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Chapter One




Leo

My fingers dance between the buttons and the joystick, maneuvering my zombie killer. I scan the screen for the special potion I need to level up. A greenish tinge glittering on the ground to my right catches my eye. I maneuver my level twenty-four zombie killer to the right, snatch the bottle from the floor, and tuck it into my character’s inventory. Just in time, a pack of zombies enters the abandoned building I’d been exploring. I waste no time and slice off the heads of twenty limping zombies. After butchering the zombies, I pause the game and glance at the time.

“Fuck!”

Did I just spend the whole day playing the game?

Chastity, my fiancee, will be home any minute. I race for the trash can. I stand and look around, surrounded by junk: empty soda cans, candy wrappers, plates, and takeout containers with half-eaten meals. How am I going to get this room cleaned before Chastity gets home?

Maybe she’ll be working late again tonight. If she does, I’ll remind her the takeout containers are here because she’s been working late almost every night. Chastity manages a vast warehouse on the outskirts of town. It hits me that I also promised I’d at least look for a job. I make a command decision. Instead of cleaning, I stumble across the littered floor and fidget with the corner of the sheet of paper with job leads, names, and phone numbers of friends Chastity scribbled in her flowery writing, wondering how our relationship got so fucked up.

What happened to her? She used to be so… tough. Dominant. I hate her like she is now. Acting like a doting wife, picking up after me, making me dinner… I wish she’d be like she was. Tough. Take no shit. I miss the woman from college.

In college, we were the best of friends—inseparable. We had no secrets. Well, she told me everything, but I held one thing back. I still haven’t told her my fantasy. It’s too wild, too taboo. I’d love to reveal it to her, but I’m afraid I’d lose her if I did, and I can’t lose Chastity. She’s the best thing ever in my life. Honestly, I’m not even sure why she stays with me anymore. I’m a failure as a provider, a man in every way, and a big disappointment as her fiancee. If I could please her in bed, maybe she’d forget about the rest.

I’m just not good enough for her. I’m losing her. I’ve given up, that’s why I do jack shit but play games. I’m just waiting for the axe. It’s just a matter of when. Or worse, she’ll start coming home late smelling like the musk of another man, with a relaxed expression, sexual satisfaction oozing from her, with an afterglow I can’t seem to give her. I’d seen that look too many times in college as her friend, but as her lover, I’ve failed to reproduce it.

Thinking of her with another man strangely arouses me, so erect, I sit at my desk, pull out my cock and my favorite Femdom cuckolding video, wrap half my hand around my undersized cock, and drift back to this morning, “Promise me—” Chastity glowered at my gaming desk, and the thousands of dollars she spent on my gaming gear. “—you’ll at least make some calls, clean up, and at least try to find a job and do the dishes, please.”

Please? I thought. Tell me to do it. Order me.

Chastity continued pleadingly as I wondered what happened to the woman I loved. The old Chastity would never have begged. “I’m begging you. I can’t take any more of this mess. The least you can do is clean up the kitchen. Just put the dishes in the dishwasher and turn it on. Please.”

She pinches her lips together. I know what’s on her mind. Do something! Besides jacking off all day while I go to work, and yet again, Leo, you left me sexually frustrated. Unfulfilled. Before she left, she threw her hands up and said, “I give up!”

Making what I knew would be another empty promise, “I will. I’ll clean up and cook dinner.”

“That would be nice.” Chastity bites her lip even harder. She’s horny, frustrated. She scans me from head to toe. Her eyes linger on my crotch, and regret radiates from her. I know what she wants to say, “Why did I think marrying a guy with a little cock was a good idea?”

In a last-ditch effort, I said, “I promise. When you get home from work, your home will be spotless, and I’ll have a job. I promise.”

But I didn’t do any of it. Instead, I convinced myself I could play until I leveled up. How long could that take? When I hit that level. I played on and on, and…

Somewhere in the deepest corner of my mind wished for her to put her foot down and take no more of my shit.


Chapter Two




Leo

When I hear the garage doors roll open, it ruins my orgasm. After sputtering out three drops of frustration in a panic, I pull my pants up. Adjust my package. Moments later, the backdoor opens and shuts. Chastity’s heels click across the kitchen floor. They stop. I visualize the disappointment in my fiancee’s face and posture as she soaks in the mess. The kitchen remains a disaster, just as when she left for work this morning.

Her response says it all, “Oh fuck! Leo!”

I don’t answer. What can I say? “I’m sorry.” How many times can I say that until she throws me out? It’s her house, not mine. I brace myself for the outcome. I fully expect Chastity to storm into my gaming room, just down the hall from the kitchen, and chew my ass out. Honestly, I hope she does. But she doesn’t. She stomps upstairs.

I figure, why not play for a bit longer? It’ll relax me. I hate myself. I can’t help myself when I fire up my game, get lost in a world where I’m the macho stud, and forget my insecurities. I forget about my little cock, my inadequacy in the bedroom, and how lucky I have been to land a woman as gorgeous as Chastity, knowing I’m losing her. I forget how the men look at her when we go to dinner or a movie. I forget why I quit my last job. I forget about all the teasing, the same teasing I survived in high school and college. I forget I’m out of my league with a woman like Chastity.

Instead, I drift into a world where I’m a macho stud, a man that I know Chastity is attracted to, a muscular, alpha male that kicks ass and takes names. I drift back to the day Chastity asked me out. After college, we remained close friends. One day, out of the blue, she confessed her frustration with men and their lies, but oh, she loved the sex. “They’re not like you, Leo.”

“Why me?”

“Because you’re not like other men. I’m tired of men.”

It didn’t dawn on me that my future wife didn’t consider me a man.

Cocooned in my gaming world, I get lost. Time passes. I’m not even sure how much. Chastity rips my headset off, jolting me out of the only world I feel safe in, and screams. “I’m leaving. I thought this could work. I love you, Leo, but I can’t take this anymore.”

I thought I hit pause on my game and turn. Olivia stands behind me, smelling like a bouquet. Her long, gorgeous legs planted wide. Her manicured hands fly into the air, wearing a cold, hard look, “I’m tired of you! What was I thinking? I got so tired of the macho assholes and thought things would be different with you. I thought I’d like having a sensitive guy. I didn’t care about the sex. I thought I could survive without it if I had a kind, sensitive guy. Caring. I was wrong.”

I try to answer. She doesn’t let me.

“I’m through. Look at this place. You fucking promised. You’re a mess. Maybe I should have your mother move back in and paddle your ass…”

The lecture continues as I picture Chastity dressed in all black, maybe leather or a shiny PVC suit, with a black-studded paddle in her hand. I think, “Please do it.”

She gripes on, “We don’t go out anymore or make love, and on the rare occasion you can pry yourself away from your games, you cum in less than the time I take to brush my teeth. Leo, I’m… I need—”

An ear-splitting warning announces that I hadn’t paused my game. I turn back to my game and watch my character perish. Not grasping the reality of my situation, “Damn it, Chastity. I lost. I made it—” I caught sight of the four suitcases in the doorway.

Chastity’s face reddens, “I can’t take it anymore. I have needs. I’m leaving for the weekend. When I get back, I want you gone.”

“Where am I supposed to go?”

“Move back in with your mother; she won’t put up with your crap.” Chastity spins on her heels, grabs two suitcases, and leaves. I jump up and run after her. As she races through the house and into the driveway, I beg. She ignores me, opens the trunk, and tosses her bags with a thump.

“Chastity, what are you doing? What about the wedding? It’s in two months. What are we going to tell everyone? You can’t do this. We were supposed to be married. I love you. I know you love me. Come on, sweetheart, let’s talk about it. I’ll change.”

“No more talk. This is not what I want. I love you, Leo, but I need more. A man. All you do is talk. I’m going to look for work. I’m going to clean up my mess. I’ll cook dinner for you. I work all day, Leo. Honestly, I don’t mind you staying home. I make enough to care for us, but you’ve got to do something around here. Not just sit at home and play—”

I don’t remind her that doing all the cleaning, cooking, and serving me was her idea to become more like a traditional woman. “Okay. I promise. I’ll change.”

For a moment, Chastity chills. “No! I’ve tried; you used to be different. So sensitive. You changed after you got fired from your last job. What happened? I need… Someone to fuck me.”

That’s it. The real problem is that she needs to get fucked like she did in college by alpha male jocks with big cocks.

“We don’t go out anymore. I miss our long nights when we talked all night.”

That’s not it. I know her better than she knows herself. She needs dick. She needs a good fuck, and I can’t give it to her.

Chastity pauses, steps forward, and leans into my face. “Now that I think about it, you’re little cock never really pleased me, anyway. I need a real man! A man who makes love to me and a maid that—”

That’s it, the real problem. Sex. I can clean up the house. I can make dinner, but it’ll never be enough unless…

She taps her finger on her bottom lip. “Maybe I don’t need a man. A husband. I need a stud. A big cock to fuck me and a maid for the day. Who needs men? I don’t! My vibrator does a better job than any man has ever. At least you!”

I’m uncertain where or why I say what I say next, but it spurts out, “We should go back to the way it was. Just be friends. I don’t want to lose that.”

Chastity shakes her head. “I wish. Maybe I will. Hire a maid and bring a string of studs in here. I love you. I still do, but no more. I’m getting what I want when I want.”

Chastity races back inside, and I follow, thinking of how she’s supported me for the last two years after I got fired, never complaining, cooking meals for us, paying for my gaming subscription, buying me clothes, paying the mortgage, the bills, my car payment… And she loves me, I know. What am I going to do without her? I love her. I can’t lose her. But what can I do? How can we go back to the way things were?

Chastity grabs the last two suitcases as I make a last-ditch effort: “I’m sorry. Please. I’ll do anything for you. I will change. I swear. What can I do to prove to you how much I love you? I’ll do anything. I swear. Just name it.”

Chastity lifts her bags. “Why did I pack all this shit? It’s my house.” She leaves the last two bags and spins on her heels, “You didn’t even offer to help me with my luggage.”

I tag along behind her like a lost puppy. “I’ll cook. I’ll clean. I’ll get better in the… you know love, making department—I swear.”

Chastity ignores me. I watch her shiny BMW speed off until it disappears around the corner. If I ever get another chance, I swear to the high heavens I’d do anything she asks. I’ll give her the weekend and try again.


Chapter Three




Chastity

Filled with rage, regret, and sadness, I storm out of my home without a plan. I drive mindlessly, with no destination in mind. I’ll give Leo the weekend to move out, then move back. I’m done with him, and that’s all I know. But I love him. I do. Or the way he used to be, a sensitive, caring guy. As I think about it, I realize Leo hasn’t changed. I have. No, I haven’t our relationship changed. Why can’t things be like they were? Maybe I need to be stricter with him. People don’t mess with me at work. But is that it?

I broke out in tears an hour from home. I did not know where I was, and not wanting to wrap my car around a telephone pole, I pulled into the parking lot of a lonely hotel. After crying for a few minutes, I raged at myself for three wasted years. I love him but can’t take the undisciplined, lazy, and impulsive man he’s become anymore. I hate him!

Yet he can be so loving when he wants to be. I put up with his little cock, and terrible love-making because I thought there was more to life. There is, but I miss that…

I drift back to college when I had Leo as my best friend and a string of studs lined up. Leo to talk to. Studs to make me scream. What happened? I chose Leo and swore off men and sex—perhaps premature.

I wish I could go back to those days. But the guys that fill me sexually leave me empty emotionally—Leo fills that part of me that big dicked studs leave barren. But Leo by himself doesn’t suffice, nor do studs banging me every which way. I need both! I slam my hands into the steering wheel, “Damn him! Damn him!”

Exhausted emotionally and physically, I head for the lobby. A black sign with white letters greets me in the lobby: Why A Female-Led Relationship? I pick up a pamphlet and skim over it. Holy crap! Was this destiny? Had fate guided me here?

I check in. Instead of sleeping, I spend the night surfing the internet, learning about the benefits of a female-led relationship, specifically chastity, feminization, and cuckolding. At two in the morning, it hit me. This is what I’m missing. But will Leo go for it? I had all the traits of a first-rate Mistress and Leo…

He’s so slender and graceful. His lithe body, the delicate curve of his hips, so small and effeminate, would fit perfectly in a frilly maid’s outfit. But will Leo go for it?

On a whirlwind weekend, I attended every lecture, seminar, and question-and-answer session, learning about who I was and what I could have in a female-led relationship. I sat in the front row, listened intently, and scribbled page after page of notes in the packed room.

Leo called throughout the day and night all weekend. I didn’t answer or respond to his texts but listened to his voice messages.

In one particularly lengthy voice message, he proclaimed in a subservient, whimpering tone, “I’ll do anything to get you back, Chastity.”

Every voice message had the same theme: minutes of whimpering, begging, and pleading.

Text message after text message: “Please.” “I’ll clean the house.” “I’ll take you out to dinner anytime you ask.” “Just give me another chance.” “What do you want me to do? Just tell me.”

I didn’t answer.

Upon returning to my room on Sunday night, a revelation hit me. I texted Leo with one straightforward question, “Anything?”

He called me back, panicked, desperate, and subservient. Leo babbled on about how he’d do anything: clean the house, find a job, stop playing video games, and spend more time with me. He finished with, “Please just come home.”

“Okay, Leo, anything means anything. Are you willing to do anything to save our relationship?”

“Yes, I swear, anything, Chastity. Just tell me what it is. I’ll look for another job. Every day, I’ll—“

“I have something else in mind. I’ll be home in a few hours. Then we’ll see.”

“Anything, just tell me.”

I glanced at my notebook and let the topics that struck a chord take hold: Chastity, Feminization, and Cuckolding. Would he go for it? Would any man? But according to the speakers, Leo has been waiting for me to take charge since we met. Feminization, chastity, and cuckolding are significant changes; maybe I need to explain in person.

I draw deep breaths, “I make enough to support us financially. I want to try something for a few months. The wedding is on if you prove your devotion and desire to take our relationship to a new and better level. Otherwise…”

I paused. Leo’s breathing heavily. Was he aroused?

“I’ll be home in a couple of hours with a few things we’ll need for….” I paused again. Was I going to do this? It sounded right, but for Leo? All the signs were there. I pull up a picture of a man’s crotch sheathed in pink. It’s so cute and arousing. But would Leo let me? That’s a lot to ask of any man. But anything meant anything. But lock his cock up? Did anything mean letting me feminize him?

In college, Leo was the closest thing to a girlfriend I had. I miss those days. This is crazy, but I had to try, “…our relationship, if you agree, my demands are not requests. If you accept, anything means anything. Otherwise, it’s over. I need you, Leo. But I need more.”

“Just come home, Chastity. I’ll do anything. I swear. I love you.”

“I love you too but cannot continue things as they are. Our new relationship will require extreme changes, but there is no other way for us, not for me. I understand if you refuse. Know I love you, but I cannot go back.”

“Chastity, I swear I’ll do anything.”

With my list on my way home, I stopped at an adult store and filled up a shopping cart, leaving with ten shopping bags full of tools of the trade. One more pit stop filled up five more shopping bags with products all women have, in my case, an aspiring woman, and headed home.

I pulled into the driveway and collected the bags, and then it occurred to me, why not start right and let my new sissy husband do his duty.


Chapter Four




Leo

What had she said? In our new relationship, my requests are demands. I expect when she walks in the door, cleaning will be at the top of my list. I know she’s frustrated with sex, but what can I do? I’ve tried those penis enlargers. One thing at a time, I tell myself.

She blames me, but part of the blame is hers; she’s always gone and wanted to be less dominant around the house. That was her idea, not mine!

That’s why I started playing games. I’m not a dominant guy. Not like she wants me to be. Hell, it’s confusing. Does she want me to be macho and sensitive? When I kill zombies, I forget about life—my inadequacy. I want to please her. I do. But how? Playing a game relaxes me and helps me forget.

Feeling stressed about the changes coming, I sat down and started playing. Hours passed, and as I barely progressed in my game, I couldn’t take my mind off what these drastic changes Chastity mentioned might be. I scan my trashed gaming room. Maybe I should pick things up before Chastity gets home.

Cleaning up would be a nice gesture and show her I’m serious about changing, so I grab a trash bag and start. I pick up a few empty soda cans and a pizza box and lose motivation, so I plop down in my gaming chair, play, and lose myself in a different world.

Chastity jolts me out of my gaming world when she yanks my headset off. In a direct tone of voice, the one she uses at the factory when disciplining employees and the one that turns me on so much. “I can’t believe it! Get your ass up!”

I stand. “I needed a break.” I point to the trash bag.

Chastity grabs the bag and peers inside, “Three things?”

“I’m sorry, I’ll change. I swear. Anything! I need you.” I did. There’s an itch in the back of my mind. I need you to be more like you are at work. In charge, dominant.

Chastity shakes her head, “No, Leo, you can’t change. But I can change you. If you want me, if we’re going to get married, you need to obey.”

“Obey?” The word hurt like she’d just tossed a brick at the side of my head, yet the determination in her face and the way she stood aroused me. For the first time in weeks, maybe longer, I want to make love to her.

“I know that look and no! We’re not making love like that anymore. I’m fed up with being left hanging. You rush through it, get your jollies, and leave me hanging. No more! Leo, over the weekend, I had a revelation. If we’re to marry, if I’m to remain with you, we need to reverse our roles.”

A tingling sweeps up the back of my neck and across my face. No man wants to hear that he can’t please his woman, and I’m not sure what she meant by role reversal, but I can’t lose her. “Please, Chastity, don’t go. I’ll clean. I will.” But even I doubted it.

“Okay. I need specific changes around here. You lack discipline, for one.”

I nod. She’s not wrong. But what did that entail? “What are you going to spank me?”

A smile spread across her face, not like my comment was funny, but that I’d hit the mark.

“Two, to put your mind into our new roles, I’m going to require certain changes in dress.”

I looked down at my dirty, stained T-shirt and sweatpants; I looked like a slob. “Maybe I could use a new wardrobe.”

Another devious smile. “Your new look is in the car’s truck. And sexually things are going to change, too. Instead of the traditional role of me, the woman being the submissive, doting sexual object, you’re going to be. There’s a small device I’m going to require you to wear to get your mind into your new submissive role,”

It didn’t register what I’d be wearing. It didn’t matter right now because her powerful presence, dominant tone, and posture aroused me. Chastity’s eyes drop, and so do mine to my groin. It’s erect.

Chastity smiles. “Go unload the trunk of my car. Then we’ll deal with that. Bring everything into the living room.”

I race to the car, making three trips. When done, sweat seeped from my brow. Sitting on the sofa, Chastity waited with twenty or more bags of her spending spree spread out on the floor.

Panting, I said, “Okay. I did as you asked.”

“Strip.”

“What?”

“From now on, that’s what Mistress. Like I said, there are going to be changes. You don’t know how to fuck me; now that I think about it, you don’t have the equipment I need to fuck me the way I want to be fucked, and you lack motivation; you need to learn how to clean. So, we start now. For me to remain, your unquestioning obedience will be required.”

I lost my erection during the race to the car, but now it’s back. God, she’s so hot when she’s dominant.

Chastity glances at my groin and points. “I do not need that. Strip! Now!”

Her dominance thrills me, so I peel off my clothes in record time. Chastity develops a relaxed smile. There’s no doubt in my mind her pleasure is from my submission and not from her admiration for my slender, effeminate frame. Her eyes roam my body like she’s deciding what to do next, or I think more on the mark; it might be: I own you, and I’m deciding what to do with your body. With a twitch and a leak of precum, my cock signals its approval of what is a very emasculating situation.

She stands, rummaging through the bags on the floor, picking three, “Here. Go shower. Shave every inch of hair off. Gone.”

“Chastity, what the fucking hell does that have to do with me taking more responsibility around the house? I’ll clean. I said I would. I’ll look for a job. I’ll be more considerate when…” What could I say? Is there a lovemaking class? I suppose I could stop masturbating five times a day. But I get so bored sitting at home all alone.

“Leo, I don’t think you understand. You don’t need another job. You have one here as my maid. You’ll look ridiculous in the maid outfit I picked out for you with hairy arms, chest, and legs. So shave. Now!”

“No way. Maid outfit? This is going too far.” The words spewed out of my mouth, but the spasm of arousal between my legs betrayed my desire to submit.

“No way? Over my knee.” Chastity patted her knee. “Might as well start things off right. No is no longer a word you can use with me. You will not tell me ‘no’ anymore. Do you wish to change? Then discipline you will need. Now, right here.” Olivia patted her knee again.


Chapter Five




Chastity

Leo stepped back in disbelief. “Are you kidding me?” He rocked his head back and forth in doubt, but he greedily soaked the new me in. In awe of who I’d become. “You can’t be serious? Spank me? Like how? Why?”

I laughed. “How? Well, my dear future husband, that’s a stupid question. The why. That’s a little more complicated. Because I love you, Leo, that’s why. Yes, I love you and don’t want to lose you, but one thing is for sure, and we both can agree on this: you lack discipline.”

Leo nods, then hangs his head in shame.

“Like I said, this is for us—” I tap my finger against my chest, then point at Leo. “These changes.” My eyes roam his body, searching for agreement. His face and body inform me he’s tormented. But I get a consensus out of the most unlikely of places when out of the tip of his twitching cock oozes approval. “Interesting.”

Seeing where my attention landed, Leo cups his cock in his hands. “What?”

“Did I say you could hide it? That is mine now.”

Leo lets go; his cock stands erect and proud, but his head hangs subserviently. God, I love him like this. “What I’m about to do to your ass is out of love, out of a desire to be with you. You need it.”

I hike my skirt above my waist, exposing my trembling thighs, my pink thong, and the outline of my engorged and damp pussy.

“Now! On my knees, bad…” I searched my memory from the seminars on feminization, “…bad girl.”

Leo flushes, and his little cock bounces with arousal again.

I laugh. “Damn, and I was worried you wouldn’t go for this. Now, I’m wondering if this is going to be more like making love to your ass than it is discipline.”

“I’m sorry, Chastity. But I have to admit your dominance arouses me. I… I like it.”

“Let’s see how much you like it when I tan your ass. You will change. Understand.” I recall the proper way a sissy should refer to his partner. “Mistress from now on. Refer to me as Mistress. On my knee.”

Leo takes a sharp breath and flops on my lap. His erection, slippery with precum, slides between my trembling thighs. My pussy flutters as the thrill of power and control takes hold. Leo’s plump girly ass tightens when I run my hand over it.

“Oh fuck, Chastity.”

My first smack on his pale ass is uncertain. But the way his bubble butt jiggles and echoes through the living room arouses me. I think I’m going to enjoy this. As I watch a rough pink outline of my handprint form, a stickiness between my thighs informs me Leo’s strangely aroused by getting spanked. I smack his ass again, harder this time, with more confidence, reminding him he’s to refer to me as “Mistress.”

Leo squirms and curses and whimpers, “Yes, Mistress.”

I take a deep breath. Am I going to do this? “Count out twenty.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Leo winces and yelps when the first smack lands on his bare ass. “One, Mistress. I want to do as you say, Chastity, Mistress. I’ll be—”

Two, three, four, and five whacks land in rapid succession on his warming cheeks as I become intoxicated by the sounds of flesh meeting flesh and with my new power and control. All pretense of tentativeness fades as I deliver numbers six, seven, and eight. After eight, I stop and massage the warmth that has spread across my sissy’s ass, admiring the rosy hue.

His red ass has gone from warm to hot. I’m a little concerned, maybe guilty about inflicting the last two until… “Are you humping my thighs?”


Chapter Six




Leo

When I call out sixteen, my ass feels like it’s glowing.

Chastity massages my now tender ass, “You didn’t thank me for the discipline, sissy. We start over.”

Fuck!

Chastity smacks my ass playfully, not like the others. “Did I tell you to stop humping my thighs!”

Why am I so aroused? My ass burns. It aches. I can feel the heat. Despite that, I’m aroused. I try to focus on losing my erection, but her thighs are so soft and being draped over Chastity’s knee; oh fuck, it’s such a turn-on submitting to her. Before I can stop it, another dose of precum oozes out. God, she’s so sexy when she’s dominant. I can’t admit that I’m turned on by all this, though. What will she think of me then?

“I’m sorry… Mistress. I’m…” I’m what? I don’t know. I’m a naughty girl. I don’t want to admit that I like it. But I do. I want more. I want the spankings to go on till I…

Cum? I feel it. My muscles are tense, my heart’s pounding, and my nipples are hard.

“Mistress, I’ll stop. I’m naughty, and I’ll clean the house. Thank you for disciplining me. I want nothing more than to be a good—”

She starts over. I wail, squirm, and twitch when nine, ten, eleven, and twelve connect with my ass. It hurts so good that I hump her thighs again, inching toward an orgasm.

“Fifteen, thank you for the discipline, Mistress.”

“Sixteen, thank you—” My body stiffens, I grit my teeth, and as seventeen burns my tender ass, I convulse and spew my load.

“Oh fuck! Did you just cum all over me! You nasty girl!”

My cock softens as the last three connect with my ass. They are the hardest. Humiliation grips me because I just had an orgasm while getting spanked over my wife’s knee.

“Stand.”

I stand.

She spreads her legs and points, “Look at that mess!”

I didn’t want it to stop, and I’m ashamed I didn’t.

“Clean it up.”

I turned and headed for the bathroom and a towel.

Mistress stopped me, “No, with your tongue.”

Letting her spank is one thing. Having an orgasm is another, but eating my cum? I’m not gay. But for her, will I? I stare at the creamy white mess between her thighs and on the hardwood floor.

“Well? This is for me. Prove to me that you are mine. Prove your love for me and clean up your mess. Eat your cum and enjoy it. Show me your willingness to change for me.”

If I do it, it’s not that I’m gay. It’s that I want to show my devotion to Chastity. I drop to my knees; Mistress spreads her legs. I breathe in. Exhale. My stomach churns as I stare at the white, milky substance glistening and dripping off Chastity’s thighs.

“Well? What are you waiting for?”

Getting spanked was humiliating. Getting aroused from being spanked was shameful. But eating my cum off her thighs is emasculating. But it’s for Chastity.

I stick my tongue out and run it along her thigh, lapping up my salty discharge. It’s awful, and the creamy texture makes it hard to swallow. My thoughts race as I look for a way to end this experience. Yet, I gobble up my cum with a raw hunger, and each time I swallow, a strange arousal creeps into me. When I finish the last drop, my skin crawls with shame, yet I realize I enjoyed it. Was it the taste of cum? Or the humiliating experience? Or was it because in doing this taboo and very gay act, I’m pleasing Chastity? Deep down, I know I enjoy being humiliated as much as Chastity seems to enjoy shaming me.

Finished cleaning up, Chastity stood and looked down at me, content in her eyes. I can’t hold her gaze. I lower my eyes submissively and wait, knowing I am hers. To use. To mold and shape in any way she desired. I would be her toy, and no matter how humiliating the task, I’d enjoy it.


Chapter Seven




Leo

I’m not sure what Chastity had planned for me, but I knew one thing: my ass stung. Whatever she had planned, she meant business. Waiting for the shower to warm up, I unloaded the bags Chastity gave me. Shaving cream in a pink can, pink razors, moisturizer, and body spray in a pink container.

Okay, this is ridiculous. I poke my searing red ass and wonder why I let Chastity beat my ass, overlooking the fact that I enjoyed it so much that I shot my load all over her thighs.

I considered refusing to shave; perhaps she’d spank me again. But a quick test of the redness told me that possibly waiting a day might be a wise decision. I loved her. Now that she’s back home, I can’t lose her again. I couldn’t lose her. No way.

When the shower warmed, I squirted the sweet-smelling body wash into my palm and wondered: Was I going to do this? Come out of the shower, reeking like a cheap hooker.

For Chastity, I lathered up and washed, careful around my stinging ass. I rinsed off the body wash, grabbed the pink can of women’s shaving cream, and covered my legs.

What the hell am I doing? Shaving like a girl is ridiculous? As the razor ran over my legs, I had a moment. A moment where what’s left of my manhood rears its head. I think: Control yourself, Leo. Man up, march downstairs, and tell Chastity, “I’m the man of this house, and I’m not wearing any maid’s outfit. I’m not eating your pussy. You suck my cock. That’s what women do!” That’s the type of man Chastity goes for.

But as quickly as it came, it passed. I enjoyed serving Chastity more than anything. Not only did I shave every strand of hair from my body, but I got hard again thinking of standing in front of Chastity, smooth, smelling girly, and submissive.

An hour later, I’m standing uncomfortable, a towel wrapped around my waist, smooth like a girl, reeking like a cheap hooker. “Okay, I did it for you.” That was a lie. One of many, I’d tell. In reality, it felt good.

Trying to hold on to the manhood I didn’t want, “So, now that I’ve shown that I’m committed to change, can we end this charade.”

Chastity’s eyes flick toward a riding crop on the sofa. She pats it.

“Charade? Naked. Leo. Remove the towel.”

I blushed and tried to regain some masculinity, but in the end, I submitted and dropped the towel as my confident stance slipped away with my manhood.

Chastity licks her lips. Stands and runs her fingers along my smooth arms. “Mmmm. Nice.”

The delusion of being the man of the house slips away when she kneels and inspects the smoothness of my legs. “Outstanding job, sissy.”

Her hands trail up my inner thigh; she gropes my balls and despite the humiliation of being treated like a piece of property, a flush of arousal spreads through my body, and my cock swells again. When Chastity smiles, there’s a glimmer of hope that I did all this and Chastity will reward me with the use of her exquisite lips wrapped around my cock. But she stands, rubbing her chin, admiring my erection, “I see you’re pleased by all this. That’s good. Very good. I have to admit I was a little worried.”

I wiggle my eyebrows suggestively, “For you, Chastity. See, I’m willing to do anything you ask. Can we….”

Chastity laughed. “With that? Leo, I’m sorry you’re feeling all proud about that. It never pleased me. Not once. The next step—”

Chastity grabbed a pink package from the sofa. I have to admit that I did not know what it was.

“What’s that?”

“This is a cock cage.”

It hit me like a freight train; the pink fucking plastic would be around my cock, and the lock would keep it in place until Chastity let me free. “You can’t be serious? Chastity?”

Her hand darts for the riding crop and smacks me on my tender ass.

“Oh yeah. I’m serious.”

“Mistress, it’s hard as a rock again. I mean, you got me all hot and bothered running your hands all over me. Mistress, how am I supposed to get it on?”


Chapter Eight




Chastity

Two frustrating hours later, Leo stood, eyes down, the pink plastic making his crotch look precious and all mine. I had my doubts even after a weekend of assurances. No matter what Dominitrix presented, they assured me that my man, Leo, was waiting for me to take charge. Through two full long days of Femdom classes and seminars, I still couldn’t believe a man, even a sensitive guy like my Leo, could love his woman enough to lock his cock up, hand her the key, and leave his pleasure in her hands. But he did it.

Watching Leo sweat to lock his cock up, oh my God! In the end, my fiancee, despite a tough time, locked his cock up for me and handed me the key. He suffered through a spanking. Through one humiliating experience after another since I got home.

I rub the chastity key between my fingers like a talisman as the delight of power and control fills my mind and body. I shake my head and laugh, admiring my progress in changing our relationship. “You look so sexy, Leo. I bet you’re hungry after all the effort to get your cock locked up all tight as a bug in a rug.”

I laugh.

“What’s so funny-” Leo said.

“Mistress.” I stood and smacked his glowing ass. “Want another?”

“Please, no, Mistress.”

He said no, but his countenance brightened as if he wanted another, causing me to laugh harder.

“What’s so funny? Mistress.”

“It’s just I never…. You look pretty, Leo. You have made your Mistress thrilled. Sissy, I want you to set the dinner table.”

Leo turns and glances at the kitchen. “Naked?”

“You’re not naked.” I point at the piece of pink plastic covering his cock. “I’ll order takeout. You love Chinese. You earned it. Cashew Chicken?”

Leo nods, spins barefoot, and races for the kitchen. As I ordered takeout on my phone, I regarded Leo’s struggle to lock his cock up—for me!

One of the Femdom seminars I attended emphatically noted that submissive men get aroused when commanded to lock their cocks up—that statement was spot on. The way he persevered to earn my approval, to prove his commitment to our new relationship, was clear in his enthusiasm, the struggle to lock his cock up.

I laughed again at what he had to do to get his cock softened. Jumping jacks with his little erect cock flopping around painfully. Between rounds of jumping jacks and squat thrusts, three cold showers. I suggested gay porn as a sort of joke, which, to my amazement, did nothing to bring it under control. Then he watched a baseball game. No results. I worried I might have to take him to the emergency room. But after he begged, I let him masturbate, but only if he shot his load into his mouth.

It hit me: two for him and none for me. Can’t have that. I’ll even the score soon.

As I wait for dinner to arrive, I think about all the possibilities of having a submissive husband to do whatever I want: clean for me, make me breakfast in the morning, set out my clothes for the day, do my laundry, draw my bath, massage my sore muscles after work, and please me sexually before work. I can have it all: a stud to fuck my brains out, a maid and a best friend, my nipples swell and harden.

When I answer the door, my engorged pussy weeps hoping there’s a stud delivering our meal. Might as well explore my newfound power, but it’s a girl. I carry the takeout to the dinner table, Leo bouncing from leg to leg, naked, shivering while waiting for dinner.

I can’t eat. I can’t focus. I need it now. “On your knees. Your tongue has another duty to perform.”


Chapter Nine




Chastity

Why had I never asked for him to go down on me before? Why had I suffered for so long? There was no longer a need to wait, and I didn’t need to ask; I could demand it. Now, he’s mine.

I stand and stare down at Leo. Our eyes meet, and I smile. Leo’s eyes dart downward, avoiding eye contact, the weight of his submission heavy on his mind. “Your tongue’s not quite done with its duties.”

I grab Leo behind the head and pull him between my thighs.

“I don’t know what to do,” he mumbles.

“Ahh, some training is in order. Grab the riding crop. It’s on the sofa.”

Leo stands, rubs what I suspect is still a tender ass. “Riding crop?”

“Yes, find it and hand it to me. If you had taken the time over the last three years to learn what pleased me, we wouldn’t need training. You can’t have training without discipline? Can we?”

Leo shrugs weakly, “No, Mistress.”

He turns and dawdles toward the living room.

“Run! Show some enthusiasm.”

He scampers away.

Riding crop in hand, he charges toward me, the pink cage clicking what I imagine is quite uncomfortable. Panting, he hands it to me. “Okay, here. I don’t know what you’re going to do with this. I’ll do my best. I want to please you more than anything. Just tell me.”

I’m getting into all this dominant shit. “That’s not how you present it. Lay it across your palms, bow your head, and present it to me like a sissy slave should.”

Leo drops to his knees, bows his head, and hands it to me like a priceless artifact. “Mistress, here is your riding crop. Please feel free to discipline me as you wish.”

I run my fingers along the smooth leather handle. Then, with a devilish grin, I run the leather down his back and massage his striped ass with it. “Time to learn,” I say firmly, excited by the possibilities ahead.

“Stand and kiss me.”

Leo has always been a good kisser, and he doesn’t disappoint. But I’m eager for more. “Now trail that mouth of yours down.”

Leo drops to my pussy immediately. I smack his ass.

“Fuck.” He screams.

“Slowly.”

He stands back up and trails a kiss down my neck, kissing my shoulders, slowly unbuttoning my blouse, removing my bra, and then spending time on my nipples. It only takes two swats on his tender ass for him to learn the way I like my nipples sucked.

I’m ready for the main course. “Now, you may proceed.”

Leo swoops down to the main event, lifting my skirt and hooking his hands on the hem of my panties in a frenzy. I tenderize his ass with six painful swats of leather.

“Slowly.” I tap his cock with the riding crop, which reminds him I’m in control.

He unzips my skirt and lets it drop. I step out of my skirt and kick it across the floor.

“Now, kiss it through the panties.”

After some tender kisses and squeezing my lips lightly with his lips, I let him get to the main course. After removing my panties, his tongue is in new territory. His tongue flicks when I want it to, sucks when I demand, and if it doesn’t, pain follows. Soon enough, Leo gains confidence, and the riding crop falls from my hands.

Then it came, the most glorious moment of my life. It ripped through me. I’d had orgasms before with men and by myself, but this was earth-shattering. I came with a wicked smile, knowing I now had a warm human toy that didn’t need batteries.

With a gentle tap on his shoulder, I said, “You look tired, honey.”

“Oh, am I ever. I hope I’ve pleased you, Mistress.” Leo still couldn’t look me in the eye as a flush crept across his cheeks. He fidgeted, attempting to hide his nakedness. Perhaps the realization had hit him that our relationship had changed. For me, I did not doubt that it was for the better.

Was it good for him? “Leo, I-”

“I wish you would have done this years ago. I had a great time… but I don’t know. All I ever wanted was to make you happy. I’d have or will do anything to please you. This was humiliating, but…”

I didn’t need to hear anymore. “Let’s eat, then we get some sleep. Tomorrow will be a busy one for you.”


Chapter Ten

Leo

Six months later

After The Wedding

The alarm rings, informing me it’s time to get my sissy ass out of bed and prepare for my Mistress’s morning. The alarm didn’t wake me—my evening erection did, not technically an erection since the chastity cage prevented it. Prevented it painfully. I’m used to being denied an erection, and for the love of Chastity, I bear the misery.

I make my bed in the spare bedroom converted into my sissy room. I straightened the pink comforter. The image on the comforter makeup, a pair of pink lips and pink eyelashes, and bold black lettering reminds me that: I want to be a pretty sissy. I align the matching pillows.

I head to my private bathroom, sit on the toilet, and do my morning business. Standing like a man is no longer an option. I pull back the shower curtain that states I love to wear panties. I shower, shave, apply lotion, and sit behind my makeup table. I don’t need videos or instructions anymore. I’ve got makeup down. When done, I double-check and touch up a few spots. Any flaws will incur Mistress’s wrath, and passing is slightly less embarrassing when I do my outside chores. With my makeup done, I double-checked my legs, confirming they were smooth.

I pluck my pink sissy maid outfit from the closet, select a pair of pink, sheer thigh highs to match, a corset, panties, and bra from my dresser, and lay it all out on the bed.

I slide the thigh highs on my legs as the tension in my groin grows. I feel the flesh spilling out of the sides of the pink base ring as my aching sissy clitty clashes with the unyielding plastic. I get one orgasm a month if I earn it. I’ve failed the previous two months, so it’s been three months.

I tick off all the sissy tasks I need to complete today as I slip on my panties, pondering my orgasm if I get one. The soft caress of the panties does little to quell my arousal. I groan as the panties settle snugly around my hips and groin; even the gentle pressure of the panties is too much.

I love wearing panties. I love being Mistress’s sissy, being her toy, despite being denied an orgasm for three months. I love being Mrs. Lilly Hernandez; that’s my sissy name, Lilly.

I adjust my cage and flinch yet again when I touch it. I’m ready to explode. I try to focus on getting prepared for my day as Mistress’s sissy maid, which is the only way I’ll get relief. I tighten the corset around my waist, put on the bra, and drop in two bra inserts. Then I wiggle into the tight maid outfit. I finish it with the heels, lock the straps, and before I head to the kitchen, I leave the key to my heels on the nightstand next to my sleeping Mistress.

Mistress sleeps peacefully on her back, naked. The key to my manhood dangling from the necklace around her neck taunts me. My sissy clitty pulsed painfully as I sat on the edge of the bed. The afterglow on her face was the care of Damien, her bull. Damien certainly got a mouthful last night. Friday night is bull night. Today, the fourth Saturday of the month, I get my pleasure if I earn it.

The chair Mistress tied me to last night was still at the edge of the bed, the pink rope hanging loosely around the legs and armrest. Last night’s bull was Damien, a muscular, pro football linebacker with a cock that would make an elephant jealous.

I close my eyes, wishing I had a cock like Damien, wishing Mistress would worship my cock with the same enthusiasm and smoldering gaze she had as she stroked Damien’s hot, smooth column of black flesh. Last night, I watched, tied to the chair, as my wife licked Damien’s cock. When she removed her panties, she stuffed her damp panties in my mouth. Then Mistress sat on my lap, tormenting my sheathed sissy clitty with her pussy, coating it with her wetness.

Damien took a position on the edge of the bed and watched my torment for a few minutes. Until Mistress leaned forward, slurping, sucking, and moaning. I strained to see what was going on, but I could only see Mistress’s back and her head bobbing up and down in a steady motion.

But I knew Damien was getting one great blowjob. A faint sheen of sweat coated his forehead, and his closed eyes stared at the ceiling. His hands gripped Chasity’s head, pulling her deep. Just as I thought he was going to cum down my wife’s throat, they switched positions.

Mistress put her hands on my lap, her knees on the edge of the bed, as Damien grabbed her hips and thrust into her. When Damien plunged into Mistress. Her expression said it all, “Oh my God, it’s so big, but oh fuck, it hurts so good.”

Mistress flicked her tongue over my sissy clitty, teasing me, tormenting my sore sissy clitty as Damien rode her, using her hair as reins. Damien stopped, and Mistress begged. Damien obliged as I inhaled Mistress’s aroma. There’s no hiding the scent of heaven.

Mistress rose from doggy style, turned to face me, smiled, straddled Damien’s slick shaft, and eased herself down. She made out with me as she rode her bull like a bucking bronco until her toes curled, her back arched, and she screamed. Moments later, Damien blew into her. There was one more task. Damien lowered the chair to the floor, and Mistress straddled my face, then rode my tongue until I had cleaned out Damien’s seed.

That was last night. If I wanted my reward today, I had better prepare Mistress’s clothes for the day. Then I head for the kitchen and start on her breakfast, hoping I get some pleasure today.

With breakfast ready, I rush back to the bedroom. She’s waiting for me, sitting on the bed, legs spread, waiting for my tongue. I do my duty, my aching clitty dripping, struggling against the unyielding cage. After I satisfied her, I waited for her to shower, dried her off, and helped her dress.

After breakfast, I do my chores as Chastity enjoys her day off, catching up on her favorite shows.


Chapter Eleven




Chastity

At eight, after Lilly finished all her sissy tasks. I say, “Do you know what day it is, sissy?”

“No, Mistress.”

I laugh. I know she knows. She’s waited three months for this day. We’ve been trying for months for her to have her first sissygasm. Maybe tonight is it.

“Well, if you don’t want your reward? Then—”

Her eyes shine with desire, and I can see the slight flush even under her makeup. “Yes, Mistress. I do. I do.” Lilly pauses and sucks in a breath, “If it pleases you and if I have earned it. I’ve tried.”

I smile. I know she means each word. “You have. They say the first one is the hardest. Go prepare, and I’ll be up in a minute.”

Sissy trots off.

I head to my room, shower, and put on my black leather pegging outfit. Then, I slip the strap-on around my hips and head to the basement and our playroom.

Sissy’s ready. Naked except for her pink chastity cage, makeup, and wig. With a broad smile spread across her face, she wiggles a butt plug out of her sissy hole as she bounces from leg to leg. “I’m ready, Mistress. I’m nervous. I want my first sissygasm, so bad… so… so… bad.”

Sissy picks up three dice—three because it’s been three months of chastity, palms the dice and blows into her hand as the three dice click. She’s about to toss the dice; I hold my hand up.

“Let’s add a new twist. You get one roll of one die, and if it comes up a one, I’ll free your sissy clitty and jack you off while I fuck you.” I glance at Lilly’s crotch.

“Oh fuck? Mistress.”

“If you choose this method, if you roll one, you roll another dice, which determines how many times you must cum before I stop.”

The wheels are turning in my sissy’s mind. One way, she gets an orgasm no matter what; the other, she’ll have to rely on having a sissygasm, which she seems unable to achieve.

“I’ve tried, Mistress.”

“I know, princess. Some girls—”

She drops two dice and tosses one. It clicks across the floor, hits the wall, and tumbles to a one. Lilly jumps in the air! “Yeah!”

“Okay, toss it again. Remember, I’m going to pound that ass until you get that number of orgasms. You will not remove your hand or stop jacking off until—”

Lily grabs the dice and tosses it—a three.

Sissy hops up on the fucking bench and lifts her legs. I straddle my sissy and tease her slippery entrance, rubbing without entering. I unlock her chastity cage, slip it off, and immediately, her cock grows, straining for my hand, aching for release. I surmised that the first would happen in less than ten seconds. I push sissy knees up further, wanting her orgasm to plaster her face.

I press harder, slowly filling sissy up. I don’t touch her twitching erection until I’m deep inside her, then I pump her hard flesh twice as a white rope of cum shoots out, splattering across her face.

Lilly’s sissy clitty softens. I clutch sissy’s clitty, getting drunk on the power I have over her. Her cock was mine to command, and it would get hard again. Sissy’s hole tightened, but I pressed on. I slammed my strap on deep. Sissy grunts.

I said, “That’s one.”

I pulled my strap-on out and rammed it home again. “Two more to go.”

Sissy moans and lifts her hips, submissively meeting my thrusts. My hand moved steadily, working her soft sensitive cock in a frenzy. I pound sissy ass with hard, rough strokes until her sissy clitty fills my hand again. Lilly’s first orgasms had become a sticky mess on the sissy-flushed face, then after what felt like hours, number two erupted.

Sissy’s body relaxed, her cock softened again, but I wasn’t done. Emboldened by my power and control, I stretched her sissy hole to its limits and hammered into her. I thrust, stroked, thrust, and stroked. Sweat drips off my forehead and onto sissy’s cum-filled face. I smiled at her running mascara, ruined lipstick, and twisted face as I stroked her sissy cock in a vise grip.

I was a hellcat for another…. I’m not sure how long it was. But I’m panting, sweating, and my thighs ache when sissy finally unleashed her third orgasm.

After we both shower. We cuddled and talked the rest of the night.

“I love you,” Sissy said. “I’m sorry we wasted three years.”

I pulled Lilly into me, “It took time for both of us to figure it out. It’s okay. I love you too.”







THE END
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If you’re interested in my writing process, personal thoughts, and experiences, visit my website and sign up for my newsletter, which includes my weekly posts: Phoebe Pearl’s Website.

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Tumblr

An Interview With Phoebe Pearl

Got a question? Comment? I’ll answer your question in a post on my website. I love to hear from my readers: phoebepearlerotica@yahoo.com. 
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