Michael my darling that I love you and I'm yours completely. Then I want to share my happiness with you my devoted slave, by taking you to the very depths of humiliation, frustration and despair, because that, I now understand, is what you want and need. Don't you?'

I was miles away, day dreaming stupid thoughts about being small enough to slip inside one of her shoes, to be in the tight leather confines squashed between the leather of her shoe and the silk of her stocking!

'It seems your slave is too busy having inappropriate thought about his Mistress to pay attention when she is speaking to him,’ thundered Mr Hudson. I jerked out of my reverie and quickly apologised, curtsying several times. 'Fill these glasses while I take some photographs boy,' he ordered. 'And see me afterwards!'

'Yes sir, thank you sir!' I stammered as I shuffled as quickly as my ankle fetters would allow, to get more Champaign from the refrigerator.

When I returned with the Champaign they were all posing for photographs. I stayed out of the way as much as possible hoping not to be noticed. I really did not want my picture taken dressed in my wife's soiled wedding dress!

Unfortunately Julie noticed me and commented that I was the only one who had not made a speech.

Michael said, 'so what? What can he say that's of any interest?' But my wife put her finger across his lips and shushed him saying that it might be a laugh to hear what I had to say at my wife's wedding.

So there I was standing red faced with the fresh bottle of Champaign I’d been unable to open because of my bound wrists, wanting to look at the floor but unable to because of the damned collar. 'Sir's and Ladies,' I began, 'I loved my wife very much. I love my Mistress even more! I'm not sure how it came to this but I am very happy to see her so happy. I would like to thank Mr Hudson and Miss Julie for helping me to learn to be a better slave to my Mistress. I would like to thank Master Michael for making her so happy and fulfilling her needs in ways I could only dream of. Finally, I would like to thank my Mistress for supporting me, encouraging me and, where necessary, forcing me, to continue my journey into abject slavery to the most beautiful and sexy woman who ever lived. I am amazed at what she has put me through and cannot even begin to guess what she will put me through in future. All I know is how hard my useless slave cock is and how I feel like I am going to explode with pent up sexual frustration. I cannot stand living like this but I could never live without it now.'

Miss Julie stood in front of me as I spoke and, taking the Champaign from me, told me to kneel before lifting the front of her dress and forcing my mouth against her silk knickered pussy. 'Carry on slave,' she ordered.

With a muffled voice I continued, 'Thank you everyone for making this experience possible for my Mistress and I. Thank you Mistress for allowing me to serve you. I worship you and will love you forever. I will do anything and pay any price to ensure the happiness I can see you feel today never ends. A toast to the happy coupmmmmm.'

Julie pushed my face into her groin and I inhaled her heady scent. My head swam and my cock pulsed dangerously close to expelling its pent up load. Suddenly the dress was raised and I knelt there blinking in the bright light. Miss Julie stood over me smiling as I realised that we were alone. Everyone else had gone into the kitchen to enjoy the snacks I'd earlier prepared. Julie knelt next to me, 'You are going to have to get used to being ignored slave,' she smirked. I made the mistake of looking directly into her cold blue eyes and she spat in face, once, twice, three times. 'Now get up and go earn your keep you fucking looser!'

Rising unsteadily to my feet, I shuffled into the kitchen, spit dripping from my nose and chin. I knew better than to attempt to wipe it off.

Food was consumed and the Champagne flowed until eventually Mr Hudson said he was going home. He said it was time the newly-weds were left alone to consummate their love. I showed him to the door where he instructed me, 'report to my house at ten in the morning. That should give you time to clean up here. I want to discuss the small matter of your lack of attention when your Mistress sees fit to lower herself to addressing you'.

'Yes sir,' I answered.

'And there is also the matter of your attempt to get me in trouble with your Mistress. I will not tolerate any attempt from a pathetic little slut like you to undermine my authority!’

‘I’m sorry Sir, I shouldn’t have…..’

'Oh and one more thing,' He interupted as he stepped outside. 'Wear that dress, I like it'.

'Yes Sir,' I curtsied and closed the door.

On my way back to the kitchen Miss Julie caught me. She undid my ankle fetters so that I could walk upstairs. We went into my Mistress's bedroom and prepared it. Candles, incense, soft music, bed turned down. Miss Julie even scattered rose petals on the white silk sheets.

She removed my posture collar, much to my relief, and had me bring a chair from the dining room. As instructed, I set it beside the bed and she used stockings and tights from my Mistress's drawer to secure me to it. Finally, she raised her skirt and slid down her knickers. She stuffed them into my mouth, following it with a hastily removed stocking. The other stocking she used to secure my gag, wrapping it tightly around my head. My mouth was filled with her taste and my nose drew in her scent as she leaned over me.

'I want you to know slave, this is not my idea. I don't think you deserve this but your Mistress has taken pity on you for some reason. Don't worry though, I'm sure you'll pay for this privilege later. In fact, I'm staying the night so I'll come and collect you later and we'll redress the balance a little ok?'

I nodded, my cock being about to burst! I was going to see my darling wife consummate her marriage!

'Remember though, no cumming. I would not want to be you if you do sissy!'

I nodded again. Shit this was going to be impossible!

I heard giggling in the hallway then Michael entered carrying my Mistress, his bride. He threw her onto the bed and they both giggled more as they struggled with their clothes. She lifted her dress and slipped off her tiny g string, throwing it at me. It hit my face and slid down into my lap as he tore off his shirt and dropped his trousers. His eyes never left sight of her as he struggled out of his boxers. She burst out laughing as his turgid cock caught in the material and he struggled to free it.

Not even bothering to remove his socks, he was on her. I saw her eyes fly wide open as he penetrated her swiftly and powerfully in one lunge.

'Oh baby!' she cooed.

'I've waited a full week for this!' he yelled, 'seven fucking days thinking about this moment. You are gonna get it now girl!'

'Oh I hope so baby, I seriously hope so!' My Mistress answered as she wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. They kissed deeply while he moved slowly in and out of her rapidly moistening pussy. I was so close I could see her juices coating his shaft as he pulled back.

'Fuck this!' He cried. 'No time for being subtle.'

With that he slid his elbows under her knees to raise her legs up and back till her knees were touching her chest and her ankles were wrapped around his neck. I didn't even know she could do that!

He wasted no time, pounding her delicate pussy, grunting like an animal as he took his pleasure. Far from being upset, she seemed flattered by his desperation, encouraging him with her own squeals and whimpers.

After just a few minutes he groaned, 'It's coming baby. You want it huh? You want it all inside you?'

'Always baby, oh always, always, alwaaaaaaaa!'

Her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth hung open, a deep groan emanating from the core of her body as he stiffened and thrust harder and more vulgarly, once twice, ten times. I could see her pussy overflowing as her face reddened, veins standing out on her neck. I think she must have passed out at around thrust five but he just went right on driving into her deepest regions, spraying his virile man juice into her, claiming his property once more.

Eventually he collapsed on top of her breathing hard, a sheen of sweat covering his body. With gentle kisses he brought her round before turning to me. 'I just came in my new wife man,' he smiled. 'And she fucking loved it, didn't you baby?'

'Mmmmm,' my Mistress confirmed as she opened her eyes and looked over at me. I caught her wink as she sighed, 'I love you my darling,' before turning to wrap her arms around his neck and slide her soft pink tongue into his mouth. 'I really (kiss) really (kiss) love (kiss) you (kiiiiiiiiissssssss).

When he got up to go to the bathroom my Mistress stood up and removed her dress. She dropped it on the floor and came over to me. Taking off one shoe she held it over my nose and mouth telling me to breathe deeply 'Because it’s as close as you'll ever get to touching me now slave!'

The other shoe was removed then she slipped one onto each of my tied hands before jumping back into bed.

When Michael returned they cuddled up and spoke in whispers. Occasionally they laughed and kissed. He idly stroked her breasts as she ran her immaculate nails lightly up and down his thigh causing his cock to erect and twitch away once more. My own cock was just as eager, if not more so, despite the spikes, but lacked the guarantee of being well taken care of that his enjoyed.

Soon the kisses became deeper and more lustful. Her hand moved to his cock and I watched her delicate fingers encircle it. My own fingers explored the insides of my Mistress's shoes as I watched.

It was different this time. Unhurried, considered; this was a man and woman making love. I could write their earlier session off as just sex but not this time. They were exploring each other's bodies, coaxing whimpers and moans from each other. He slipped his hand between her legs and brought it away covered in their combined juices. She took his hand to her mouth and looking him straight in the eyes, licked and sucked his fingers clean. That was enough for him as he pushed her down and slid once more inside her welcoming velvet embrace. Slowly their rhythm built. Their mouths parted only to allow them to exchange words of love, promises of fidelity, compliments and heartfelt exclamations of lust.

She swore she would love him forever. He swore he would kill any man who tried to stand between them. She told him she had never experienced anything like his lovemaking. He told her she was the best fuck in the world.

She begged him to make love to her all day every day. He promised that every drop of spunk his body could produce would be squirted inside her.

As their rhythm increased I marvelled at his control. I was on the very edge of cumming and I was only watching! I tried to look away, tried to think of something unsexy, but it was impossible. The room was filled with the sight, sounds and smells of two people madly in love and in lust and, for the first time, I wished the spikes in my chastity cage were sharper or longer, anything to stop the huge forbidden orgasm I could feel building within my groin.

She took his face in her hands and told him about the pill. She explained how I had begged her to chemically castrate me. She laughed as she told him I could not stand the frustration and had pleaded with her to help. Then she told him that she was giving her birth control pills to me too. She said she wanted to encourage him to make love to her as much as possible, to impregnate her, to put his baby in her belly.

He asked her if she was sure. A tear rolled down her face as she said 'Yes, very sure'.

He licked up her tear and savoured it like a fine wine before hugging her more tightly to him and beginning to pound her in earnest. She wrapped her legs around his waist and hugged him to her repeating over and over, 'Do it my darling, put your baby in me, put your baby in me, please!'

'Ah, Ah, Ah Ah, Ohhhhhhhhhh, please, please pleeeeeease!'

I watched her cum, thrusting her hips up to meet his, her eyes wide in apparent wonder that she could experience such exquisite pleasure. I watched his hands hold her head, his fingers tangled in her hair, his hips pounding, spasming as he shot his virile seed deep into her bowels.

When they finally stopped I let out a long breath. I hadn't realised I was holding it in. Then I realised something else. I'd cum! I could fell the extra warmth, the additional wetness. I'd been vaguely aware of a growing pressure in my cock but in the heat of their passion I'd forgotten to control myself. It had been a poor unstimulated orgasm but an orgasm just the same. If she found out I was dead meat!

Looking guiltily over at my wife I was relieved to see she had not noticed. She was far too engrossed in her new young husband to worry about me. They lay for a long time slowly recovering from their bout of hot lovemaking. Eventually I could tell from the soft, even rhythm of their breathing that they were asleep. I was very tired myself but there was no way I could relax. I kept re-running my Mistress's threats through my mind. What she would do if I allowed myself to cum. She would find out I was sure. She would see the evidence when I undressed. The sperm would be there under my silicone body suit. Even if she missed that, she would see it in my eyes. Shit what was I going to do?

I was relieved when Miss Julie came in quietly and collected me, having me follow her to the spare bedroom. I knew from the smell as she opened the door that she had put rubber sheets on the bed. The cruel bitch knew very well how much that smell turned me on. I was told to undress in front of her. I tried to turn away to hide the wetness at my groin but she insisted I face her. I just hoped that my sperm would be lost in the sweat that had soaked me head to toe. 'What's this slave?' she cried. 'If I'm not mistaken you've been a very naughty girl!' She ran a finger through the thick stickiness at my groin before forcing it into my mouth.

'Please ma’am, ' I pleaded. 'I didn't mean to! I'm sorry! Please don't tell her, please!'

'We'll have to see about that slave. Go and take a shower, you're disgusting. Then get back here. In fact, take this with you.' She handed me a metal cock cage. It was even smaller than my usual one. Surely I would never fit? 'You'd better make it a cold shower, even your tiny thing is going to be a squeeze in this one,' she laughed. 'And be quick. If you keep me waiting too long I might get bored and decide to go and tell your Mistress what you've done.'

I showered and had the tiny tube in place in record time. Fear worked as well as the cold water to shrink my cock to a state where I could just manage to squeeze it into the tube. The urethral insert was a different matter, I’d never used one before and it took some nervous minutes to get it in place and locked. On my return to the spare bedroom Miss Julie inspected the device carefully, informing me that the smallness of the cage meant there was a risk of me being able to pull out of it if I was determined enough, but the urethral insert made that impossible.

I spent the rest of the night worshipping Miss Julie's body. I licked every inch of her, slurped her soaking pussy to three orgasms and delved my aching tongue into her ass over and over. She had me plead with her not to tell my wife I’d cum inside the latex body suit. I had to promise to obey her in everything forever. I had to amuse her by telling her how much I loved and worshipped my Mistress and how it hurt me when she made love to Master Michael. All the while I could feel the insert inside my cock making me feel doubly restrained and doubly violated. Finally, as it was getting light outside, she fell asleep with most of her dainty right foot in my mouth.


Chapter 6

Next morning Miss Julie demanded a repeat of my previous devotions so it was late when I eventually emerged from the spare room to begin my housework My Mistress wife was waiting for me seated in the lounge. She was wearing her purple silk robe and I stood transfixed for a moment by her beauty. As she crossed her legs the sound of her white stockinged legs rubbing together had my desperate cock straining futilely against its cruel confinement. Dropping to my knees I crawled to her and knelt staring in awe at her sexy purple mules. They had a fluffy purple feather on the strap that crossed the top of each foot and her tiny nylon encased toes poked out from underneath it, beckoning to me, teasing me, calling for my devotion.

She was so beautiful, so perfect and so goddess-like. And I, I was such a low life, less than a man, certainly not worthy to consider myself her husband. I was lucky she allowed me to remain a part of her life, even if it was as her maid. Her perfection made me feel disgusted with myself. I was her lover’s slave, her friend’s adult baby, her neighbour’s sex toy. How could she even bear to look at me?

'Did you enjoy the wedding slave?' She asked.

'Yes Ma’am, you looked incredible in your wedding dress'.

'Thank you slave, you looked very interesting in yours too'. She smiled.

'What about seeing Michael make love to me, how was that?'

'It was incredible Ma’am. You were so beautiful.' I answered truthfully.

'Yes, I must admit, I quite enjoyed having you there myself. I wanted you to see how we are together now, Michael and I. Your face was a picture. I could see all the emotions there; jealousy, lust, love, frustration. Make no mistake, Michael gives me the most incredible orgasms anyway, but seeing you like that just took the intensity to another level, I can't begin to explain it to you how it felt!'

'I'm glad I could play some role in your pleasure Ma’am'. I meant it too!

'Yes, but what about your pleasure slave? I hope you obeyed me and refrained from any disgusting little sissy orgasms. Well?'

Shit, I thought we'd got past this. I thought I'd gotten away with it. Had Miss Julie said something to her? She was looking at me like she could see it written on my forehead. Before I could stop myself I was saying, 'Please Ma’am, I didn't mean to, I couldn't help it, you were so beautiful and I love you so much, I.....' Shit what had I done?!

Taking my chin in her delicate hand she raised my face so that I was looking her in the eye. 'You know what I warned you would happen slave.'

'Please Ma’am, I'm sorry I just....'

'Quiet! You can think yourself very lucky that I'm in a good mood. If you had lied to me you would be in a whole word of pain right now slave. And then we'd be over, you and I. However, since you told the truth I'm going to be lenient with you. I'm going to stretch your punishment out for a very long time. I'm going to utterly dominate, degrade and debase you for the rest of your miserable life in fact. Do you understand?'

'Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am'.

'Don't ever lie to me slave. Not ever. When I ask you a question you tell me the truth. You tell me everything. That way I can use the information to torture, humiliate and frustrate you all the more, can't I?'

'Yes Ma’am'.

'Good boy, 'she soothed, stroking my face and wiping a tear from my cheek.

'Now then, Michael is out for the day so..... How would you like a little reminder of what you've given up?'

What was she talking about?

'You know I've taken away your husband hood don't you. Not to mention your manhood. Some might even say your human hood. Or should that be humanity? Anyway, you know what I mean. You have nothing now. No rights, no privileges, nothing except the scraps I see fit to throw you from my table. Isn't that right slave?'

'Yes Ma’am, of course, but I don't care, I just want to be near you, to serve you in any way you see fit'.

'I know that silly, but what if you forget? Can you even remember now what your life used to be like? Do you recall what it meant to be a man, to be my husband?'

It sounded like a trick question. Did she want me to remember?

'The thing is slave; if you forget all that then it won't hurt anymore. I'm afraid you'll just become so absorbed in your role as my slave that you won't be jealous any more. You won't ache for me; you won't desire me. If that were to happen then I wouldn't want to do this anymore. What would be the point?'

Where the hell was she going with this?

'How would you like to go to bed with me?'

WHAT!?

'Come on,' she took my hand and stood up. In a complete daze I stood too and she led me from the room and up the stairs. 'I want to show you what you are missing,' she laughed, as she noted my shocked expression.

Once inside, what I'd now come to think of as my Mistress’s bedroom, she let go of my hand and searched her handbag. 'Ah, here we are,' she smiled as she held up the key to my chastity belt.

I looked nervously around the room expecting to see Michael, her lover, now husband. As my wife unlocked and removed the metal shield over my new tiny tube I just kept thinking, 'What's the catch? There has to be a catch!'

Her closeness and the smell of her perfume had me itching to take her in my arms but I was too afraid. If this was real and I made a wrong move that ruined it I would be devastated. So instead I just stood there, cock twitching inside its metal tube, thinking over and over to myself, 'Don't get too excited. Don't get your hopes up. This is a trick, another one of your Mistress Wife's cruel jokes, it has to be!'

She had trouble removing the tube from my desperately inflated cock and couldn't help giggling as she eventually freed it and it sprang to attention. It was so sensitive I swear I could feel currents of air drifting over it as she turned away from me and walked to her side of the bed. I gulped in awe as she loosened her silk robe and let it slip off her delicate shoulders and drop to the floor. The bedcovers were still messed from her wedding night of passion with her new 'husband' Michael.

Lying down on her back she crooked her finger to beckon me over. In a trance I went to what used to be my side of her bed and climbed in beside her. Laying on my side facing her I was conscious of the smell of Michael's aftershave on my pillow. Turning to face me, her hand caressed my face as she whispered, 'Poor baby. You've been through so much lately. I wonder if you had known all the things that would happen, would you still have been so keen for us to play this game?'

'Yes,' I answered. 'I've hated and loved it in equal measure I think. But seeing you with other men, watching you make love, enduring your scorn, I love you even more. You are like a goddess to me, beautiful beyond measure but forever out of my reach'.

'Not right now I'm not baby,' she smiled, brushing my lips with hers. 'Right now I'm well within your reach. Come and see what you've been missing, what I'm going to be denying you for a very very long time.'

As I shuffled over to take her in my arms I felt the electric touch of her nylon enshrouded legs on mine. The fluffy feathers of one of her sexy little mules brushed the bottom of my foot as I raised my leg to take up position above her. The silken touch of her short little nightdress caressed my chest as I reached down between us to grasp my cock and guide it to her long forbidden entrance.

Fuck! I couldn't believe it. It must be nerves, the shock of it all happening so unexpectedly. I was soft. Completely limp! No, please, don't do this to me!

'What's wrong baby,' she smiled up at me. 'It's ok, go ahead, show me what a hard little cock you have, give it to me'.

That was just making me worse. How was I supposed to compete with what she was used to now? For fuck's sake, I couldn't even get a hard on!

I tried desperately to relax, take my mind off the problem and let it happen naturally. I kissed my wife hard on the lips for the first time. I should be enjoying this. When would I get this chance again? What would she think of me?

My panic must have been obvious to her as, smiling sweetly she reached down to replace my hand with hers. 'Let me see if I can work my old magic shall I?'

The feel of her soft little fingers was exquisite and suddenly I was coming! As soon as she realised, she removed her hand and, in my desperation I ground my semi-limp dick into her silk covered stomach. I groaned, more in shame than in release as the involuntary thrusts of my hips drew to a close and I lay there on top of my completely unsatisfied wife.

Fearing her anger I quickly slipped off her and rolled away, apologising, unable to look her in the face.

I lay there panting and cringing fully expecting her to go to town on me. I deserved it, I was a complete idiot! I could have had her for fuck's sake!

To my surprise she said nothing for a while then turned her pretty face to me, 'It's ok sweetheart, we could hardly expect anything else really. After all this time and everything I've put you through'.

What? She wasn't angry? She actually felt sorry for me! Moving closer she kissed my forehead. Tears welled from my eyes. I felt so ashamed. She was my wife and I couldn't even manage to make love to her. Worse still she felt sorry for me. I would have preferred her anger to her pity. She wiped a tear from my cheek as she went on, 'don’t cry baby, I'm not mad, really. I knew this would happen, or at least I suspected it would. I wanted you to see, to understand how much things have changed and why we can never go back to how we were. You understand that don't you?'

How could I argue?

'We have a new life now. We play different roles. I'm not your wife anymore and you’re not my husband. It was meant to be this way. I'm happier now than I've ever been in my life, thanks to you. You'll be happy too if you just accept things as they really are. My sex life is beyond my wildest dreams and that's down to you. Not just because you let me take a lover but because of how you make me feel when I think of you, cleaning the floor while I make love, washing the windows while I go shopping for sexy underwear for Michael, cleaning the bathroom while I cuddle up to my young stud on the couch with a glass of wine. Even more erotic, seeing the look on your face when I walk past you in that sexy underwear, watching you sob and apologise to Michael as he belts your ass, placing my foot on the back of your head as you eat from your doggy bowl on the kitchen floor, the scraps Michael and I have left from our meal, scraps I've spit and pissed on. All that and more is why I need you now more than ever. I'll never let you go, never'.

'I don't want to go Ma’am,' I snivelled. 'I love you so much. I'm sorry I can't compete with Michael'.

'Not just Michael, slave, any man. You'll never compete with any man. That's gone now. Accept it and you'll be fine. Better than fine, you'll be happy. You're not my husband. You're not even a man, are you?'

'No Ma’am, I'm sorry'.

'Don't be sorry. Be a better slave, be the best slave you can be, be my slave.’

'Yes Ma’am, I will, I promise'.

'Good boy. Just relax, accept your role in my life. Without your manhood you would be nothing if I didn't take you as my slave. Your life as a husband and even as a man is over. When you accept that fully then your life as my sissy slave can really begin. Can you do that for me sweetheart? Do you love me that much?'

'Yes Ma’am, of course I do'.

'Ok that's my good little slave. Now use your mouth to clean this mess off my nighty, quickly before Michael comes back and sees it'.

As I licked up my own slime from her silk nighty she ruffled my hair as if I was a favourite dog. 'Good boy. You will get there I know you will and, to help you, I've decided to lock that useless little cock of yours away for good'.

What?!

'I've just shown you why it will never be of any use in pleasuring a woman haven't I? And I don't want you wasting time, energy and concentration on worrying over when you'll be allowed to play with it for your own pleasure. That would never do would it? You are my slave. Your only source of pleasure should be from serving me. I want your full attention on me and my needs. That's the only way I will accept you as my slave. Any other half measures would not give me the intensity of pleasure I demand from you. Do you understand?'

'Yes Ma’am,' I answered, not sure if I did at all.

'Good. Then go down stairs and get the brown paper bag from the top of the fridge. We'll get this sorted once and for all then we can both get on with our new lives'. Grabbing the paper bag I ran back upstairs. My Mistress had pulled the duvet over herself and lay there looking gorgeous, her long dark hair poured over the white cotton pillow. I handed her the bag and she told me to fit my chastity tube back on. As soon as I tried my pathetic cock betrayed me by growing too large for the tiny tube. I couldn't help it; she looked so gorgeous, so innocent. She laughed and sent me for a cold shower, giving me exactly five minutes to be back kneeling at her side, cock tube in place.

I only just made it in time. 'Now slave take this and knead the tube between your fingers'. It was a tube of strong epoxy resin. The tube was in two parts hence her instructions to press it between my fingers, breaking the seal and mixing the contents.

'That’s it; make sure it's well mixed. The man in the store said it will harden in a couple of minutes when exposed to air, so listen carefully. I have my vibrator under here. I'm going to use it to give myself what you couldn't. While I do that you are going to lift the duvet and worship my sexy feet. You may start now'.

Lifting the duvet I saw her gorgeous tiny feet still encased in white nylon. Her cute little slippers were still on. She knew how much those things blew me away. I loved her for that.

'You may kiss the bottom of my slippers only slave. We can't have you taking liberties. I'm going to lie here playing with my dildo, watching you show your devotion until I cum. When I do I want you to help me have a really huge orgasm, the best you’ve ever given me. The only kind you can give me now. I want you to do that by squirting the glue into the lock of your chastity cage. Can you do that slave?'

'Please Ma’am.....'

'No please, no questions, no thoughts or regrets slave. It's simple. Do you love me?'

'Of course, Ma’am'.

'Then show me. Show me you don't need or want anything but the privilege of serving me, of existing solely for my pleasure. Show me'.

As she spoke I heard the sound of her toy buzzing as it enjoyed a contact with her gorgeous body that I would forever be denied if I squeezed that tube.

'Oh yes, yes slave, I can see all the thoughts all the emotions crossing your face. I bought this dildo a long time ago, when it became clear you just weren’t up to the job of satisfying me. Do you remember the pathetic fumbling attempts you used to make? I want you to know something; you never made me cum, not once, I faked it. You were a failure as a man even then, but you didn’t realise did you? Well you do now, now that you’ve seen me with real men, men who know how to fuck a woman, men who aren’t sad little sissy faggots like you.’

I was lying about him never making me cum of course in order to drive him more deeply into submission to me.

‘You love me don't you sissy? Kiss my slippers slave. Beg me. Beg me for my permission to lock away that worthless excuse for a cock. Beg me to take away your manhood forever. The chemical castration pills will ensure you’re never able to make such a pathetic attempt to make love to me ever again. The permanently locked cage will be a double guarantee of your born again virginity.’

So I did. Kissing and licking the soles of her sexy slippers I pushed the end of the nozzle into the keyhole of my cock tube and waited, listening to her moans as she pleasured herself, feeding her lust with my devotion, my humiliation, my frustration. This was what she needed from me. I would not deny her. I could not, not ever.

'Oh fucccccck I'm cummingggggg, squeeze it you pathetic sissy faggot, squeeze iiiiittttttt! Ahg, ahg, aaaaaaaaaagh!'

Kneeling there, lips pressed firmly against the soles of her sexy slippers, eyes glued to the dildo, watching it jealously as it forced its way into her moist pussy, I felt such love and devotion for my Mistress. I was honoured to be granted permission to watch as this goddess pleasured herself. I'd had my chance to give her that pleasure and failed miserably. Now I could only kneel there watching a plastic cock do what I couldn't.

My own cock seemed to be mocking me as it strained desperately against the unyielding confines of its stainless steel prison. Why couldn't it have done that earlier?

As I tore my eyes from my darling Mistress I looked down as if in a trance. My fingers were squeezing the tube of glue, sending the epoxy resin deep into the internal workings of the lock. It was strange. I felt like I was watching someone else’s hand. I hadn't decided to do this had I?

'Mmmmmm,' I looked up to see my Mistress sitting up and watching me. 'That's a good girl,' she smiled. 'I'm going to treat you like a girl now. A slave girl that's what you are. Now come here and tell me what you are.'

'I'm your slave girl Ma’am,' I murmured as I crawled forward towards her.

'Yes you are aren't you? Now your Mistress has a dirty dildo doesn't she? What are you going to do about it slave girl. Yes that's right, open up your girly little mouth so I can clean my plastic cock in there. That's a good girl'.

Her taunting words mixed with the heady smell of her perfume had me on the verge of passing out with desire for her. Then it began to sink in. What had I done? I would never make love to my darling wife ever again. I would never even feel her tiny fingers work their magic on my pathetic straining manhood. For fuck's sake, I would never even be able to jerk myself off! Not now, not ever!

Fear and regret wrestled with love and devotion for my Mistress as I sucked and licked her precious juices from the dildo. Finally, she pulled it from my devoted mouth and told me to listen very carefully.

'Michael will be home soon,' she began.

Home? This used to be my home, our home. Now it was theirs, my wife's and her lover's.

'Before he gets here I want to get a few details sorted out. We've come a long way and it hasn't been an easy journey for either of us. In fact, we might never have made it to the wonderful place we have without the help of certain friends. I think it's only fair that those friends should have the opportunity the reap the rewards of all their hard work, don't you slave girl?'

'Yes Ma’am, of course,‘ I answered, having not the slightest idea what she was driving at. I've discussed it with everyone and we've come up with a system, a kind of rota if you like. Here's how it's going to work'.

'Julie has a new flat just a couple of miles away and a new boyfriend who works on the oil rigs, two weeks on, two weeks off. The first week he is away she wants you over at her place. She's going to keep you as a big baby. She seems to really get off on that thing doesn’t she? Not my cup of tea but I guess we all have our little perversions don't we slave? And, as my property I have every right to loan you to her to help her with those. She says she wants to explore the possibilities, push the boundaries, as she put it. At least it will be a break from housework for you won't it? It will give Michael and I some time alone together too, which I know he's really looking forward to. Poor guy, he's really very good with you but I think, long term, you might get on his nerves, so some time with you out of his will be good for everyone concerned.'

Not for me, I thought. The humiliation and embarrassment of being treated as a baby paled into insignificance against the thought of being away from my Mistress wife. Leaving her for a whole week with another man! My stomach churned at the thought.

'Now,' she continued, ‘For week two Julie will be coming back here with you. She wants to get you into a latex doll suit and girly mask she’s obtained from somewhere. I’ve already taken your manhood from you, now the little minx wants to experiment with taking away your very identity. You will go about your duties looking calm and peaceful as an attractive little maid while inside that suffocating suit you are sweating and crying. Shit I love that!’

‘I hope Michael gets back soon, I'm getting hot just thinking about seeing you like that. Julie will sleep in the guest bedroom and you will be her personal maid. No doubt she will have you cleaning house for all of us but you will be under her jurisdiction and consequently subject to her authority. I expect you to obey her completely and accept with gratitude any punishment she might see fit to bestow upon you. Do I make myself clear?'

'Yes Ma’am.'

'Understand me slave, I will not tolerate the tiniest misbehaviour from you. I owe my friends a great deal, as do you. I will not have my reward to them tarnished by any pathetic attempts by you to suddenly try and be a man. You are not a man. You never will be a man. Nobody is going to treat you or consider you as a man. You exist for the amusement and convenience of me and my friends. You would do well to remember that'.

'Yes Ma’am, I will'.

'Now then, week three. For the third week in your schedule you will be under Mr Hudson’s wing. He wants you to stay over there.'

'Oh fuck!' I thought, 'great news!'

‘Make sure you show him at all times how grateful you are to him for taking the time to teach you to be a better maid. Wear your pink rubber maid's outfit with the high heeled boots, he'll love that I'm sure. You will be entirely under his authority whilst you are over there and he has carte blanche to do as he pleases with you.’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I dared to interrupt her, ‘I’m not gay and he makes me….’

‘Silence!’ snapped my Mistress. ‘Your sexuality is of no interest to me or anyone else! You are a sissy maid; you have no sexuality! You exist to be used to satisfy the sexuality of others in whatever form that takes. Get it through your stupid little slut’s brain – if a friend of mine wants to use my property as a cum dump, they are welcome to do so and there is no point in you wasting your time having opinion about it….nobody cares! Why would they?’

'Yes Ma’am,' I murmured in defeat.

'Excuse me?'

'Sorry Ma’am, of course I'll do my best,' I promised, with more confidence in my voice than I felt.

'I think I'll have that again and this time you'll mean it. A smile would be nice too I think. Or are you forgetting who all this is for? Perhaps you don't appreciate all the time and effort I've put into making your wildest fantasies come true?'

'Sorry Ma’am, I do appreciate everything you've done, honestly.’

'Good, I should hope you do sissy. And you can stop it with the pretence of being offended by a man shoving his dick inside you, you little slut! We both know you love it, so cut the crap OK?’

'Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am, for everything,’ I knew when I was beaten, resistance, as they say, was futile. ‘I promise I will make try my very best to make you proud of me as your maid,‘ I smiled.

'Well it shouldn’t be too difficult to make me prouder than I was of you as a husband, slut,' she answered with a heartless guffaw.

'Now, if you’re quite finished; we come to week four, the last week of your schedule. For that week you will be back here as maid to Michael and I. You will be dressed at all times as a Victorian maid. Make sure you wear the corset, stockings, petticoats and so on. A wig and full makeup will be required at all times. Julie will be giving you some lessons in a applying it, make sure you pay attention. I want you looking the part. You will behave at all times like a scared young servant girl, terrified of her Master or Mistress's displeasure. Make sure you look like a scared young servant girl, not like a stupid sissy pervert sad excuse for a man in a dress, do you understand?'

How was I supposed to do that? 'Yes Ma’am,' I answered anyway. She was hardly in the mood for questions!

'Make sure you carry yourself with total humility; behave with the utmost respect at all times. Never look either of us in the face, never answer back, never speak unless you are spoken to. Never turn your back on us. When you enter a room where we are you curtsy, when you leave you walk backwards curtsying as you go. Your duties will include washing our clothes, keeping our house spotless, preparing our meals and generally being at out beck and call twenty four hours a day. You will eat only the leftovers from our meals so as not to be a financial burden on us'.

Financial burden! They were living on my hard earned money!

You will sleep in the garage in your little bed for under the workbench. Slaves should not be allowed in the house after their betters have gone to bed'.

'So, that's your life in a nutshell. You will have no contact whatsoever with anyone outside of the schedule I just explained. You will confine yourself to devotion to all of us, but especially to me. Don't look so worried, there will be an opportunity for you to gain a reward at the end of each four weeks if you work really hard. Not that you should need any reward beyond serving me, but I am, as always, too soft on you. So this is what we will do....'

'Each of us who take charge of you will keep a diary in which we record any plus or minus points in your behaviour. For example, failing to smile and thank Mr Hudson sincerely for slippering your bare ass may cause him to give you one or more minus points. On the other hand, thanking your Master Michael for pissing in your doggy bowl of food scraps might please him enough to give you a plus mark.'

'On the last day of your four week schedule I'll get the diaries together and total up your points, then Master Michael will take you out to the garage and string you up. For every minus point he will give you one lash of his belt. For every plus point I will give you one whack of my crop. Then the fun really begins'.

'I know how much you used to love me zipping you up in your rubber bondage sac, then teasing your little tail while you struggled away so futilely, so...... I did some research and bought you a couple of presents. When your lovely beating is over you're going into the sac and then we'll tie you down onto the big wooden bench in the garage. Before I zip you up though, I'll be attaching the leads from my new tens unit'.

'What unit?' I thought.

'Silly slave, it’s a little electric box that delivers controlled electric shocks to pads placed onto various parts of your body. Depending on your score you might receive just a gentle buzz, which I read can be quite stimulating, or, if you've been naughty, I'll have to turn it up. I'll also be making a decision on how long the shocks go on for, how long I give you to recover between them and, of course, how long I leave you in the sac. Don't look so worried slave. It's in your hands. If you have to go through hours of torture it will be because you brought it on yourself. It really is in your hands. Well, in mine too if I decide to cheat I suppose,' she laughed.

'Oh, and also, as a really very special treat, if you are a very very good little slave girl for everyone, I bought another little gadget. We'll have to take off your chastity shield to use it but obviously your tube will stay on. Not much I can do about that now even if I wanted to, which I don't. Anyway, this other gift I have for you is an elastic ring which slides over your tube and vibrates. It's connected to a control box so I can vary it the same way I can vary your shocks. So pain or pleasure; a little of one and a lot of the other or vice versa. It's up to you. I'm really excited about using them both aren't you?'

'Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am'.

'Who knows, with some really exemplary behaviour you might catch me in very generous mood and I might just allow you enough vibration to have you leaking your little dribble of slave slime. Not an orgasm as such, you won't even be able to get hard and anyway, by then you might not even be capable of that, but hey-ho; beggars can't be choosers now can they?'

'No Ma’am'.

'Good, I'm glad that's all settled. Now Michael will be here any minute. He's going to take you over to Julie’s so you can start your first week. And slave,'

'Yes Ma’am,'

'Smile, it's not the end of the world......Well it is for you kind of, ha ha ha ha!'


Chapter 7

So, such is now my life. After all I'd been through it was an unpleasant surprise to find I could still be induced into cringing red faced embarrassment, well wouldn't you? Sat as I was on a baby quilt in the middle of the lounge wearing a big diaper, plastic pants and a little fluffy pink baby dress with matching booties, hat and mittens. Forced to play with little dolls and call a beautiful girl half my age 'mama'.

My time at Mr Hudson’s is even worse. How sad does a man have to be when the only sexual pleasure he gets is when a pompous, fat, hairy old man shoves his cock in and out of his ass? I hate it! Yet, at the same time I can't help yearning for it, then hating myself for yearning for it! Worse still, he has informed me that an old buddy of his is coming to stay with him. He wants me to meet him, not as a man or as a neighbour but in my usual role wearing my usual sissy maid outfit.

I want to tell my Mistress and ask her to intervene but what if she already knows? She made it very clear I was to do anything Mr Hudson told me to do!

So, I spend two out of every four weeks away from my Mistress. I miss her dreadfully. Then, when I am back she pretty much ignores me which is even worse! I find myself longing for what she calls 'Judgement Day' at the end of the four weeks just so that she will acknowledge me, even if it's only to scold and punish me.

Then there is the sac. The tight confines, the heavy scent of rubber, the vibrations on my poor sensation starved cock! The need to cum overwhelms me completely! I cry out, scream, beg and plead, all to no avail. It's never enough. Then come the dreaded shocks. I hate them. I'd do anything to avoid them. I work my ass off to get good reports from everyone but there is always something they complain about. I end up needing the sac and dreading it in equal measure. Which I guess was my Mistress's plan all along; I love her so much!!!

My life is a dream, a perverts dream. Probably a lot of guys would give anything to be in my position. But be warned, fantasy is not the same as reality!

Would I change things? Would I like my life and my wife back? Shit yes, of course I would! The trouble is, I know and she knows that, a few days after going back, I would be fantasising again, yearning to be her slave. My life is a mixture of pain and pleasure, yearning and frustration. But then, isn't everyone's. But not everyone gets to have their wildest fantasies become reality. I did, so I can't complain. Who would listen anyway?

Because You Have Purchased The Extended Version Of Femdom Extreme III, You May Now Read On And Enjoy The Following Addition To Our Story – This Time From The Mistress’s Perspective.

Chapter 8

For our twenty fifth wedding anniversary I decided to do something very special for my sissy maid husband, or Missy as I’d taken to calling him.

After everything I’d put him through and having been denied any real sexual relief for so long he was putty in my hands. I almost felt sorry for him. I had to steel myself though. Any show of weakness on my part would spoil the enjoyment for both of us. It's surprisingly difficult being a complete bitch for long periods of time. It takes more strength than you would imagine. Sometimes it's fun but other times I just want so much to hold him, to be like we were. He's been my husband for so long, my soulmate, my best friend. I miss him sometimes. Oh well, maybe one day soon, but not yet. Not while I still have a few tricks up my sleeve. I had to stay strong, to keep my promise to him.

'Go to the garage slave. Strip off your uniform and wait for me'. I smiled as I watched him curtsy and back away from me, eyes cast down at the floor. Being in charge of a devoted sissy slave had its upside too. Oh yes! I’d become a sadist and I knew it, which is why I could feel the wetness developing between my legs as he turned and hurried to obey me.

I waited for about half an hour, letting the tension build before I asked my young stud Michael to go tie Missy's wrists to the wooden truss that runs through the garage roof. Also I wanted his ankles fixed to a spreader bar.

About an hour later I strolled casually into the garage from the kitchen side door. Michael had done an excellent job. Missy was spread tightly up and out like a starfish pinned to a wall. I was wearing my black leather dress, thigh length leather boots over black stockings and long kid skin gloves that reached my upper arms. My heels clicked across the concrete floor till I stood behind him. I reached around and lightly stroked his chest, down to his steel encased groin then on to his thighs. He was shivering in uncontrollable lust by the time I stepped back. Michael brought me a nice chilled glass of wine as I stood in front of my slave. His eyes were out on stalks as he took in my outfit.

'Eyes down slave,' I warned him. 'You don't want to spoil your surprise by making me angry do you?'

He dropped his head and apologised as I opened a cupboard and took out the items I'd placed there earlier. A wide leather belt belonging to Michael, my old riding crop and a brand new leather cat of nine tails I'd picked up on the internet.

'There are several parts to your reward Missy. You must pass each one like a test before I allow you to go on to the next. Each part will revolve around the number 25. This first part will consist of 25 blows each from instruments of my choice. To begin with I choose my lover's belt'.

There is something desperately sexual about having your lover beat your husband's ass with his belt and I felt myself becoming even more aroused as I handed it to Michael. 'Twenty five please my darling, as hard as you like.’

Michael stood behind my slave husband smiling at me as he raised his arm. CRACK! I thought Missy was going to jump out of his skin. He knew it was coming but I guess there are some things you just can't prepare yourself for.

'Not a sound Missy', I warned him. CRACK! I sipped my wine pretending indifference whilst all the while the heat in my groin grew. Michael has really warmed to his role lately and I couldn't ask for a better Master for my little cuckold. Missy's face contorted in agony as he tried desperately to obey me.

By the third stroke it was obvious that Missy was not going to be able to stay silent. As far as neighbours were concerned, I had no worries about Mr Hudson hearing him cry out but what if some passer-by should hear? I pulled down my black silk knickers and stuffed them into Missy's mouth. He always loves to be gagged like that. Then I retrieved a roll of cling film from the kitchen, wrapping it tightly around his head. I left his nose free to breath but completely mummified the rest of his head. He has a serious fetish for plastic so that should help take his mind off the pain.

As soon as the twenty fifth stroke landed I grabbed Michael's hand and dragged him from the garage. Part of me really felt sorry for my poor chastised hubby but there was a much stronger part that revelled in his suffering, fed on it, ached for it. Shit what was I becoming?

Once in the kitchen Michael tried to pick me up to carry me to the bedroom but I couldn't wait. My lips crushed his as I struggled with the zip of his jeans. Falling to my knees I freed his straining weapon and engulfed it with my warm wet mouth. Within seconds we were rutting like rabbits right there on my kitchen floor. There was no foreplay, no finesse; we were both too turned on for that. We just fucked and fucked until we collapsed in a sweaty heap gasping for breath. I said a silent thank you to my unwitting slave husband for affording me such exquisite sexual euphoria.

Eventually I found the strength to get back to the garage. I unwrapped the sweaty cling film from Missy's face, removed the knickers from his mouth and used them to wipe Michaels cum from my overflowing pussy. He grimaced as I replaced them in his mouth and rewound the cling film, making him nice and cosy. Then I stood right up behind him and gave him a cuddle, kissing the side of his plastic encased face and telling him what a good girl he was. Raising my hands I slipped one arm around his neck pulling him tight into me while, with the fingers of my other hand I pinched his nose closed. Tied as he was he was completely at my mercy. After a bit of struggling I let him take a couple of breaths and made him beg me to do it again. So I did, ten times. Well, I didn't have time for twenty five.

Collecting my trusty old crop I laid into his thighs without further ado. I told him I was very disappointed that he was not more enthusiastic about my smothering him. I'm not as strong as Michael but I soon had those thighs so red and welted that I had to switch to the backs of his legs to finish the twenty five. I don't want him permanently marked so I have to be careful. After stroke number twenty five I placed my crop between the cheeks of his quivering backside and told him to hold it there. 'If you drop it before I remove it we start again slave!' He was shaking and sobbing through his nose as I left and closed the door behind me.

After changing into a light summer dress and my white wedge sandals I made a light lunch which Michael and I enjoyed in the garden with a glass of wine. I was a little tipsy by the time I made it back to the garage but I still noticed the crop lying on the floor. 'Oh dear, I see my slave has decided she needs her Mistress to beat him some more.

'Mmmm mmmm!' He begged.

'Too late for apologies slave,' I said as I unwrapped his head and removed my sopping knickers from his mouth. 'We'd better gag you properly hadn't we?' I quickly fitted a large ball gag in place and secured the various straps around his head. I could tell from his stare that he was still in good enough shape to appreciate my outfit.

'This seems like just the opportunity I've been waiting for to try out my new toy'. I smiled as I caressed the leather thongs of the cat. His eyes widened when I held it up for him to see.

'Not exactly the reward you were hoping for slave? You should know by now. The only pleasure you are permitted it to be a witness to my pleasure, or, on rare and hallowed occasions, to be allowed to contribute to it. You exist for my enjoyment slave. Your pain and frustration delight me. You do want me to be happy don't you slave?'

He nodded enthusiastically, a good enough sign for me to continue. SWISH! Wow that did the trick! I hadn't even put much power into the blow but the effect was amazing. Missy gasped and writhed at her bonds like a thing possessed!

'I thought you said you wanted to make me happy slave?' I demanded.

'Mmmm, Mmmmm!' He nodded emphatically.

'Then let's see you dance for me some more!' SWISH, SWISH, SWISH.

Wow, he was going to look like a cooked lobster soon. His squealing brought Michael to the garage to see what was going on. I didn't want him to take over the cat from me, it was bad enough just me using it. So I hurried through the rest of the allotted twenty five strokes. Missy looked like he was connected to the mains as he danced like a puppet on the end of his strings, crying and begging me to stop. I wanted to give him the chance to breathe but dared not give Michael the chance to take over. It was for Missy’s own good but I still felt like a complete bitch.

Sending Michael to get my fluffy white dressing gown, I threw down my new toy and grabbed my slave trying to calm him. He was still writhing and screaming even though I'd stopped.

'Ssh, ssh,' I soothed him. 'It's over baby, it's ok, it's over.' Eventually he calmed down and I wiped his sweating face with a towel. He was crying and saliva was running out of him mouth around the ball of his gag. I undid it and wiped his mouth. I was on the verge of calling it a day. I'd gone too far. Then he spoke.

'Please Ma’am, ' he gasped, still out of breath. 'That was the worst beating you've ever given me. I hated it! I knew I couldn't stand another second. But you knew different. It was incredible. I can't explain it but I just felt so broken to you, so in awe of your beauty and the power you have over me. I love you so much Ma’am. I'll do anything you say, I promise, anything. I love you Mmmmmaaaam'.

He was suddenly really sobbing. I wanted so much to hold him but he'd just told me he didn't want that. We'd crossed a line. We both knew it. I thought we'd gone too far and he must have sensed my feelings. He'd sought, through his pain and tears to reassure me. He wanted me to know that he wanted this. There really were no limits to the power he wanted me to have over him. Alright, I thought, fair enough.

The last thing I should do after that revelation was to weaken. I had to reassert myself, show him I was still calling the shots. I did not need the permission of my slave to beat him.

'Shut the fuck up!' I screamed. I was really angry. I'd felt sorry for him and he'd basically pushed away my pity, refused it. Very well then.

'I am so sick of your wining fucking voice! Shut your mouth and keep it shut. The next time you speak without my permission we start again from the beginning. Do you understand you ungrateful piece of shit?'

He nodded quickly, staring down at my feet.

Michael came back just as I picked up a long bamboo cane from a shelf to one side of the garage. 'Wrap my dressing gown around his pathetic slave face would you darling? It should muffle his screams, not to mention relieving me of having to look at his ugly fucking face'.

Hiding his face was deliberate. If I couldn't see his eyes I would find it much easier to go on hurting him without the pangs of guilt. I was just preparing myself, measuring the distance for my swing, when Michael piped in, 'What about this?'

He'd found an old cricket bat on the same shelf as the bamboo canes. I hadn't considered it but actually it might be quite effective. 'How clever you are baby,' I congratulated him. 'Why don't you try it?'

Squaring himself up behind Missy he swung as if he were hitting a six for England. What a crack! Right on his sissy ass! Missy got such a shock he couldn't get enough air into his lungs to scream! I took advantage of the moment to lash the cane across the front of his thighs. That freed some air! I wondered if he was still enjoying his punishment, or rather his wedding anniversary present. I doubted it.

I was enjoying myself again, even getting turned on. Power is such an aphrodisiac! My slave wanted me to have absolute power over him. What's more he wanted me to use that power. To disregard him, treat him as nothing more than an amusement, a convenience. Therein lay the real reward for him. Despite the cost in pain, humiliation and frustration, it's what he wanted, what he needed. This was the ultimate enjoyment for him. The only thing that could improve it further, make it absolutely perfect.....was if I could enjoy it too. No, not just enjoy it, need it, ache for it as much as he did. Well, why not? We'd come this far.

The rest of the blows fell quickly in a haze of emotion for me. I don't even remember if we counted twenty five. Michael and I watched each other, each revelling in the sheer power and cruelty of the other. My slave husband had become exactly what he yearned to be, a means to an end, a tool to be used for my enjoyment. I wasn't even considering him anymore. I was fixated on my lover. I wanted him in the worst way. I was like a bitch in heat. Throwing down my cane I wrapped myself around him and we fell to the cold concrete floor. I could have fainted with desire when he literally ripped my dress off me. We both tore at the waist of his jeans freeing his rock hard manhood. I think I screamed as he impaled me. I grasped him to me with arms and legs oblivious of our surroundings as I was transported into the most powerful orgasm of my life. I remember staring up at my slave as he hung in his bonds struggling to breathe through the perfumed layers of my fluffy dressing gown. Then I fainted.

The next thing I knew was Michael gently slapping my face to bring me round. He was obviously well impressed with the result his prowess had had on his woman. We both burst out laughing like naughty school kids.

Still giggling we picked ourselves up. I sent Michael ahead to have a stiff drink and meet me under a hot shower. I stood looking at my slave, listening to him sob through the soft thick material of my dressing gown. Running my hands over the weals and bruises that covered his body, I told him. 'I understand now slave. I really do. I won't make any more mistakes. From now on you are really my property. You'll never be anything more. I hope you're glad you got what you wished for'.

With that I grabbed his head holding him to me. He shook as I held him, his whole body shivering in exhaustion. I could release you now if I wanted to. I'm sure that's what you'd like isn't it?'

I felt him nod against my shoulder.

'Pity it's not what I want.' I sighed, leaving go of his head and stepping back. 'I'm tired so I'm going to join my lover in a lovely hot relaxing shower. Then we'll retire to our bed. We'll probably make slow gentle love and fall asleep in each other's arms. Best of all, I doubt if I'll even give you a second thought, stuck here in this cold garage, desperately uncomfortable, aching, muscles screaming for relief. Well, then again, now that I think about it, maybe I will think about you. As I drift off, warm and snug; happy in my lover’s arms. Happy in the knowledge of my slave's suffering. Goodnight Missy. Sweet dreams'.


Chapter 9

The next morning I was tired so I asked Michael to go to the garage to release Missy. He could take a shower and dress in his maids outfit before making us breakfast, then we could discuss the next part of my wedding anniversary gift to him. I fell back to sleep and knew no more until Michael woke me about two hours later. He said he had a confession to make. Seeing my husband hanging there all red and bruised and moaning about his aching limbs had brought out the caveman in him. He wanted to show Missy who was in charge. I guess he wanted to show me too, that he could take the initiative and deal with our slave without any input from me. He had slipped out and gone for a quick walk into the woods at the bottom of our garden, returning with a binbag full of fresh stinging nettles.

Missy had a taste of these once before but this time was worse, much worse. After wrapping my heavy winter coat around Missy's head, over the top of the fluffy dressing gown so as to quieten his cries and avoid waking me, Michael had used some heavy gauntlets to handle the nettles. Using the rest of the cling film he had wrapped Missy's entire body in nettles! He said it really woke him up big time!

I was pleased that Michael was enjoying getting involved but I was also worried about my poor slave husband. We'd really broken him last night, then he had spent all night tied in considerable discomfort and now this. I pretended not to hurry as I slipped on my dressing gown and padded in my slippers to the garage.

Missy was trying desperately to stay still. Even the slightest movement must have resulted in more stings. I thought about cuddling him. What a double edged pleasure that would be for him. Instead though I hurried to unwrap him and loosened his bonds. I had to shout and kick him to get him off the floor and away to the shower. He cried quietly while I soothed his skin with lotion.

'Come along now Missy, you can stop crying now. I know that was hard on you, especially the nettles, but that's just too bad. Michael and I enjoyed it immensely and that's all that matters. Now, since you've been good I will keep the next part of your gift until tomorrow. You can sleep the rest of today so you have plenty of energy'.

'Please Ma’am, please can you tell me what the next part is. I can't stand any more....'

'You will stand whatever I fucking well tell you to stand. Or would you rather stop right now and forget about your gift. It's up to you; you're the one who's waited all this time. Well?'

'I'm sorry Ma’am. Please can we go on? I know whatever it is will be marvellous'.

'That's better. Now off to bed slave. Here, you can take my slippers to cuddle. Make sure you give them lots of loving kisses.'

When I checked in on him later he was sound asleep under the workbench in the garage, my fluffy slippers clutched tightly in his hands, pressed against his face. Looking down at him I almost felt sorry for him. But this was what he wanted. How could I deny him the finale he'd waited for so long?'

Next morning I had Missy eat his breakfast of leftovers from a doggy bowl on the kitchen floor and then I put a collar and lead on him. He had to walk on all fours at my side around the kitchen and into the lounge. I kept bringing him to heel and making him sit on command. Then I lead him to the garage.

You will remember from a previous post that Missy's most feared punishment, at least until our recent events, had been the sac, with electrodes attached to various points on his body. He had endured a full two hours one day when I was feeling particularly wicked.

This time I attached the electrodes to stomach, thighs front and back, calves and feet. Then I removed his chastity shield leaving just the metal tube in place - which you will remember is now permanently affixed. I slid the vibration ring over the outside of the tube, attached the last two electrodes to it then secured everything in place with elastic straps.

Once inside the confines of the rubber bondage sac I used ratchet straps to secure him to the big work bench. He knew what was coming so he didn't look too happy as I slid the rubber mask over his face and inflated the rubber cock gag. He didn't know the half of it though.

I secured his head with the last ratchet strap and leaned in close to whisper in his ear.

'You know what happens now don't you slave? What you don't know is how long for. You remember I told you how everything has to revolve around the number twenty five? Well that's how long you've got. Twenty five long hours of torture. You stay wrapped in there unable to move an inch while the machine gives you lovely little shocks; random intensities at random times for random durations. And, just to keep you interested, during the gaps the ring round your cage will give you some lovely vibrations. Not long or strong enough for you to cum, I hope, but almost. Then just as you begin to enjoy yourself, zap! Another shock!'

Actually it was pure guesswork on the vibrations. I just had to hope I got it right.

'Don't worry, I'm going to keep checking you and I have a video camera here that Michael has linked to the TV upstairs so we can watch you from there. Make sure you make lots of noise for me won't you? Every eight hours or so I'll let you out for food and water and probably a shower. You're going to be working up quite a sweat I recon. Then it's back in for another eight hours. Now isn't that a nice surprise?'

'Ugh.' he responded.

'Ok here we go. I think I have the settings just right but you be sure to let me know if they are too much won't you slave?'

I won't go into every detail of every long hour of that mammoth session. Suffice to say it was quite an experience for both Missy and I. It was also incredibly tiring. I felt that for safety reasons I needed to keep a close eye on him. His breathing was restricted by the rubber mask; he was receiving mild electric shocks and being subjected to sensory deprivation after all.

Michael rigged up a video camera for me that connected to the TV in the lounge so I could watch him from there, but I still spent a lot of time in the garage with him. I would stand stroking my long nails over his rubber cocooned body, watching him squirm desperately under the influence of the vibrating ring around his cock tube. Then he would suddenly cry out around his gag as another electric shock hit him. Even though he had to have known it was coming it still seemed to surprise him every time. It must have been a complete nightmare, lying there knowing the shock was coming but having no way to predict when or where it would hit or how strong it would be or even how long it would last, for hour after hour. No way to relax even for the tiniest moment. I felt sorry for him.

I did what I could to take his mind off the enormity of his situation, fearing he might really not be able to cope. I would sit at his head, stroking his face through the rubber mask, whispering to him. I teased him about Michael. How big and hard his cock was. How much he turned me on. How I wished we had started this game years ago. I took my time explaining in the finest detail how we made love and enjoyed each other's bodies. I reminded him over and over that he would never again have those freedoms.

I described items of sexy clothes, things of mine that I knew he loved. Then I'd tell him how, when I wore them now, it was for Michael not for him. I told him about Michael wanting me to wear a pair of long black sexy boots for bed and how he'd held the spikey heels in his hands as he stared down at me pounding me with that huge weapon of his.

I speculated to him about changing my hairstyle for Michael, or going shopping with him so that he could choose new sexy clothes my lover wanted to see me in. Laughingly I told him he would probably only see them when he had to wash them!

Telling every detail of how Michael liked his cock sucked and licked and how it drove me wild when he penetrated my ass helped to while away the time but it was also an opportunity not to be missed. There was my slave husband, nowhere to run, no way to escape my taunting and teasing, nothing to take his mind off it until another dreaded shock sent his heaving, sweating body straining uselessly against that rubber cocoon and those unyielding ratchet straps.

I tried to keep him off balance by varying my approach. Sometimes I was deliberately cold and heartless. Telling him in no uncertain terms how he disgusted me and how pathetic I thought he was. I insisted that sex with him had always been a pathetic disappointment and he'd never given me an orgasm. I said I'd yearned for years to take a real man to my bed but I hadn't because I felt sorry for him. Not any more though. I was saving all my affection for Michael now.

None of those things was true. I knew it and I hoped he did too really, but at the same time, I think I managed to create enough doubt to get him really humiliated and frustrated, just how we both wanted him.

Other times I would gently soothe him and say how I missed his arms around me, but knew it could never be like that ever again. I even made out that I was the victim having to go to another man for love and affection because my husband had decided to become a sissy maid. Then I'd be brave and kiss his rubber covered forehead saying I would do my best to help him be a good maid and would get the manly love I needed from Michael.

By the end of the first eight hour session I was exhausted. After releasing my poor tortured slave and allowing him an hour in the bathroom it was back into the now cold and sweat-soaked sac for him. He begged me not to put him back in there – to no avail obviously – then he begged me to turn the power of the electric shocks. I just laughed as I secured and gagged my victim.

With some reservations I asked Michael to cover for me for the next session. Mostly he just sat in the lounge watching Missy on the TV while reading or flicking through sports channels. A couple of times when he actually went into the garage, I watched him on the TV and listened as he taunted my slave hubby. He told Missy how he owned me now and would never give me up, how I loved him and worshipped him and would do absolutely anything for him. He taunted him about how I loved to swallow his cum, something I'd never done for hubby, how crazy I went with his cock inside me, screaming his name as I came. How I clung to him when we were out, holding his hand and planting kisses all over his face at every opportunity. He even told Missy that I'd said I never loved him and thought he was a joke. That wasn't true but I never pulled Michael up about that or anything else. Partly I didn't want him to know I was spying on him, but also because he was becoming really very good at taunting my slave. Hearing those things coming from the man you know is screwing your wife must be devastating in a quite different way to when you hear her say them. Besides, it turned me on big time. By the time he got back to the lounge I was always chomping at the bit to have him inside me again.

I even borrowed another camera and videoed it once. Michael walked into the lounge carrying Missy's leather wrist and ankle cuffs, a big boyish grin on his face. He wanted to put them on me. My first instinct was to refuse, but then I thought it might be fun, especially if Missy could see it. What a tease that would be. Seeing his domineering mistress wife, so aloof and untouchable to him, getting tied up and roughly fucked by some young stud. So I sent Michael next door to borrow Mr Hudson's video camera while I got naked and slipped on some incredible red platform 'fuck me shoes' that Michael had bought me.

Michael strapped my wrists and ankles and had me kneel. He linked the wrist cuffs together behind my back and fed me his pulsing cock. Then he had me go on all fours doggy style while he separated the wrist cuffs and fixed them to the ankle cuffs. I was completely at his mercy but, unexpectedly, so turned on I was quite literally begging him to fuck me. I felt like a complete slut as he shoved unceremoniously into my soaking pussy and slowly took me to the first of three orgasms, the final one of which I enjoyed as we both watched Missy writhing and screaming hopelessly on the TV.

Before beginning the third session I added further to my poor slave’s discomfort with a little surprise. Before fitting his hood for the last session I sat on his chest and held up for him to see some very well used condoms. There were four in total, each knotted to hold safe their respective substantial offerings. I explained to Missy that two were from Michael, one from Mr Hudson and the last from Julie's boyfriend. She had used a ribbed one to persuade him to use a condom and had sneaked it into her handbag to give to me later. I poured each one into Missy's rubber mask before pulling it onto his head and smoothing it over his sweating face.

I'd made a recording a few weeks earlier of Michael and I in bed together. On it we were talking about sex and how much we enjoyed each other. There was lots of foreplay then a long noisy session of hot sweaty coupling before it finished with some loving pillow talk at the end. It was about two hours long and I wanted to play it through headphones for Missy while he was secured with no way to escape more compelling evidence of his beautiful wife’s unfaithfulness. I put it on repeat play for the full nine hours, then it was headphones on, shocks turned up a couple of notches and off we went again.

For the final session of nine hours I kept confusing Missy when I visited him by giving him conflicting information about how long was to go. After the first hour I told him he had seven hours left then, thirty minutes later, I told him there was only five hours to go. Two hours later I told him there was four and a half hours to go and so on. It was cruel I know, especially when I started messing with the shock settings on the tens unit, changing power settings, durations and intervals. He must have been going insane in there but I was loving it, taking full advantage of the opportunity my loving husband had given me to revel in my sadism.


Chapter 10

The long hours had another advantage in that they gave Michael and I time to talk with Missy not around. Things never stay the same in life and we were no exception. Julie was moving away very soon as her boyfriend had landed a job abroad. Michael had been under pressure from his parents to go to university. He had a position waiting for him in his father's law firm once he had his degree.

To be honest I was surprised it had lasted as long as it did. The age difference was exciting but hardly practical. It's not like I was in love with him, although I'd done everything I could to convince my slave hubby I was. He was always just a means to an end, a tool I used to heat up the game. A very handsome and sexy tool but just a tool all the same. Of course I'd miss him but life goes on. I couldn't stand in the way of his future career. My main concern was to keep it from my slave until we could finish the game in style.

I decided that part three of Missy's reward would involve us spending a night in a hotel. After giving him a couple of days to recover from the sac I told him we were going to stay in the lovely hotel where we'd celebrated our wedding anniversary three years ago.

Missy drove as Michael and I sat in the back of the car cuddling and kissing. Then we made him carry all the bags to our room. He'd been very disappointed that it wasn't just him and I going away, but he was even more upset when I gave him the address of another hotel and told him that's where he was staying. He didn't dare say anything but his face said it all; disappointment, frustration, jealousy, humiliation. They were all there. ‘Excellent!' I thought. Ha!

We gave him a couple of hours to walk there and get settled then we paid him a visit. Michael and I were in a five star hotel. Missy's would have struggled to get one star if anyone had ever bothered to classify it.

Once in Missy's room I ordered him to strip while Michael emptied the contents of a sports bag we had brought with us onto the bed. The bed had an old fashioned metal frame, which I'd seen in their add on the internet. It was their sole attraction I think.

We had Missy stand at the bottom of the bed facing the mattress. He had to spread his legs so Michael could tie his ankles to the bed legs. Then he secured his wrists to the top corners of the bed end frame, all using ropes from the assortment he'd tipped onto the bed. Then, while Michael made him jump and cringe by swishing a short length of nylon washing line through the air behind him, I slipped off my shoes and climbed onto the bed. Lifting the front of my long skirt I pulled my slave's face into my silk French knickers. I nodded to Michael who began lashing the backs of Missy's legs. I felt him jump and dropped my skirt over his head so I could use both hands on the back of his head to pull his face in tighter, muffling his cries as I shouted at him to shut the fuck up.

After ten lashes I told Michael I wanted a go. I stepped down from the bed intending to find something to gag my slave with prior to adding more lovely red wheals to his legs and ass. Michael though was way ahead of me. Jumping on the bed to take my place he dropped his trousers and pants. I watched in shock as he stuffed his rock hard cock straight down my slave husband’s throat. I know we'd discussed going out with a bang but I never expected that! Neither did Missy judging by the look of surprise and panic on his face.

'Go on then babe,' he encouraged me. 'Flog the fucking useless faggot while I use his face as a fucking cum dump!’

So, I did. It was strange. I knew I wasn't as strong as Michael but I was really laying into his arse. He should have been screaming the place down, but there was nothing, not a sound. Well, apart from the odd desperate gurgle. Michael must have had that thick cock of his wedged so far down Missy's throat that he couldn't get the air into his lungs to scream.

Finishing my ten lashes I moved to the side to get a look at my slave's face. He was turning blue as tears streamed down his cheeks to soak into Michael's pubic hair. Then Michael pulled out just long enough for my slave husband to force out a cough before he slammed back in. Faster and faster Michael's hips bucked until finally, with a deep groan of release, he unloaded his thick spunk directly into Missy's stomach, tearing at his hair to get every possible last millimetre of cock into my slave’s mouth.

Michael eventually pulled out of Missy's mouth and proceeded to coldly and pitilessly wipe his still impressive wet cock clean on Missy's face and hair while Missy coughed and gasped to feed his starved lungs. I kissed my lover as he climbed down off the bed and whispered, 'Thank you darling that was unexpected but amazing'.

We loosened Missy's bonds and let him get a glass of water. Then I had him kneel in front of Michael and thank him sincerely for fucking his sissy face with his big manly cock.

Missy was told to lie on his back on the floor at the bottom of the bed, legs together and straight up against the bed frame end. Michael quickly tied them securely in place before wrapping rope around Missy's wrists and pulling them out along the floor to be tied to the bed legs.

As he lay looking up at us dreading whatever was coming next I leaned over him and told him to open his mouth. Working up some saliva I let it drip from my lips to land on his forehead. 'Oops missed,' I laughed, 'another try slave'. This time it landed right in his mouth. Forbidding him to swallow until I gave permission I went on practicing my aim, missing regularly and on purpose, coating his sweating embarrassed face in my spit.

Michael joined me and we kissed deeply for a minute before I resumed my game of spitting on my slave’s face. Eventually Michael took my hand and pulled me round to the side of the bed. We laid down together, Michael undressed me slowly, kissing each inch of skin as it was revealed, then we made love. I marvelled once more at the rock hard solidity of his young cock as it penetrated me so fully I could taste it on my tongue. It was only a few minutes since he'd spurted down my slave husband's throat and yet here he was hard again. I guess there's no substitute for youth. I was going to miss that!

As soon as we untangled our heaving sweating bodies I ran round to the bottom of the bed cupping my leaking pussy with my hand. Kneeling over Missy's face I dropped down and removed my hand telling him to clean his Mistress. As I sat there enjoying the efforts of my slave Michael got up and retrieved a thin bamboo cane from the zipped side of the sports bag we'd brought with us. He used it to begin tapping harder and harder on the soles of Missy's helpless feet. Missy began squirming and squealing into the confines of my pussy as I clamped it down on his face. His nose was grazing my button as his helpless pleading; muffled against the soaking folds of my pussy, began to really excite me.

Without a single thought for my helpless slave I used his sweating face to bring myself to the boil. I cried out Michael's name as I came, thighs clamping to my slave's face, pussy grinding his nose, drowning him in my sex juices, fingers curled in his hair trying to tear it out by the roots.

I was so lost in the moment I ended up pissing myself. Not a very ladylike thing to do but I was past caring. I shouted for Michael to get a towel from the bathroom. Sliding it under my slave's head I threatened him with worse punishment if he dared spill another drop of my golden nectar. Then I relaxed and let loose on his poor face.

Michael was very amused and, after helping me up, insisted on having a go himself. He sat on Missy's chest using the advantage of being able to aim his stream to piss all over Missy's bright red face. It went in his hair, in his ears, up his nose, everywhere, eventually finishing in his mouth. Then Missy had to clean Michael's cock in his mouth and thank him for his valuable liquid, whilst I stood looking down at him telling him what a worthless, sissy, cock sucking, piss drinking faggot he was.

This was really turning into a great finale, and it wasn't over yet. Not even close.

Missy could hardly walk on his poor bruised feet when we released him. Nevertheless, I knew I had to keep the momentum going so I ordered him to get dressed in his tracksuit, refusing his plea to wash up first. Then I had him follow us as we walked into town.

When we came to a little coffee shop Michael and I went inside and relaxed on comfortable chairs in the window enjoying the sunshine through the glass. Slave hubby was left to stand outside and wait. Michael and I laughed at his sad pathetic face as we sipped our lattes.

Next it was off to the mall. Missy was instructed to follow a few paces behind us and wait outside if we went into a shop. He must have looked quite suspicious because a keen eyed security guard came over and asked if he was bothering us. Glancing at Michael I took advantage of the unexpected bonus and said 'Yes, he's been following us all day. He stinks of urine too. Would you get rid of him please?'

'No problem Ma’am,' he smiled. Michael and I watched trying not to laugh as the security guard grabbed Missy and told him he was leaving 'Right now!’

We had to turn away and cover our mouths when we heard him exclaim, 'Shit man, you stink! Leave these people alone and go take a bath or something. If I see you back here I'm gonna kick your ass, now move!'

A little while later I sent Missy a text telling him to meet us outside a restaurant that was a favourite of ours. He was waiting outside when we got there.

'That's a good slave,' I smiled. 'Now your Master and I are going in here for a lovely romantic lunch, just like you and I used to have, before we discovered what a sissy faggot you are. Here is some money for you to get your lunch'. I handed him a pound coin. 'Off you go now, and get a wash too. I'll text you when I'm ready to humiliate you some more'. Laughing at his pained expression I walked into the restaurant on my handsome young man's arm.

While I sipped my second glass of wine I sent Missy a text to meet us at charity shop a couple of streets from the restaurant. I had a great plan which I'd discussed with Michael over lunch. My plan was to take Missy into the charity shop and introduce him to one of the ladies who worked there, explaining that he was my husband and was a cross dresser. I would tell her that I was trying to be understanding as a wife and help him with his fetish. Once I had her sympathy I would then ask her if I could leave him there, if she would look after him and help him choose some suitable items of clothing while I went away to do some shopping for myself.

Meeting Missy I made it clear in no uncertain terms that he was to go along with anything I said or we would go back to his hotel where Michael would lay into the soles of his feet again. Yes I know, I'm a complete bitch. But I also know my slave husband wouldn't have me any other way!

It went really well. There were two middle aged lady assistants in the otherwise empty shop. They both listened fascinated as I explained our situation. I was worried they might be disgusted and throw us out but not a bit of it. They looked so sorry for me as I played the hard done to wife. They kept glancing at Missy as he stared at the floor going redder and redder. They seemed really interested and asked a few questions of me before agreeing enthusiastically to my request.

Michael had waited outside saying he hadn't the guts to face the two women. He was watching through the window and must have seen how well it seemed to be going because he changed his mind and came in. The ladies seemed a little shocked when I introduced him as my boyfriend but they soon recovered. One of them even clapped her hands and said 'Good for you my dear'. I looked at Missy. He looked like he was praying for a hole to open up in the floor and swallow him

Thanking the ladies I linked arms with Michael and we walked out. I called over my shoulder for Missy to behave himself and do as the ladies told him.

When we went back two hours later Missy was sitting waiting with a cup of tea and two large carrier bags of second hand ladies clothes. The assistants had insisted he try them all on and show them how each outfit looked, advising him and even adding some makeup to his face and fluffing up his hair. I thanked them profusely and paid for the clothes. They said to take him back any time. I said I would soon. Then as a final treat for Missy I had him kneel and kiss the shoes of each lady thanking them for their help. They both loved it and were still laughing and jabbering about it as we left the shop and closed the door.

On the walk back to our hotel I made Missy tell us every detail of his embarrassing adventure while Michael and I laughed and taunted him.

Back at our lovely hotel I had Missy strip off his tracksuit and model the new clothes for us. Michael and I gave him points for each one and picked our favourite. Then I sat on the couch and had him stand, wearing our chosen outfit, between my knees facing to one side.

I ordered him to lift his skirt and petticoat and hold them up while I removed his chastity shield leaving on the tube which immediately began twitching as I ran my long French manicured nails up his thighs. He groaned out loud as I tickled his swollen sensitive balls. I asked him if he had enjoyed the day and made him thank us both for taking so much time and trouble over the past few days to give him a wedding anniversary to remember.

'I'm glad you've enjoyed it slave,' I told him. 'I wanted it to be a culmination of everything that's gone before in our little adventure because it's not just an adventure any more. I have a big surprise for you when we get home. Things are going to change for good. We'll talk about it later. Or rather I'll talk and you will listen won't you slave.'

'Yes Mmm mm mma’am.' He was shivering and gasping as my tiny soft hands did their devilish work on his ass and over his poor balls.

'Right now though it's time for sissies to go back to their hotels so that their betters can enjoy some adult fun. The kind of fun you've been denied for so long now. The kind of fun you're going to learn to live without'.

'Please Mmm mmma’am, pleeeease!'

'Don't spoil yourself slave. You've been a good little sissy. Don't ruin it now'.

'Bbb but ppplease Ma’am, I can't......I mean I need..... please Mmmma’am'.

'I think I'll decide what you need girl and right now I think you need a reminder of your place. Ask your Master to give you a goodnight hiding. Now you stupid little slut!' I shouted slapping his sensitive balls.

'Aaagh ! Please sir, please give me a hiding'.

'My pleasure,' Michael smirked sliding his leather belt from his jeans.

I stopped him at ten slashes and told Missy to say thank you. Without being told what to do he dropped to his knees and crawled to Michael where he kissed his boots and thanked him.

'That's enough slave,' I told him. 'Come here, I want you over my knee. Michael darling would you pass my hairbrush please. Now I want no struggling slave and not a sound, do you hear me?'

'Yes Ma’am,'

His already red and seriously sore ass must have been on fire by the time I'd finished. But, to give him his due he never moved, just sobbed quietly to himself.

'Now up you get. Go back to your hotel. I want to spend some quality time in the arms of my darling. Leave your outfit as it is; just pull your skirt down. We can't have you parading around showing your red ass can we? Now off you go'.

After pulling his new outfit straight he dropped once more to his knees and crawled to Michael. 'Please sir, may I kiss your woman.... I mean my Mistress's feet?'

That was a bit of a surprise for Michael and for me. He really was getting into this now. He wasn't playing any more. He was actually becoming his fantasy; a sissy slave maid.

'Yes you may slave. But just her shoes. I don't want your disgusting saliva on her stockings'.

'Thank you sir'.

He crawled to me on his belly and asked my permission to kiss my shoes.

'Certainly not,' I replied indignantly. ‘I'm wearing these for Michael. How dare you presume to take any sort of enjoyment from his shoes? I'll be wrapping them around his back and digging the heels into his cute ass as soon as you leave. Now get up and fuck off looser!'

Both Michael and I knew that it was our last night together so we didn't waste it. Believe me girls, an experienced lover is nice but there is no substitute for a rock hard youthful cock that just won't go down!

It was lunch time the next day when I managed to drag myself from my lover's arms, take a shower and get dressed. Missy collected us and drove us home. I made him think of twenty five different ways to say how much he respected, admired and envied Michael. Then Michael made him tell me how much he loved and worshipped me – twenty five times of course.


Chapter 11

At home I immediately had Missy get into uniform and get started on the laundry in the garage. I helped Michael get his things together. We didn't want Missy to know he was leaving soon. Michael and I had had some good times together torturing and teasing my slave husband. He'd been a real find for us and I was going to miss him. In a way though, it would be a relief. I was looking forward to a big reunion with my long suffering husband. First though, there would be one last big effort to bring his fantasy to a shattering conclusion. One he would never forget. We would never be able to play this game again. I'd worked so hard to convince him that I'd really chosen another man over him, that I really did not love him or have any respect for him as a man, much less as my husband. Once the game was over and I admitted that I'd been acting all along, that I really did love him still and had done it all for him, I would never be able to fool him again.

I wondered if he would be glad it was over or If he would ever want to play again. I hoped so. I could still tease him by taking lovers. Instead of a long drawn out attempt to break him once and for all, it would be smaller scale breakings that I could do over and over again. We could be together and totally loving for a while then, out of the blue, I could leave him standing alone in the middle of a night club while I go off and screw a complete stranger. Or I could meet some guy on a dating site, have an affair without him knowing, then spring the news on him. I would tease him and humiliate him with the details, driving him nuts with frustration as I lock away his cock and do all the things he yearns for me to do with him, but to another guy. Then, afterwards, each time we could enjoy getting back together as loving husband and wife. I hoped that would be how he wanted it. I cherished our loving relationship totally, but I had a taste now for being a sexy sadistic bitch. It would be a shame if I never got to put my hard earned skills to use now and again.

But I'm getting ahead of myself - back to arranging Missy's big finale.

I'd invited Julie to come and say goodbye. When she arrived Missy answered the door and showed her into the lounge. I deliberately stood just outside the door listening to Julie say her goodbyes to Missy. I heard her tell him she was leaving and would miss teasing and humiliating her sissy baby. I laughed quietly to myself as she began telling him that she thought I might be about to do the same and leave him to be with Michael. She really laid it on thick about how much I was in love with Michael and what real catch he was for me. She teased him asking him what he would do if I left him and then made him admit he couldn't blame me if I did.

When I eventually walked into the room she was sitting on the couch holding one leg stretched out so Missy could lick the bottom of her sexy open toed platform shoes. I laughed out loud as I heard him apologising for being a complete sissy and begging her to persuade me not to leave him for my handsome young lover.

I sent him to get us some wine from the fridge then, while Julie and I chatted about her plans she gave Missy her shoes to lick clean inside and out. He did a thorough job as I listened to Julie pretend to try to persuade me to dump him and marry Michael for real.

That must have been an incredibly intense experience for my slave husband; kneeling there in his little girly pink uniform licking the sweat from the inside of a beautiful young tormentress’ shoes while she tried to persuade his wife to leave him for another man. Wow!

When Julie eventually got up to leave, she slid her knickers down her stockinged legs and stepped out of them. Placing them over Missy's head she carefully arranged the crotch over his nose. I made him curtsy and thank Julie for everything she had done for him. As he opened the door for her to leave she spat in his face and told him that he had lost his wife just as he'd lost his manhood. She said she hoped he would be happy as a sissy faggot then gave him a last slap across the face - for old time's sake. Without my even telling him he curtsied and thanked her before closing the door and turning to kneel at my feet.

I told him to stay there and wait for our next visitor. I had invited Mr Hudson to come over and watch a movie with us. It was the one Michael and I made while I had Missy in the rubber bondage sac. It featured me on my knees, wrists tied to ankles getting my ass royally screwed while I watched my slave husband suffer on the TV.

Missy's face was a picture when it came on. I had to laugh out loud. His face was as red as the knickers still stuck over his head. As he topped up our drinks like a good little maid, Mr Hudson was congratulating Michael on the obvious mastery of his woman's ass.

'Yea,' Michael smiled, 'She's becoming quite the obedient little slut aren't you doll?'

'Yes sir, whatever you say sir,' I curtsied and we both laughed.

'Go and get those restraints to show Mr Hudson,' he told me. 'In fact bring the spare set as well.'

I knew what was going to happen, as did Michael and Mr Hudson. We had planned it carefully. When I returned I was naked except for the red platform shoes I'd worn on the recording still playing on the TV. Missy looked surprised and a little worried when Michael told him to get down on the floor and copy the position he’d seen me in on the video.

‘Now truss the little slut and offer her to our guest,’ Michael ordered me. 'It's only good manners,' he smiled.

'That's very kind of you my dear. It would be rude of me to refuse,' Mr Hudson grinned as he dropped his trousers and positioned himself behind Missy's up thrust buttocks.

Michael quickly secured me in a matching kneeling position so that I was side by side with my sissy hubby. The boys laughed and joked as they shared some lubricant and settled into position to take their pleasure. I looked up at the TV watching myself squeal for more cock as Michael slowly fed his burning length into my welcoming ass.

Missy wasn't so pleased or so relaxed. He had his face turned away from me until Mr Hudson told him to face me. I moved my head slightly so that our noses almost touched and I could stare deeply into his eyes. Julie's knickers had slid to one side of his red, sweating face as it was pressed into the carpet by Mr Hudson's initial thrusts. We groaned together, me in pleasure and him in shame as I crushed my lips to his and slid my tongue into his mouth.

I jumped in surprise when Michael slapped my ass and told me to take over and work for my pleasure. He knelt there behind me, perfectly still, watching the TV and slapping my bobbing ass in encouragement while I impaled myself joyfully on his rock hard shaft.

I found myself wanting to compete with the woman I saw on the TV. I had to be even more of a slut now than I’d been then. Mr Hudson took his que and had Missy copy me. His embarrassment was complete as I told him to relax and enjoy being a real man's slut just like I was.

'We're a couple of horny tarts getting our arses filled with hard man-meat aren't we Missy? Come on, move that ass for your master, show him what a little slut you are. Show me. Show me what you are, what I've made you. Copy me slave, say what I say. Mmmm, yea!'

'Mmm yea,' he whispered timidly.

'I love it, I fucking love your cock in my ass. Say it you fucking slut!'

'I, I....love your cock in my ass.'

'Please don't stop fucking me, don't stop ever!'

'Please don't stop fucking me, don't stop ever.'

'Like you mean it slut! And you address Mr Hudson as sir!'

'Please don't stop fucking my ass Sir!' He shouted in defeat. Ha! Now I was getting somewhere.

'That’s better slave. Keep that up. You're being a good little slut for us aren't you? Now keep copying me. I'll show you how to drive your lover mad.'

Turning to look over my shoulder I squealed, 'I'm your whore baby, I'll do anything you say, just fuck me please!'

'I'm your whore sir, I'll do anything you say, please just fuck me sir!' Missy copied.

I could tell by his face he was reluctantly starting to enjoy this. The prodding of Mr Hudson's cock against his prostate must have felt really good, especially after so long without relief. It was tempting to let him come like this impaled on another man's cock. It would be seriously embarrassing for him. But I had one more final little scene planned and I had to make sure he lasted until then. I needed to end this before Missy got carried away and had a little accident.

'Oh darling I need your cum in my ass, cum for me baby, cum in my ass!'

'Oh Sir I need your cum in my ass sir. Cuuuum!' Missy's words were interrupted as Mr Hudson took his hips in both hands and drove forward. Michael did the same to me. They had waited as long as they could; now nothing was going to stop their final drive toward release. The look on Missy's face was enough to send me over the edge and I came, bucking and screaming in my bonds as Michael's cock released its deluge of hot man juice, spraying my insides as I swore my undying love for him.

Panting to get our breaths back, Michael and I turned to watch Mr Hudson as, with one last huge lunge, he fell forward over my husband, covering him with his huge hairy sweating belly, groaning like a big bear in pain as he wrapped his fingers in Missy's hair lifting his head and pulling it painfully back as his hips thrust forward to drain the last drops of his lust into my fellow slut's ass.

The look on Missy's face as Mr Hudson dismounted him and sat back on the settee was one of utter frustration. He must have been so close! Excellent! Just how I wanted him! Mr Hudson looked exhausted as Michael released Missy and told him to help his guest to dress.

'Thank you my dear,' he said to me as he turned to leave. 'Michael you're a lucky young man'.

'Thank you,' Michael smiled before telling Missy to see the gentleman to the door. I could hear Mr Hudson telling Missy he should think himself lucky that Michael and I let him stay with us as our maid. He went on to say how much he had enjoyed Missy's squealed encouragements as he took his ass. 'I shall expect the same vocal enthusiasm every time I avail myself of your sissy slave ass in future boy,' he demanded. Then with a final threat that if Missy did not behave himself in an exemplary fashion he would answer to him, Mr Hudson was gone.

Back in the lounge Michael had Missy lick his cock clean of his and my juices before ordering him to do the same with my ass. His smooth tongue felt good on my poor used ass and I was disappointed when he finally stopped. 'Right slave, upstairs to the bathroom,' Michael ordered.

'You, my little slut, can stay there until I decide to release you. Maybe I'll just leave you there while I go to bed,' he teased me.

'Darling,' I pleaded. 'I need you. I need to be in your arms in our bed. Please babe. I'll be a good girl I promise'. I knew hearing me talk like that would drive hubby mad with jealousy!

'We'll see later. Now you, faggot, upstairs now'.

I heard from my hubby later that Michael had stepped into the shower and then had Missy join him to wash him all over, concentrating on his cock and his ass, taunting him all the while. He called him a pathetic looser who couldn't satisfy his own wife. A pervert who got off on watching real men fuck her.

The taunting continued as Missy dried Michael. He called Missy a faggot while making him dry his cock carefully. He made hubby admit he envied Michael for being such a man and having such power over me. He asked Missy if he enjoyed taking Mr Hudson's cock in his ass. 'I can't decide who likes it the most you or your slut wife. Yes I did say slut wife. That's what she is isn't it? She admits it herself. Don't you like me saying it faggot? What are you going to do about it? I don't think you could make a very convincing claim to her while you're standing there fondling my cock like a faggot, with the neighbour's spunk dripping from your ass, do you, you sad sissy arsehole?' So it went on until Michael eventually had Missy lie over his knee while he spanked his ass black and blue.

Missy was still shedding tears when he came back into the lounge. He untied me and took me to the shower where he carefully and gently washed and dried me all over. Then he pulled back the bed covers allowing me to crawl in beside my lover.

'Right looser,' Michael sighed. 'Sleep in the garage. I don't want you in our house, you disgust me'.

'Me too,' I giggled. 'Fuck off looser! We don't want you. We only want each other don't we baby?'

'Mmmm,' Michael sighed as I ran my fingers through his hair. 'Who does your wife love looser?'

'My wife loves you sir,' he answered from the doorway.

'Who does she fuck slave?'

'My wife fucks you sir.'

'What about you sissy? How does she feel about you?'

'Nothing sir. She feels nothing. I am her slave, nothing more. She's been waiting for you all her married life sir. Now she has you she doesn't need me'.

'Good girl. Now tell her how you feel about her then fuck off'.

'I love you Ma’am, I always will. I love you more than any slave has ever loved his mistress'.

'Am I supposed to care looser?' I asked. 'I have all I need right here in my bed. You are nothing to me now. Just do your best to stay out of my way and maybe I'll let you earn your keep. Maybe.... for a while anyway'.

Michael and I laughed and he whispered, 'Surprising how well he learns his lines and his place when he gets a little encouragement from your hairbrush isn't it?'

I had a lovely sleep and, when I woke, Michael was gone. Now for the finale. Boy was I looking forward to this!!!


Chapter 12

Missy was up well before I was attending to his duties. I had him serve me breakfast in the kitchen. It's such a nice start to the day sitting with a slice of toast and a cup of coffee reading the newspaper while your slave husband kneels under the table sucking your toes and telling you how beautiful you are.

Unfortunately I couldn't spend too long on that, I had things to do. So, leaving Missy a long list of chores, I left to go into town. I told him I was meeting up with Michael. I wasn't because Michael had left for good, but I needed to keep the illusion live for just a little longer. I bought myself a new sexy little black dress and some stunning long black leather boots with deadly heels. Then I spent the rest of the day at the beauty parlour. I had a lovely relaxing facial, a manicure and, to top it all off, a completely new hairstyle.

When I got home I handed my shopping to Missy to take upstairs. I noticed the look on his face when he saw my hair. I think he was a little upset. In the past I would always discuss it with him before I changed my hair, to make sure he would like it. Now I was making it clear that his opinion was of no consequence.

After a nice coffee and a massage for my saw feet I had Missy follow me over to Mr Hudson's. He must have suspected that he was in for some punishment and must have been sure of it when Mr Hudson ordered him into his huge double garage where he made the trembling sissy strip off his maid's uniform before tying his ankles together and attaching them to a rope hanging from a pulley up in the rafters. Missy was told to lie on the floor while Mr Hudson walked over to the wall and pressed a button. Then, with a soft whine, an electric winch took the slack out of the rope before lifting my poor sissy maid’s legs from the floor.

I stood smiling and enjoying Missy’s worried expression as the winch carried on winding until he was suspended by his ankles, his head about three feet from the ground and arms dangling down. Switching off the winch, Mr Hudson used more rope to tie Missy’s wrists together and secure them to a metal ring bolted to the floor. Then it was back to the winch to make sure the helpless maid was pulled taught.

'Stop panicking slave,' I soothed him. 'I’ve asked Mr Hudson to string you up like that for a reason. Although I haven't seen it for quite a while, I'm sure that little thing of yours must be about the size of a pea by now. So I have a new smaller tube for you. Yes, I know, it’s hard to believe any man could possibly be as small as you down there but its true. First though, we have to get this one off'. I unlocked the chastity shield and removed it before taking the warm steel tube encasing his long suffering cock in my hand. Looking down I examined it, turning it roughly from side to side, aware of his grimacing face as just my closeness and the fact that his Mistress had deemed to touch him there had him on the point of feinting with excitement.

'We made a good job of gluing the lock didn't we slave? Lucky for you that we have an ex metalwork teacher for our neighbour isn't it? I'm warning you though; you need to stay very still. One move from you, one little twitch at the wrong time and we might eliminate the need for a chastity tube altogether,' I laughed.

I blindfolded Missy and stepped back to watch him sweating in fear as Mr Hudson used a small electric cutting tool to slice through the protruding part of the lock. Then it was just a pair of pliers to grasp and pull out the steel pin that went through the tube and through Missy's piercing. After that it just dropped off his fear shrivelled cock. To make sure it stayed that way I taped a bag of ice over his groin bringing a gasp of surprise from him.

Unknown to him I didn't really have another cage. I needed his cock free for the last part of our little adventure, but I didn't want him to know that.

I pretended to fiddle with a new tube for a while, getting angry and eventually swearing in frustration because there was a part missing. I took Mr Hudson to one side and we pretended to discuss matters quietly. Finally, I approached my worried slave.

'Unfortunately slave, this new tube is not going to work. There is a part missing. I'm not sure how long it will take to get a replacement but, by the looks of it we don't need to worry too much. I think the tablets are doing their job. Your little thing seems to be behaving very well.'

Actually, I knew that was a combination of the fear of being cut by Mr Hudson’s tool and the cold of the ice pack.

'I'm going to allow you the extreme privilege of having your little clitty free for a while, just until we get the new part. Mr Hudson knows someone who might be able to make the bit we need so we should be able to get you secured away tomorrow. Until then I'm going to be watching you very carefully. Believe me when I say slave, you do not want to let me down. Any sign of excitement from that little thing will be severely punished and I do mean severely! And don't even think about touching it my girl. You would not survive what I'd do to you if you did! Just enjoy your last taste of freedom. When the new tube goes on it goes on for a long long time. Personally I'd like it locked away forever, since it is of no use to me but I'm prepared to be fair and allow you the hope that one day you might actually reach such a state of servitude and devotion that I might choose to reward you. You'd like that wouldn't you?’

‘I won’t of course, but it will amuse me to dash those pathetic hopes. Now, you might as well remain there as I have things to do and I don’t want you under my feet.’

Leaving Missy hanging in Mr Hudson's garage I went back home to get ready. At about 7pm I phoned Mr Hudson and asked him to release my hubby and send him home. When he walked into the lounge I was on the phone booking a table for two at a lovely posh restaurant. I knew Missy would assume it was for Michael and me.

As I sat on the leather couch I was sporting the new sexy little black dress with long black leather boots and my new hairstyle. Missy was trying hard not to stare. As I put down the phone I slowly crossed my legs hitching my dress up to reveal the dark tops of my stockings.

'Put your eyes back in slave,' I scolded him. 'Come here and kneel in front of me. I take it you like my new outfit?'

'Yes Ma’am, you look incredible,' he answered. I wondered why he grimaced as he knelt then I saw the red and purple stripes running across the front of both of his thighs.

'Have you been a naughty girl for Mr Hudson?' I asked him.

'Please Ma’am,' he whispered, red faced. 'He said he was helping me to keep my mind off inappropriate thoughts'.

'Oh I see,' I smiled. I'd informed Mr Hudson that tonight may mark the end of our little game. I guess he had just wanted a last bit of enjoyment making my little slave squirm and beg. I couldn't blame him really.

‘Where else did he beat you slave?’ I asked him.

‘Everywhere Ma’am. Then……then he……he…..’

‘Oh spit it out for goodness sake girl!’

‘He made me suck him Ma’am, while I was hanging there, he made me suck his cock.’

Wow, I thought, Mr Hudson really had made the best of his last opportunity! Maybe after our big reunion, if we ever did play this game again, I should consider including Mr Hudson again. He clearly had a natural talent for this stuff.

‘If Mr Hudson beat you sissy, then I’m sure he had good reason. And if he decided to relieve himself in a sissy faggot’s mouth, well what of it? Now stop tell me, do you like my outfit?’ Michael chose it for me, the boots too. What is it about men and boots? Oh dear, why am I asking you? You hardly qualify do you? What about my hair do you like that?'

'Yes Ma’am, you look beautiful,' he said, looking up at me.

'Eyes down slave, unless you want me to tell your Master how you were staring at me?'

'Sorry Ma’am.'

'Michael chose my hairstyle too you know. I think he's deliberately changing me to emphasise that I belong to him now and not you. Now tell me, how did you enjoy your reward?'

'It was amazing Ma’am, thank you.'

'Was it humiliating and frustrating enough for you?'

'Yes Ma’am'.

'Or do you think you could take more? More humiliation, more frustration, more pain even?'

'I, I, I don't know Ma’am. I don't think so'.

'Well let's find out shall we?' I smiled.

'Oh oh! What is that?!' I cried as I pointed to his erection poking out from his knickers and tenting the front of his pink rubber dress.

'Sorry Ma’am, I’m so sorry!' he pleaded.

'Well I suppose that answers my question doesn't it? You may not be ready for more but your pathetic little excuse for a cock certainly is. I think we are going to have to increase the dosage on your tablets aren't we?'

You'll remember I'd been giving him what I said were chemical castration tablets for a few weeks now, along with my birth control pills. Actually the castration pills were cod liver oil and the birth control pills were artificial sweeteners!

'Please Ma’am,' he whispered, staring at my boots. 'I don't want to become a woman'.

'Well it's a bit late for that isn't it?' I laughed. 'Besides which, since when has what you do or don't want been of any interest to me?'

He looked so beaten and deflated as I said that, I almost wanted to give in and cuddle him. Then I noticed again the desperate bulge under his dress twitching and bobbing, betraying his deepest desires.

'I tell you what slave,' I relented. 'Michael will be home soon to take me out to celebrate. While I wait why don't you amuse me by playing with that tiny little thing?’

That got his attention big time!

'Please Ma’am, really? I mean....may I please?'

'I just said so didn't I? What are you, Ugly AND fucking stupid?'

'I'm sorry Ma’am'.

'So am I,' I answered. 'I'm sorry I didn't make you my slave and start sleeping with real men years ago. I'm sorry I even married you at all, you pathetic cross dressing pansy! Now get on with it before I change my mind, show me what a sad little wanker you are. Let's see you do the only thing you've ever been any good at. Make sure you tell me though....if you are getting close to letting that little thing dribble its worthless watery slime. When I say stop you put your hands behind your back pronto! Understand Missy?'

'Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am,’ he stammered.

'Make sure you do slave. If you fuck this up I'll make you wish you'd never been born!'

'I won't Ma’am, I promise. I'll be careful. Thank you Ma’am, thank you.’

'I mean it scumbag, one little dribble and you are history, out of my life for good. But not before I have Michael beat you to within an inch of your sad little life. Then I'll secure you in the rubber bondage sac and leave you there for a couple of days before I dump you at the local tip, still wrapped up in there. Mark my words slave,' I spoke quietly, taking his chin and lifting his face so I could look into his eyes. 'because I mean every fucking word'.

'Yes Ma’am, I'll be really careful I promise,' he blubbered, nearly crying now in desperation. He was so close to feeling the first stimulation on his poor deprived cock in months and months.

I spat in his face then sat back to watch.

'Get on with it then. No, right hand behind your back. You use your left, middle finger only. Let me see you rubbing your little clit like the sex starved slut you are. Slowly now! Gently, that's it'.

Beads of sweat stood out on his forehead as he pulled aside his knickers to extract the swollen purple focus of his desire. Staring in lust at my boots he began to slowly and lightly tease the underside of his twitching cock with the middle finger of his left hand. In just a few seconds I heard him plead, 'Please Ma’am, I'm close!'

'Stop then, wanker. Hands behind your back! That didn't take long did it you little pervert. How do you suppose you could ever satisfy me or any other woman when you can't control yourself for more than a few seconds?'

I had him lie down on his back so that I could rest one leather boot on his face while I teased his straining cock with the other.

'Please Ma’am, I think you should stop'.

'And why should I give a fuck what you think you pathetic little wimp?'

'Please Ma’am, I can't hold it!'

''You'd better stop it girl or I'll make sure you regret it for the rest of your miserable life!'

Another couple of strokes of my boot with him writhing and gasping then I felt sorry for him and stopped. My boot was dripping pre-cum which I ordered him to lick off. Then I had him back up on his knees, right arm behind him, left middle finger teasing away.

By the time we'd been through the sequence three times he was bright red and dripping sweat. He tried to beg but I told him to shut up. Then, checking my watch I said, 'Oh well, nearly time for me to go out with my darling. You'll be going back over to Mr Hudson's while I'm out. It's for your own good. I doubt if you'd be able to resist finishing yourself off now would you slave? You’d better ask him to string you back up in his garage. Another beating might help take your mind off that pathetic excuse for a cock.’

'Please Ma’am, I love you,' he sobbed in defeat.

‘Fuck off slut, I’m not interested,’ I dismissed.

'Oh, I nearly forgot. Before I send you over there, I have some wonderful news for you,’ I teased.

I crossed my legs and sat forward making sure I had his full attention. He looked a little dazed from the shear strength of sexual energy being held back over and over. I needed to make sure I got through to him with this.

'Shuffle forward a little slave and put your hands on your head. That's it, a little more. I'm giving you the privilege of resting your little clitty on my boot'.

He was staring in fascination at his cock as it twitched and swelled even further against the luxurious leather of my new boot. I wondered what effect my news would have.

'Listen carefully slave. Everyone one else concerned already knows. You, as my slave have no right to know anything. However, since you are also my husband, at least in name,' I laughed, ' I will tell you the news too. Just remember, I wanted you to be the last to know….. I'm pregnant'.

I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head!

'Get your eyes down girl! How dare you look me in the face?'

Dropping his gaze immediately he started shaking his head, I guess in disbelief.

'You know I've been giving you my birth control pills for a while to see if we can make you look more like the sissy girl you are. Well, that stud of a man, Michael didn't waste any time. He's put me in the club straight away. I'm having his baby!'

I was watching Missy's cock very carefully while I dropped this bombshell. I felt really guilty for lying to him about something so important but I needed a big finish. Judging by his twitching, dancing cock we were still ok. I guess he was just so frustrated and desperate that his libido was ruling everything. Good, I was relying on it.

'You can move back a little now slave. I'll let you play with your clitty again while I tell you our plans'.

He jumped to obey. I don't know how I kept a straight face as he knelt there in front of me, one hand on his head and the other back to his cock, still staring lustfully at my sexy boots as I told him the details of my plans with my lover and our baby.

‘That's why Michael and I are going out to celebrate tonight, we’re having a baby. I wonder if it will be a boy or a girl. Either way it will be a constant reminder of how we met and fell in love. I think Michael will make a wonderful father don't you slave?'

'Yes Ma’am. Please Ma’am, may I beg Ma’am?'

'What do you want to beg for Missy?'

'Please Ma’am, may I cum, please Ma’am, PLEASE?'

'I think you already are begging aren't you?'

'Yes Ma’am. I'm sorry, but I can't help it. Please may I Ma’am, please. I'll do anything you say, I swear. I'll never complain and never disobey you I promise'.

'But you wouldn't dare complain or disobey me anyway would you?'

'No Ma’am'.

'Then what do I have to gain by letting you cum silly?'

'Oh please Ma’am, I can't stop, I'm sorry I can't, I love you so much!’

'Hands on head right now!' I gave him a quite vicious slap across the face to get through to him. Tears of frustration flowed down his cheeks as he slowly and shakily raised his left hand to meet the right one still on his head. This was working even better than I hoped. And, I was enjoying myself again.

'I'm disappointed in you slave. I had considered allowing you to be our nursery nurse. However, that would be a position of trust and clearly I cannot trust you'.

'I'm sorry Ma’am. Please let me be a nurse for your baby. I'll do anything you say. I didn't mean to disobey you. It's just that you look so beautiful and I've waited so long. Please Ma’am, please give me another chance!'

'I'm not sure you could handle it. I would require you to continue with your normal duties as my slave but, in addition, I would need some special care as an expectant lady for the next nine months. Then I'd need you to look after our baby when he or she is born. I really don't see why I should be stuck with changing dirty diapers or getting up in the middle of the night to warm feeding bottles. I need my beauty sleep to stay sexy for Michael. Do you really think you could handle all of that slave?'

'Please Ma’am, you know I'll do anything to make you happy. I don't care what it costs me anymore. I just want to be near you and see you happy'.

'Nice speech slave. Now show me you mean it. Amuse me. I want to tease you some more. Start playing with that little thing again. I want to see the despair in your face as you do it. Hoping against hope that I'll relent but knowing all along that it's never going to happen. I need you for that too you know. To torture and humiliate, to frustrate and tease. I guess it's in my nature. Our little game just brought it out. I hope you're glad you persuaded me to start it are you?'

'Yes Ma’am. I'm just glad I can do something, anything that makes you happy'.

'Go ahead then, slowly and gently, that's it. Good girl. Now I need to be sure, before Michael gets here, that you fully understand. Then I can discuss the final details with him over dinner. I am prepared to keep you on as my maid and as my baby's nurse. Obviously I will be divorcing you and marrying Michael properly'.

That got through to him. He even paused in his rubbing but didn't look up.

'Did I tell you to stop slave? Now where was I? Oh yes. We will need to increase your medications and possibly arrange some laser treatments. We have to get rid of any lingering maleness once and for all. We'll be moving away to start a new life where nobody knows us, so I need to be able to pass you off as a real woman. It shouldn't be that difficult, you don't have very far to go do you?'

'No Ma’am. Please Ma’am, I'm there again!'

'Ok you may stop, hands on head. You know the drill. With a stronger dose of hormones, smooth hairless skin, longer head hair in a nice style, maybe some makeup tattooed on your face? I think we might pull it off. A corset should take care of your figure. We'll need to work on your voice, get it higher and more girly. Eventually we may arrange a little operation for you, get rid of that sad little thing bobbing away between your legs. But we can sort that later. For the moment the new smaller tube will suffice'.

He was crying softly now, I could see his shoulders bounce as he tried to sob quietly. He didn't hesitate though when I told him to continue teasing himself.

'Make the best of it slave; you won't be getting out of the new cage for a long time. In fact, I have an idea. I'm spoiling you I know but I'm in such a good mood because of my baby. So why don't we say that, if you work really hard at being a perfect slave for me for nine months or so, then make a really impressive effort to be an excellent nurse for the baby for, say three months or so, just to show you can do it. Then, I'll consider letting you have a pathetic ruined orgasm. How would that be?'

'Oh please Ma’am. Please, I need it, I NEED!'

'Oh dear, are we back to being obsessed with what you need. I thought we'd sorted that'.

'I'm sorry Ma’am, please, I'll do what you say I promise. I'll do anything. Can I please cum now though? Please. I can't wait any longer, I can't!'

'You want me to let you cum now?'

'Yes please Ma’am! I'm begging you. I can't go on any longer, please!'

'Ok,' I smiled.

'What? I mean.... thank you Ma’am, THANK YOU! Oh fuck! Thank you!'

'Ooooh wait up! Stop, stop right now. You silly thing. I meant - ok you can stop. Not ok you can cum'.

'Oh no, no please!'

He stopped though, despite his protestations. I think maybe part of him knew there would be a catch. I'd proved to him what a bitch I was. Proved it and proved it again. No way was I going to give him a break now, and he knew it.

'So, can I take it that you accept my terms in full slave?'

'Yes Ma’am, anything you say. I give in. You win'.

'Of course I do. It could never have been otherwise. Now, just to be absolutely clear - you'll sign the divorce papers and spend the rest of your miserable life serving me as my slave, serving my new husband as his slave and looking after our baby - correct?'

'Yes Ma’am'.

'Play with it again. I just love watching you and it's going to be a long time before I get the chance again'.

'You'll become a woman for me, a female slave, totally, and permanently?'

'Yes Ma’am, I will.'

'And you're happy with your life. You're glad we began our little game. You're grateful for everything I've done, everything I've made you do. It's all just made you love and worship me more. You're mine. I own you. You are nothing without your Mistress. You have no complaints and no regrets. You live only to serve me. Correct?'

'Yes Ma’am, I just want to serve you as your slave as anything you want me to be. Part of me wishes we could go back but it’s too late now, I know that. If this is what you need to be happy then so be it. I love you more than ever, more than anyone ever loved anyone. I'm yours to do with as you please'.

'That's nice slave. A little silly though. You can't possibly love me as much as Michael does. You can't do anything anywhere near as well as he does. Now can you?'

'No Ma’am, of course not'. He sighed.

'Please Ma’am, I'm there again. ‘Please I've promised everything. I'll do anything I swear. Please Ma’am. Just once, just one cum, please. Then I'll never ask again I swear!'

'I really think it's better for us to wait slave,' I laughed. 'After another twelve months of chemical castration tablets you probably won't be able to get a hard on much less have an orgasm. But don't worry. The increased female hormones I'm going to give you will probably take away the desire anyway; which is a good thing actually. I need my maid and my nursery nurse to be concentrating on her duties not on her sick perverted desires.'

'Please Ma’am, anything, anything, just please, its killing me!'

'Ok, maybe you're right. Maybe we should just get it over with. Then we can get you locked away tomorrow for good can't we? You can start coming to terms with your womanhood and your slave hood. You can put all that silly male stuff behind you once and for all. You were never very good at it anyway were you?'

'No Ma’am. Sorry Ma’am. Please I'm there Ma’am, I can't stop, please I can't!'

'You'll stop when I fucking well tell you to slave!' I snapped.

'Oh fuck, please Ma’am! No, please I can't, please Ma’am, please I beg.....I beg you Ma’am pleaaaaaase! Oh….oh fuck…..OH FUUUUUUUUUCKKKKKKKKK!'

A jet of pent up spunk shot out of the swollen purple head of his cock and splattered the underside of his chin.

'Hands on head now you fucking wimp, NOW I SAID!!!' I screamed at him.

I had to hit him across the face twice but I finally got through. I guess all that conditioning was paying off. I really had broken him to my will. His hands rested on his head, fingers curling into his hair, wrenching his head down even as his hips bounced thrusting his long denied cock into the air like it was fucking the world's best pussy.

He was crying, groaning and screaming my name, apologising, swearing his love for me. I just sat there, keeping my face impassive. Eventually I leaned forward so my face was inches from his as he looked up.

'Oh dear,' I sighed. 'Wait till I tell Michael about this'.

That brought another gut wrenching groan from him as a fresh wave of flying spunk spattered my pristine black leather boots. His eyes rolled back in his head as he screamed at the ceiling, 'I love you Ma’am!’

'Fuck off looser!' I screamed back before spitting in his face.

As he fell onto his side I thought he'd feinted. I quickly knelt beside him cradling his head, stroking his hair until his tightly screwed shut eyes finally opened and focussed on me.

'There, there, baby. It's all over now. I love you too. Now get up. You need a shower. Our table is booked for 8pm. We’re going to celebrate our reunion my darling.’
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