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1 The Seed is Planted

So I can't believe we're seriously going to go through with this. Here I am, in a smart shirt and pants, styling my hair in the bathroom mirror next to my wife, talking about the man she's been sleeping with, the guy we're about to drive to a fancy restaurant on 9th to meet. Bailey thought it best to invite her lover to our place, but I put my foot down - I don't want the confusion of him in our marital home. Max, his name is, Max Fuller. To be honest, I don't really want anything to do with him. Yes, I've given my permission she see him occasionally, but that's just because it has spiced up my own sex life with Bae so much. I'm not some fucking pervy cuck who gets off on watching them or anything, but God knows since I started reading about various aspects of this ‘lifestyle', as they call it, I've learned about all sorts of weird shit. Not for me, thanks. I've had to work through the mental side of things to get to this point, but I think I'm OK with the exchange - if she can disappear for a night every fortnight or so, and I get a hornier, sexier Bailey the rest of the time, I think I can turn a blind eye.

It's not a cuckold thing, not like it's usually meant - it's not like I'm dominated or anything - in fact, we agreed I would have to give my seal of approval to any developments, you know, times and places, even the guys on the dating app. And after 15 years of marriage, we love each other very much - that's always been central to this. I read that it's almost always the husband that broaches the subject in the first place, but that's not how it happened with us.

It was only a couple of weeks ago that Bailey raised it, in bed after we'd made love.

"That was nice, babe." I mean it was hardly a ringing endorsement of my sexual prowess, but things had gotten predictable, a bit mundane over the years, and now she was in her early forties and me 5 years older, we'd sort of slipped into hardly having sex at all.

But rather than turning out the light and rolling over to sleep, she suddenly sat up, struck by an idea. I could feel her urge to speak about something but nothing came, for a few moments at least, but when it did - wow - it's not something you can forget in a hurry.

"Babe… You know how much I love you, right? You know I would never do anything to risk damaging what we have together, that's so special, you know?" The opening gambit was concerning.

"But sometimes, don't you feel we're missing something? Some spark or something? Like there's all this stuff going on in the big world out there, and we're kind of cooped up in here, in our little fluffy vanilla existence, you know? Don't you sometimes want to do something a bit… dangerous, a bit edgy, a bit, I don't know… kinky?"

Wow! My ears had pricked up at the word ‘vanilla', but ‘kinky' had certainly grabbed my attention.

"I don't know, I guess. I mean we could mix things up a bit, look into some things."

"Oh, I knew you'd understand. You're the best, Steph," and she beamed as she caressed my hair, then leaned across to kiss my cheek. My name is Stephen, but since our honeymoon tour of Europe, she's used the short form of Stefan as a pet name whenever she's loved up, so I got the instant impression this was worth pursuing.

"What, do you mean like role play, or maybe tying you up or something?"

"Mmmm, that doesn't really do it for me, but if you like it, we can try. No, I've got a couple of ideas, now I know you're up for exploring them. Let's talk tomorrow, I'm beat, but it means so much you'd consider this for me. Night night. Love you."

And that was the start, the first seed planted.

2 Cuckoldry Research

The next day I could hardly concentrate on work. I work from home now, kind of in a team of one doing mostly IT grunt work, but Bailey still goes into the office most days, so I was left alone with my imagination. When she got back that afternoon, I could feel her excitement - it emanated from her in everything she did, her voice, her posture - I hadn't seen her like this for years.

"Honey, make us some coffee, and then come through to the living room. I need to set this up to show you." She took her laptop bag with her, as I headed for the kitchen. Minutes later, when I'd set down our lattes, she was all prepared, like she was going to give me a presentation.

"So, I know this is weird, for me and you both, but when I began looking into all this, there's just so much stuff, there are so many different things we could do, it kind of makes me think we've been wasting our life all these years, you know? I mean, I don't mean with you, I mean together - all the things we could have been doing."

To illustrate her point, she clicked onto a BDSM homepage with thumbnails of all sorts of exotic practices, then let the cursor hover on ‘cuckold'.

"Now don't freak out. I promise this isn't what it looks like, and we won't do anything without us talking it through and both giving our consent, OK? But just… just take a look, OK?" That introduction was more than a little perturbing.

"I don't get it… You want to see other men?"

"No, no honey, it's not that, it's not about them. It's about doing it for us, about making our lives more exciting, our sex more fulfilling. Honestly, if you just take a couple hours to research this properly, with an open mind, you'll see. Will you do that for me?"

What could I do but agree? She picked up her mug and drained the last of the coffee.

"Listen, I'm gonna disappear for a bit, give you space to look through this in your own time. Why don't I pick up some of that Korean takeout you like and we'll have dinner in a few hours?"

"OK…" I mustered, but I wasn't entirely sure it was.

When she'd left, I took the plunge and clicked. I'd never realized how much stuff was out there, how many people were into this stuff. There might be people on this street, for heaven's sake, invisible to the vanilla eye, but all around us nonetheless.

My first thought had been to dismiss it out of hand immediately. Become a ‘cuck'? What kind of man would allow that? You'd have to be some weak, simpering wimp to let that happen. But over the next hour or two, something managed to burrow into my brain, an idea, a feeling, the beginnings of desire, and the more I read, the more I found I was actually getting turned on. I'd just scratched the surface, but already I could see how it wasn't necessarily what I'd assumed, and I couldn't stop my mind wandering through the list of possibilities.

Firstly, I wouldn't have to actually do anything. She'd just go off and do her thing, and then she'd come back and, if I wanted, tell me about it. I mean that's strange, right?, but also kind of hot. Apparently, loads of guys get great sex in the build up to it, and afterwards we'd both be so aroused, they reckon, that our sex lives would never be the same.

I could set the rules - different guy each time, no emotional attachment, only hotel rooms, condoms, whatever I felt comfortable with - and then once a month or whatever, she'd top up her levels of sexual excitement enough to last us till the next time. It kind of sounded… OK? Better than OK, perhaps? I mean, there's so much baggage with the name ‘cuckolding' but, actually, when you look at it, it could be really good. There's the humiliation side of it, the fact that it's happening at all, but no-one needs to know, and in all honesty it actually gave me a little tingle. There are even alpha cucks, apparently, and they rave about the scene by all accounts. So, I don't know, it's a big step. But with risk comes reward…

Our Korean dinner that night was good, but the sex afterwards was fantastic. I'd never seen her so responsive, even assertive, directing me in how to please her, which felt amazing, in all senses. I've always considered myself reasonably endowed, but in recent years we'd never reached these frenzied heights. The fact I could give her these new sensations meant more to me than my own, well almost. I even managed to hold off until her own orgasm, at least the first time. We had sex three times that night, as many times as the last few months combined. At the end, exhausted, she rolled over to her side, then propped herself up on her elbow to look into my eyes.

"Oh, Steph. I'm so excited about this, you know? I'm so glad you wanted to move forward with it. You do still want to, don't you?"

"Bae, I haven't seen you like this for years, giddy as a kid at Christmas, like something's breathed new life into you. If it's in my gift, I'd like you to have it. I'd do anything to make you happy, you know that. It's what you deserve…"

It's a cliché, but her smile then genuinely warmed my heart.

"I love you so much, Stephen Moore," she said in a tired whisper.

"Love you, Bailey Moore," and I fell into a sated, deep sleep.

3 The Zoom Call

Over the next few days, things developed at a rapid pace. We talked it all through, checked out some special sites, even picked out a few possible guys together. We were cautious - the idea was they'd meet up on Zoom, then she'd go out for a coffee with them in a public place, somewhere in the city, and if they clicked, they'd arrange to spend the evening in a hotel. No information was to be given to them about our address or exact jobs. They weren't to come from our town, in case we ran into them in our daily lives, and I certainly didn't want to meet them at any stage. Then one and done, in and out, and onto the next one-night stand.

I was having lots of these moments of doubt, but I couldn't deny I also found it intriguing, and seeing Bailey so turned on and excited about everything kind of pulled me through. Her kisses had changed too, longer, more generous, teasing - it was almost worth it for those kisses alone.

And then she did it. In the privacy of her bedroom one afternoon, while I was still in our home office, she Zoomed this Max guy, and they hit it off. I already knew the basics about him, from his dating profile, and decided that was enough, but Bailey seemed determined to fill me in, teasing me with the details. She knocked lightly, then came straight in.

As I spun my chair around, I saw how much effort she'd gone to for the call - the little black dress, the glam makeup. God, she looked beautiful - she had the curves I loved, the rounded breasts and full butt, perfect olive skin, brunette hair tumbling over her shoulders, but it was her smiley eyes I found most alluring. By contrast, I was a few inches taller, and had always been a bit skinny. I'm not exactly some mutant, but as a couple, I occasionally felt critical eyes cast over us, hinting I was punching above my weight.

"So Max seems like a good guy…"

"Does he? That's nice."

"Nice? Is that all you can say? The man who's about to fuck your gorgeous wife is ‘nice'?" Her eyes twinkled. She didn't usually curse, which only added to her hotness. Grabbing my tie, she led me up out of my seat, and we stood toe to toe as she played with my shirt buttons.

"He's super nice, you'd like him…" And then a pause to gauge my reaction, but I'd frozen.

"And he's tall, much bigger than you… Works out, maybe 240 pounds - he looks so strong, so masculine…"

I don't know why I was finding it so erotic. I told myself it was nothing to do with this cuck thing, just the fact that my beautiful wife was so turned on, and so close I could feel her breath, inhale her perfume. She undid a button and slipped in her manicured nails to stroke my chest.

"And he's wealthy, rich maybe, runs some import businesses trading with the Middle East. Amazing he's so successful seeing as he's only 36."

I wasn't sure what she was hoping I'd feel, but not yet satisfied, she plowed on, locking in eye contact.

"He's so much more successful than you, Steph, so much younger, stronger, fitter. He's kind of beaten you, hasn't he? I wonder how big his cock is? And now he gets to fuck your wife…" In the same beat, she tweaked my nipple and raised her lips for a kiss.

Fuck the work I should be doing - I was hard and wanted her then and there, and she knew it. She ripped open my shirt, and then hurried to pile up the work stuff from the desk onto a chair while I stood back and watched, barely able to believe this new nymphomaniac, or my luck.

"Teasing you gets me off so much - I'm so wet for you now. He was right."

There was no time to consider the implications. She suddenly leaped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist, and when I took the couple paces to my desk she lay her back down on it, making it clear what she wanted. Or so I thought.

I couldn't stop myself kissing her, with such urgency I struggled to undo my belt. Letting my pants fall, I released my by now rock hard member, and maneuvered to enter her, but she slapped it away.

"Not yet, baby."           

She replied to my look of confusion by taking my head in her hands and pushing it down to her bush.                                                                                                                               

"Let's spice things up a bit. Eat me, baby."

It was a shock - I'd only done it once or twice when we first got together and decided it wasn't for me - but wrapped up in everything else, I was more turned on than I could remember, and would have done anything.

"Kneel down," she instructed, then when I had, she edged across the desk to clamp my face between her thighs, fixing my face into her pussy.

I licked, and lapped, and sucked, and blew. In no time I could feel her reaching a crescendo - she must have been as horny as I was - so I went harder, faster, and then deeper with my tongue. At the moment of orgasm, she shuddered with such force I was suffocated between her tensed thighs, and almost came myself.

Coming up for air, I got to my feet and reveled in her blissful post-orgasmic expression, knowing I had gotten her there.

"Oh Steph, that was wonderful. I see you liked it too!"

I looked down at my cock, standing proud, the head glistening with pre-cum - I really had come close.

"Now, something for you, for being such a good boy…" She took hold of me and started guiding me into her.

My mind was spinning. I didn't realize the inference at the time, that the sex was for my benefit only, that going down on her was the best way I could please her. I wasn't even conscious of her more authoritative tone, ordering me around, or the 'good boy'. None of that occurred to my blood deprived brain, with my engorged cock demanding all the attention.

We fucked there on the desk, me standing over this beautiful creature I was so lucky to call my wife, thrusting with new-found vigor. But too much excitement meant I was never going to last long, and all too quickly I came as hard as I ever have. After the last powerful stroke, I clenched, the explosion saturating all my senses, then the ecstatic twitching, the painful pleasure of my sensitive glans, and my knees buckled.

A little embarrassed by it being over so soon, I looked anxiously at Bailey, but she seemed just as enamored as me.

"My my, Steph. Who knew you could do that, my big strong boy…"

Forgetting any concerns, I was buying whatever she was selling.

"You see, becoming a cuckoldress isn't all about me. It's us, baby, it'll always be about us."

It was minutes before I could actually speak again. She had taken my breath away in every sense. But when we were cleaning up, I thought I'd ask her, to clear up a nagging doubt.

"Bae, that was incredible, you know that right? And I'm gonna do anything to make you happy. But… what was all that stuff about this Max fella? About his wealth and career, and how big he is and everything. And why did you make me go down on you? We only did that once or twice, back in the day, and you knew I wasn't really into it."

Her smile grew, reflected in her eyes. She placed a hand on my cheek in affection, and spoke warmly.

"Actually that was Max's idea. He's an experienced bull and he knows that whatever he and I get up to, it involves the three of us, whether you're there or not."

I was stunned into silence.

"He suggested I try the comparison thing, to show you how much more of a man he is. In his experience, that always gives his cucks a thrill. As does getting them to eat pussy. He says that's something you should be doing anyway, and I tend to agree!"

She winked. Was that a compliment? Or a cuss? I could feel my emotions rise, that some random guy, after one Zoom call, was deciding what happened in our relationship - that's just not OK.

"But, but I'm not a cuck, I'm not some submissive who gets off on humiliation. And who is this guy anyway? Who's he to tell us what to do, in our own fucking marriage!" I instantly knew my anger, my panic, had gotten the better of me.

But in Bailey's face there was only concern for me. She pulled me in for a hug.

"Shhh, baby, shhh, it's ok. I know you're not a cuck…yet. But he's no-one. He doesn't mean anything, you're the one I love. It just seemed like a good suggestion now we're trying out all these new ideas. I thought I'd see if it got you going, which you can't deny it did, and me. Any other guy is only there to improve our lives, like a dildo or something… or a butt plug."

Just as she'd started to reassure me, she pulled the rug out, leaving me wondering if a butt plug was another of his suggestions. Her cheeky grin did nothing to dissuade me.

4 Their First Date

The week leading up to her coffee date with Max was an unbearable mixture of emotions for me. Seeing her so happy brought a brightness to both our lives, but I couldn't fully enjoy it with the inevitable consumation of their brief relationship looming large. At least we'd decided it would be a one-off.

Getting ready on the Thursday they were due to meet, Bailey looked beautiful. She'd bought a new dress for the occasion, a tight orange thing that complemented her olive skin and chestnut hair, along with contrasting teal pumps and new clutch. In theory this was just for an afternoon coffee, but it was pretty clear she was already expecting to be checking into a hotel for the whole evening.

She spent an hour on her makeup. With me such a mess, I was unable to do anything useful, so I just watched. Knowing all this was for another man hurt like hell, each stroke of her mascara wand felt like I was being lashed, every pucker of her lips like a blow to the stomach. And for the last few days she'd decided there'd be no cumming for either of us, to enhance the moment she came back to me, my release after being alone while she spent the evening with him - so I was already on edge with sexual tension. Watching her turn into this vision, heavily made-up yet still classy, could have sent me over the brink on its own. She was sending Max all the signals, and I wondered how perfect she would still look when I next saw her later tonight. God, what am I doing? But then I thought of all the sex we'd had since we'd started this, and how it was like we were young again.

A while later she gave me my last instructions, but this time I understood her patronizing tones were to add to the humiliation and the explosion of my pent-up sexual frustration we'd experienced together afterwards.

"Now you be a good boy, little Stephy. I've got my phone, so I'll check in with you when I get there, and then again when I leave, OK?" I nodded. "And what are you going to do? You know if you wanted to do something nice for me, you could vacuum? And the bathroom needs a good clean…"

Her phone buzzed and the Uber was outside - she'd wanted a drink to calm her nerves, and it would have been just too weird for me to drive, so an Uber it was.

Her voice was high-pitched and breathy, like she couldn't believe this was actually going to happen either. "OK, babe, have fun! And don't get up to anything naughty - I want you to keep all your energy for me! OK?"

Despite her rush, she paused and raised her eyebrows, clearly awaiting my response. I almost stumbled over my words.

"Yes, yes, of course. Take care, Bae. Have fun…"

I don't know why I said that last phrase, just repeating her maybe, but so inappropriate for how I was actually feeling.

"Oh, I will!" For another second our eyes locked, trying to figure out each other's thoughts, and then the door closed behind her. Fuck, what had I let happen?

Later I received the Whatsapp to say she had arrived, but no response to my messages after that. Evidently, she was busy. I didn't know what to do with myself, my internal thoughts were so loud I couldn't concentrate on TV or anything, so I thought I might as well do the housework Bailey had suggested. At least we'd have a nice clean house to show for the evening.

Toward the end of the vacuuming, she still hadn't replied so I knew then that they had indeed gone to the hotel. I tried not to imagine it, but the knot tightened in my stomach regardless. Then finally, when the bathroom had been done and I'd gone onto cleaning the kitchen just to take my mind off it, I got a notification. It was past 11.

Hey babe, all good, home soon xx

What? That was it? Fuck! My mind was racing. What had happened, what's going on? I thought I'd want nothing to do with it once she got home, but now I had to know - my imagination would drive me crazy if I didn't.

I finished off cleaning the stove and wiping down the surfaces, and then tried to sit in the living room, but ended up pacing up and down until eventually I heard a key in the lock.

She creeped into the room as though trying not to wake me - as if I could have slept while she was out with him. On seeing me, she had that same blissed out smile I had come to know recently, though I'm not sure it was for me exactly.

"Baby! You stayed up! Awww, come here..." Her words slurred together, but I always thought she was even more gorgeous when a bit drunk - OK a lot drunk. She was a little disheveled, her hair all mussed up and make-up a little smudged around her eyes and lips, but that only served to make her hotter in my eyes.

She stumbled, then hung off me as we hugged. That smell, it was so different somehow. Still her perfume but underneath, a musky aroma, deep, sweaty, that was so alien to me.

"Babeee, it's so good to see you. I love you sooo much. Thank you, for what you've given me. I know it can't have been easy, but tonight was wonderful!"

How was I supposed to take that?

"Did you do all your chores like a good boy?" She fixed me with a suddenly serious glare.

"Er, yes, yes I did actually. And the kitchen - I couldn't relax." A little smirk broke out over her face.

"Awww, that's nice. Well in that case, I think my good little hubby deserves his reward."

She took my hand in both hers, and led me to the bedroom. Again, my stomach was doing flip-flops. The gentle mockery, the embarrassment of it all, but also this. I half-wondered if she'd be too tired, or too drunk, but she stripped off immediately, and lay back in just her lingerie.

"Why don't you show me how much you love me, baby," she said while she shimmied down her black lace panties, then whipped off the matching bra. Fuck me I was ready for her!

"While you enjoy yourself, why don't I tell you all about it?" I was too busy ripping off my own clothing to answer.

Climbing into missionary, I noticed her swollen pink lips, and tried to stop myself thinking of how they'd gotten that way. Still moist, she offered little resistance as I slipped inside.

"Are you fully in yet, babe?"

What? I was in to the hilt. Her face held for a moment before it cracked up into a snicker.

"Oh, baby, don't be so sensitive, I'm only joking…"

I know it was only a joke, but in the circumstances, it kind of stung. I've never felt under-endowed before, above average if anything, but in the comparison with this other mystery man, my paranoia could run riot. Did she feel a bit bigger, a little stretched perhaps? It was difficult to say…

I was trying to fade it out as I went to work, when she started to relate her night's experiences.

"I mean he's such a nice guy, so funny and kind. Honestly, you'd like him, he had me in stitches." This wasn't what I needed to hear.

"And he took me to that new Michelin-starred French restaurant, which was to-die-for!"

"What?" I felt my indignation rise. "I thought we said it was just for sex?"

"Oh baby, don't be like that. I need to feel something, have some kind of relationship with the guy. And he paid for everything like a true gentleman."

My facial expression betrayed my feelings, but rather than being sympathetic, she just seemed a little annoyed that I wasn't as excited about her evening as she was.

"Oh don't be jealous, you promised you wouldn't. I knew you were going to be like this…"

This whole conversation had killed my mood, and before I knew what was happening, my deflated penis slipped out of her wet pussy. Her momentary upset at me instantly turned to concern.

"Awww, is that… was that… your little cock? Oh, I'm so sorry, baby. It's just the pressure, you've had a big day. It's very common. I'm sorry this hasn't been what you wanted this time, but we'll work on it, baby, together. I promise."

It wasn't erectile dysfunction exactly, as now I just wasn't in the mood anyway. The whole experience had eroded me. Then she changed tack again.

"But you know, I only did it for you, only did it for this "night of passion" afterwards." I could hear the sarcasm dripping from the quotation marks. "So you really should thank me." It was delivered almost as a rebuke.

"But this…it's not what I signed up for, Bae. We need to talk about this…" Her upright finger placed against my lips stopped them moving.

"Shhh, tomorrow, baby. There's plenty of time for that tomorrow. What I need now is for you to use that tongue of yours in a more satisfying way. You owe me this!" And the hands on top of my head pushed me down towards her pussy once again.

I don't know why I didn't react differently, but she was beautiful, I loved her unconditionally, and she had been through a lot herself, I guess. So I started attending to her as she spoke.

"Oh, that's it baby, right there. You see you've got nothing to worry about, honestly. I love you so much. Yes, tonight he was fucking awesome, his long fat cock and all his moves brought me off three times, slowly, three long drawn-out powerful orgasms."

Every word sent my self-esteem tumbling. All I could do was get her to climax quickly.

"But he would never do this for me, baby. He would never lower himself to lick my pussy like you do so wonderfully. Stephy-baby, that's it, ohhh yes, that's it…"

After her fourth orgasm of the night, to my none, we were done, and she switched out her light.

"Thank you, babe. We'll talk tomorrow. Now turn out your light. Love you."

I didn't speak. She was so exhausted it took seconds before her soft purring told me she was asleep. I didn't nod off for ages, churning through the night's events, wondering what we'd done, if our marriage was in danger, whether we could put the genie back in the bottle. But no, I told myself, pull yourself together. We'll get it all sorted in the morning, put a stop to all this, and go back to how things were. But that's not exactly the way it transpired.

5 Their Second Date

"I'm sorry, Stephen, it's not my fault if your fragile ego can't take the competition. We've been through this. I love you, you're my soulmate. Our marriage is rock-solid and I would never do anything to jeopardize it. Now I'm sorry I had such a wonderful time with Max last night - I suppose you'd have preferred it if I came back and said he was awful? OK, he was awful, boring, full of himself, terrible in bed, and you know what? He had an even smaller dick than you! There you go, is that what you wanted to hear?"

Where had this come from, her righteous indignation, like I was in the wrong? And what was ‘even smaller dick' supposed to mean? It was so stupid but I felt every blow land, and could feel myself cowering from her slightly, not wanting to press ahead with my planned conversation to end all this nonsense.

"Look, for the good of our marriage, I'm going to see guys - you need to accept that. I can't simply forget how good it was last night, and what I've been missing out on for so long, you know? It's not fair on me."

I just wanted this to be over now.

"So we're going to do this. It's only natural you've had a little wobble. It's a big thing - I get it. But we're only just starting out, and we've already seen the riches it can bring. So we are going to give this a chance, OK?"

I assumed it was rhetorical, but the pause indicated otherwise.

"OK" I mumbled. "But not with Max again. We agreed it would only be one-night stands. Please, not him."

"Mmm, well you have been a good little husband, mostly… So I suppose you should have some input."

I took that as a deal.

Somehow life regained a semblance of normality over the next few days, apart from the great big elephant in the corner. But skirting that topic got me through the weekend and most of the next week. We did make love on one of those nights, and there was no sign of anything wrong. She made me eat her out again, but then we had full satisfying penetrative sex, and, unless she had become a great actress overnight, she enjoyed it as much as I did.

Before I knew it, Thursday had come around again, the one-week anniversary of my wife's first date with another man giving me a little twinge of angst. In contrast, when Bailey got back from work, she had a noticeable spring in her step.

"Hey, Bae, how was your day?"

With the excesses of last week, I found the prosaic dialogue comforting. We chatted a little about her colleagues, and my virtual ones, who also worked from home, and then it moved onto our plans for the evening.

"So, what should we do tonight? Do you wanna see a movie?" I asked.

"Err, it's Thursday today." I didn't get the relevance.

"Baby, it's Thursday… that's my night"

What did she mean? This was never going to be a weekly thing.

"What?"

"I've got a date. Sorry, babe, if you didn't realize. I would have reminded you but with all the upset last time I thought it would be best not to shout about it. I assumed you knew, but didn't want to talk about it…"

"But… I thought that we were going to take it slow, so we were both comfortable. You know, do this together."

"Awww, that's so sweet. It means so much to me to know we're in this as a team. Thanks, baby."

"So you won't go?"

"Oh no, I'm still going, we've had these arrangements for days, I can't cancel on him now." I felt shaky, like I had low blood sugar.

"Awww, sorry babe, but at least it'll give you a chance to get some more cleaning done," and she actually laughed at her own joke. Seeing my face fall, she tried to make it up to me.

"Look, I only didn't tell you anything for your own good. It means nothing to me. Did you want to know, really? Did you want to know so you could obsess about it all week? How long have you spent mulling over the guy last time, huh? Honestly?"

It was true - even though I'd only seen a profile pic on the dating app, I hadn't been able to get the image of that Max guy out of my head. He was big, chiseled, handsome in a sophisticated way - everything I wasn't. It seemed like he had a number of successful businesses too, compared to the career dead-end I'd been in for so long. Despite our intentions going into this, I guess it might be best for me not to know anything about them after all.

"No, no. Sorry, Bae, you're right. I don't want to know. I just want you back in my arms afterwards, safe and sound."

"Oh, you old romantic, you!"

And that was it. An hour later, I was in the kitchen making some dinner to have before she left - I did nearly all the cooking these days - when she poked her head around the door. She looked amazing, hair up, pearl earrings, impeccable makeup.

"OK, I'm going now. Wish me luck!"

"Aren't we having some dinner first?"

"Awww you're such a sweetie sometimes. But don't worry about me, babe - I'll grab a bite to eat when I'm out."

She turned to go, but then thought better of it and came in fully to give me a kiss.

"Come here, you," she whispered, and hugged me. When I felt her release, I went to kiss her lips but she turned her face to present her cheek. I guess she could have been keen to avoid smudging her lip gloss.

"I'll be back before you know it. Why don't you use the time to do the laundry? That way we won't have it hanging over us this weekend, and we can do something fun instead. There's a bit of ironing on the side too, if you have time."

It didn't feel good, her giving me a list of chores, but I guess she was right.

"Bye, babe. Keep your strength up for tonight, won't you…" And she winked, enjoying my discomfort - she'd been doing that a lot recently.

A minute after she'd left, I wondered if it was a parting shot at my inability to perform last week? Feeling more alone than I'd ever been, I tasted a spoon of ragu out of the pan and found I'd lost my appetite.

Not being a chauvinistic prick, I did know my way around a washing machine and iron, although Bailey usually took care of laundry. So I thought I'd occupy myself and clear the to-do list for the weekend, leaving me free to show Bailey a great time. We'd do something fun to cement our relationship, and come out of this stronger than ever…I told myself.

Again, I got a message to say she'd arrived safely, and then nothing till 11, when I was just finishing off handwashing the delicates in the laundry basket. They were all her bras and panties, actually. My hope was that she would appreciate the care I was taking, but when she finally got home, such trivialities were the last thing on her mind.

The noise of the cab taking off came first, then her heels, and the key trying to find its hole. Finally, her dreamy drunken smile filled the room, her face flushed but serene.

"Hey, Stephy, it's so good to be home - I've been looking forward to this so much…"

I don't know why she had started calling me that - ‘Stephen' to ‘Steph' was fine, but ‘Stephy' didn't sound cute so much as girly. But now wasn't the time to start another fight.

"Get us some wine and come to the bedroom." It wasn't lost on me that that was an order, however sexily she delivered it. Although she'd clearly already had plenty, I went to fetch a bottle and glasses while she got settled in bed.

When I came in, she was already naked, and beckoned me with a finger. Sitting up, she took a glass of zinfandel and downed it, then held it out for me to pour more. I hadn't touched a drop all night.

"Oh, you're such a good boy, aren't you, baby."

She took another gulp, then nearly knocked it over as she put it on her bedside table.

"This is going to be so fucking hot!" She rarely cursed, before last week anyway, and when she did I found it turning me on.

I kneeled down to be on her level so we could cuddle and kiss and get warmed up, well, get me warmed up anyway. For a moment, she was back in my arms. But then she broke off.

"That's nice, baby, but those aren't the lips I want kissing…" and she steered my head downwards. Maybe she could feel a little resistance.

"Don't worry, baby, you'll get yours, but we need to see to me first."

I didn't see why that should always be the case, but with my cock getting hard already, now was not the time for a drawn-out discussion.

She started purring the moment my tongue began lapping her swollen pussy. She tasted different somehow, and the consistency was thicker too. I carried on with purpose, provoking her moans for several minutes before a thought stopped me in my tracks.

"What is it, babe? What's up?"

"You did use protection, right?"

"Er, we didn't actually. I knew he was safe so…"

What? Did I hear that right? I pushed my head back against her hands so I could speak without being muffled.

"You what? He went in… bareback?"

She sighed, like she was bored she'd have to go through this.

"Look, babe, he wanted to, and I didn't feel in a position to say no…"

She paused but then couldn't resist. "I was in lots of other positions though!" and she actually smiled at me.

"Sorry. I just mean we had the tests done last week, so we knew we had the all clear."

"I don't understand. How did you do them last week?"

"You know, baby - Thursday? When Max and I…"

"Max! You said it was a one off, you promised!"

"Awww, baby. I said I'd consider your input, or something like that. Well I did, and then I decided I'd still like to see Max again."

It was like a physical blow - I was winded. My mind was reeling. I felt a pubic hair in my mouth, which I tried to pick off my tongue. It was then I felt the viscous substance between my fingers, and it dawned on me.

"You mean… I'm licking his cum out of you?!"

"Oh come on, Stephy, don't be like that. I mean yes, technically, I suppose. I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but it's all part of it, it's part of the rush I'm getting from all this. I'm just on fire when I think of it, of you."

I was dumbstruck. My mind struggled to accept what was causing this taste in my mouth.

"I love you so much, babe. Come here," and she guided me to sit down next to her at the foot of the bed.

She took my face between her palms, inclined her head, and kissed me gently, speaking softly between touches of our lips.

"...  Let's forget about me … OK? I'm doing this for the both of us … Why don't we focus on you? … What would my big strong boy like?"

I wasn't ready to speak, I couldn't even figure out how I was feeling. Adding to my confliction now were the long teal fingernails walking their way down my chest and stomach, to my manhood.

"How about a little… massage?"

No, fuck! She was winning this. She was so hot, and knew how to push my buttons, and God knows why but I was horny as hell right then.

Grabbing my balls in one hand, and slowly peeling down my uncut length with the other, she eradicated any objections immediately. As she built up her speed and grip, she pressed up into my perineum, and I received a rush that blanked out my brain.

Fuck. In seconds I was on the edge, trying to hold the moment, but then… It stopped, she stopped.

"Bae?!" I sounded frantic.

"I want you, Steph. I want you in me. Now."

I shook my head to try and rattle my thoughts into place. Torn between the climax I desperately wanted, and what I knew was between my wife's legs.

"But… but he… his… I don't think I can."

"Baby! Don't screw this up! This is our chance, this is what makes it all worthwhile."

My look of indecision wasn't received well.

"Look, there's a condom in my clutch. Come on, Steph, I need you."

Somehow that tipped the balance.

I raced to find her bag and pulled out an unfamiliar brown foil package with gold writing. Seeing my haste rushing back, Bailey took it from me, and ripped it open.

"What are these?" We didn't keep condoms in the house, but it was still a stupid question.

"Magnums. I got them for…" but then she stopped herself. "...for the other guy."

Before I could comprehend, my attention was captured by her grasping my cock, and rolling down the condom. I could feel it was a bit big for me, but fuck it - it would do.

I pushed her back down on the bed, and grabbed her calves to pull her close as I entered her. I didn't care about his cum, or her stretched size - her wet warmth enveloped me and it felt divine.

"Oh, Steph, that's it. Oh, yes. Deeper, harder, yesss."

It didn't take long. I hadn't cum for a couple of days, and my balls, my whole groin, were aching deliciously, tingling as I approached orgasm, and then pushed me over the top. Oh. Fuck. Me.

It took a few moments for me to notice where I was. I'd staggered back out of her, she still lying back on the bed. When she spoke her voice had a warm sympathetic timbre.

"Mmm, I enjoyed that so much, baby. I love you. You know that, don't you?" But then she cracked a smile, and her eyes dropped to my groin.

I looked down, not understanding.

"Condom?" And I realized it was no longer there.

"It must have slipped off the little fella."

She reached down, like she was fingering herself, and then pulled it out like a magician.

And it hit me. Even now, in my moment of conquest, she was laughing at the contrast between her lover and me. I was standing there, naked, already almost limp, with his cum on my cock, in my mouth, around my face. How had I allowed this to happen?

I know she tried, after that - she tried to make me feel better, the cuddles and kisses, and kind words until we rolled over and switched off the lamps. But I couldn't sleep, again, and wondered if, after tonight, something would change in the way she saw me.

6 Meeting Him

So like I say, here I am standing next to Bailey in front of our respective sinks, last minute preparations before we head off for drinks - my first meeting with Max. I can't quite believe I said yes, but Bailey can be persuasive when she wants to be.

Apparently, this guy is experienced in this kind of thing, and has learned it's always best to acknowledge this is a relationship between three people, not two, however unusual that may be. She explained that he insisted on us talking in person, on neutral territory, a meal in a restaurant, to get to know each other a little, so we could make sure everyone was happy, clear about their roles, and no limits were crossed. I hated this whole thing, especially as I could see that it made sense. There's always fear in the unknown, and it would, I guess, stop the paranoia whirling round in my ignorance of who he really was, which was exhausting me.

I never would have agreed, and certainly not now, only the day after they last met up, but Bailey was determined it would benefit everyone. She moved to reassure me.

"It'll be fine. It's not what you're building it up to be. He's a nice guy. Honestly, babe, I know you two will get on. He's not the threat you think he is. He just gets to have me for a few hours, and then you get me for a week. It's you, baby, you're the most important person in my life. He's just like a plumber or something, who comes in to do a job then leaves. That's all it means, OK?"

While she spoke, I remained silent. I desperately wanted her to see in me everything that she'd fallen in love with, and the last thing I wanted was a fight. So in spite of my reluctance, I nodded my consent to her Friday night plans.

That's why I'm here, now, with Bailey in the bathroom, minutes away from driving us into the city to meet him. I'm just in a crisp white shirt, dark blue blazer, black pants and formal shoes. I'm virtually monochrome, down to my salt and pepper hair, and feel dull next to the explosion of color next to me. Bailey looks sensational in a baby pink bodycon dress, purple heels, and a fuschia cape-thing, the hue echoed by her eye makeup. It's another new outfit - I don't know when she found the time for so much shopping. She tousles her long brown hair, and fits her drop earrings, turning her head from side to side to see them in the mirror. God, she looks amazing, which gives me a little pang of pride that she's my wife.

I open the cabinet and reach for my cologne, but Bailey puts out a hand to stop me.

"Oh, I forgot. I got you a little something… to say thank you. For everything."

From the cabinet, she retrieves two small tubes, one silver, one metallic pink.

"I got us new fragrances."

Assuming it's mine, I pick up the silver one and find the lid comes off, revealing a spray nozzle.

"I decanted them into these atomisers, so they fit in your handbag. Sorry, pocket."

I view it suspiciously, then spray it into the air.

"Well, you could thank me!" Despite myself, her faux anger at my supposed ingratitude brings a smile to my face.

"Thanks, Bae," I say into her reflected eyes in the mirror, pretending it's begrudging, but actually I appreciate the gesture.

The scent has settled a bit now, into what seems to me quite a sweet, flowery aroma. "What is that? It's for men, right?" Her eyes light up.

"Ha ha! You're such an unreconstructed male! I suppose you'd pick a mix of engine oil and the squeezed musk glands from the ass of some deer! It's modern and fresh, and it's made by Boy Smells, so you've got nothing to worry about, Caveman."

She laughs, and it becomes a genuine moment we're sharing. I feel the enormous love I have for her, and know it's reciprocated. Maybe things will work out after all.

"And mine is Princess by Vera Wang."

She spritzes a cloud into the air, then walks through it, wafting herself. If anything, it's spicier than the cologne.

"Do you think I'm a Princess, Steph?"

"Of course, your majesty."

Our role play continues as she holds out a hand, and I get down on one knee to kiss the back of her hand.

"Your chariot awaits, ma'am."

And it's time to go.

I drive, which gives her the chance to focus on all the things she wants to say to prepare us for this awkward encounter.

"OK, babe, you know how important it is for me that we all get on, so when we get there, do you think you can be friendly and polite, and not let your paranoia get the better of you?"

"Yes, of course, Bae." I make it sound simple.

"I'm serious, Stephen. Just be nice and respectful, and it'll be fine."

Respectful?

"Surely, we're all going to be respectful to each other." During the pause, my eyes never leave the road, but I can sense another of her smiles in my peripheral vision.

"Of course, babe. It's just… you know how teasing you a little has been getting me off recently. I don't know why but honestly it's such a turn-on."

That much is obvious. We haven't properly discussed this yet, but at least it's mostly been gentle ribbing, I suppose. I don't enjoy it of course, but with the effect it has on her, maybe it's a price worth paying.

"You know I only do it for us, don't you baby, to heighten the moment when we're together. I love you so much, and I'd never do anything that would actually harm you. It's just a bit of fun. Well, if anything like that comes up tonight, don't react, OK? Just know it's our little secret. Promise me you'll suck up any embarrassment, savor it, store up those feelings so we can use them later, OK?"

I can barely concentrate on the road, what she's saying is so disconcerting. I try not to panic.

"Please don't, Bae. This is tough enough for me already. Please."

"Awww, babe, don't get hung up on this, OK? It'll all be fine, I promise. Trust me." With that, she closes down the topic, but it does nothing to reassure me.

For the rest of the journey we speak no more about it, talking instead about our working week, but I can tell she's distracted, and that her excitement is growing the closer we get.

7 The Restaurant

Downtown, sat-nav directed us to the parking lot, and after making our way on foot to the Italian restaurant he'd chosen, I can now see it's attached to a hotel. Before we went in, Bailey spritzed herself with her new fragrance, and taking her suggestion to do the same, I pulled the silver atomiser out of my jacket pocket. It still smelled a bit feminine to me, but I trust Bailey's nose more than mine.

The Maitre di Sala is now showing us to a large round table in the middle of the busy dining room, at which Max is already sitting. When he sees us, he stands up, beaming - shit, he's even better-looking in real life. After that first glance, all his attention is trained on Bailey.

"Ciao bella! Wow, you look sensational!" He takes both hands in his, and spreads her arms for a better view of the whole ensemble. "Color really suits you."

She receives his compliment with a coy look up through fluttering eyelashes. "You don't look too bad yourself, honey."

The thought pricks me that they do make a very attractive couple. He's tall, broad, tanned, mediterranean-looking, in a sharp suit and a crisp shirt left open part-way down his hairy chest. From the name Max Fuller, I wouldn't know his heritage, but judging by his looks he could be Italian, or even Middle-Eastern. Bailey's stunning, as always, but something about being next to Max - well-built, well-dressed, mid-30s - elevates her even more, which it pains me to admit.

Finally his attention turns to me, appraising me from head to toe until he finally breaks the awkward silence.

"Stephen, I presume. Stephen Moore. Or should that be Stephen Less?"

He fixes me with a stare both intense and amused. Shit, it can't be starting like this already, my worst fears threatening to be realized.

Before I can work out what to say, my confidence takes another hit - Bailey is smiling behind her raised fingers and perfectly polished nails.

"Oh, Max…"

No, I tell myself, if it's too much, we can just leave, we'll make our excuses and then go home, and I'll put my foot down about Max once and for all.

But then his face relaxes into congeniality. "Sorry, just kidding. I know this is a new experience for you guys, and I really do appreciate you coming, Stephen. Thank you."

I don't quite know whether I should take that at face value, but his deep voice seems genuine. Maybe it is all just in my own head after all.

Unsure, I merely nod, which he takes as a sign to move the evening on.

"Come, sit down," he speaks affably, assuming his role as host. He pulls out a seat next to him, which I assume is for Bailey, but then realize is intended for me. He stands behind me to push in the chair, and I think I hear him inhale deeply, as though smelling something. Once I'm seated, he goes round to pull out the chair on his other side for her, then takes his place in the middle.

"I took the liberty of ordering. I hope you don't mind. My treat. The antipasti in this place are amazing, so I got a selection to share. Ah, here comes the vino."

That's a bit irksome, isn't it, ordering for us? But I did promise to keep my paranoia in check and give this a chance, so maybe I should just interpret it as generosity.

After Max gives the white wine his seal of approval, the waiter pours a glass for Bailey, then Max, then he comes round to me. I'm driving but can have one, so I turn to nod to the waiter, but Bailey cuts me off.

"No, Stephen. You're driving. You can have water." She picks up the bottle to fill my glass.

It shocks me, the bluntness, her laying down the rules like that. And how does it look in front of Max, if nothing else? But then she winks at me like the game's afoot, and I realize this is just part of her mind games, all to be stored up for when we get home. Oh shit, I hope she doesn't get into all that - it might be hot for her, but it's torture for me.

Max starts speaking with complete confidence, unlike how I'm feeling right now, despite him being ten years my junior.

"So Stephen, I know you've found this a little strange, but rest assured, I have heaps of experience, and I will make sure everything works out. For everyone. I know the pitfalls, the common traps that newbies fall into, and I'm happy to guide proceedings. That good with you?"

I'm torn already. He does seem genuine, and God knows I don't know what I'm doing, but I'm not just going to hand over control to another man, some random dude she's only just met.

"I guess. I mean, this whole scene is completely alien to me, to be honest."

"I know, I know. The first few times I got into it felt really odd too. It's like, why would anyone do it, you know? Why would someone allow another man to sleep with his wife, let them make him their cuck? But you get over that pretty fast, believe me, and you realize all that BS just comes from what we've been conditioned to think is normal by the vanilla mainstream, who are so scared of enjoying a bit of deviancy that they're prepared to stay in their twee little sexless marriages until they eventually die of boredom. Right?"

He does have a point, and I do feel slightly proud of myself that I've even considered this, that we've taken this risk to make sure that doesn't happen to us.

"I guess."

"Of course! And we all get so much out of it - if we do it right. Let me tell you something, the one thing I've learned over the years is that the key to a successful partnership between the three of us is honest communication. We've got to be open, about who we really are, what we want, not just with each other, but to ourselves. You're probably hanging onto this embarrassment, shame even, that this is happening, that you're not who you thought you were, but believe me, you let go of that and the sky's the limit as far what you can get out if it, how you can grow into who you're really meant to be. Do you understand?"

I think it's rhetorical, but now he's waiting for my answer.

Bae leans across the table to squeeze my hand in encouragement. "Stephy?"

I know I have to summon some words, some strength to get through this. When I look back at Max, his eyes are on her, intrigued somehow.

"Sort of. I mean I agree with what you're saying, it's just… not easy sometimes."

"I know, I feel you. But nothing worth doing was ever easy… Stephy."

Shit, I can't believe he just called me that, that's not OK, that's just between Bae and me. I consciously take a deep breath to try to calm my racing heart, then see Max's concern.

"Oh, I'm sorry - is that not a name I should use? It's cute." He appears a little embarrassed.  "I just thought… I'm sorry. Stephen, is it? You see that's why we're here, to talk through things, to learn the best way for us to interact."

"It's OK, but yeah, call me Stephen."

"OK, Stephen. And you can call me Mr Fuller." It's left hanging, and my gut lurches again, but then he cracks another smile.

"I'm only joking, Stephen. Call me Max, of course."

And Bailey joins in, "Awww, baby, calm down. This is going to be a long dinner if you're so on edge all the time. But your face!"

Her words draw my focus to my cheeks, which I feel reddening. Fortunately, the waitress is here to distract us with the antipasti, the various dishes of which are laid around the table. It's a mini-banquet of high-end edible artwork, from which Max encourages us to help ourselves.

Over the appetizers, which are delicious by the way, we chat more easily, about our jobs and day-to-day lives. I'm careful to keep it general and not reveal any specific details we could be traced from - I don't want him knowing where we live or anything. But he's happy to share - his companies, his business trips to various countries around the Middle-East, his love of fast cars, fine dining, fine women. Bailey blushes when he says this.

If it weren't in such circumstances, I guess he could come across as charming, educated, thoughtful even. And successful of course. Since we started chatting I've been noticing the little details that are the hallmark of quality, the hand-sewn lapels on the perfectly tailored suit, which emphasizes his muscular upper body, the chunky gold watch that I think may be a Patek Philippe. Comparisons are odious, I know, but I can't help questioning whether others would see me as the lesser man. I don't like my conclusion.

After the table has been cleared, I'm first to break the silence. "That was delicious!"

Then Bailey joins in, "Yes, they were sublime. Thank you, Max. Say thank you, Stephen."

Before I can think, I blurt out, "Sorry, yes, thanks Max, they were amazing."

I kind of hate myself for being so nervous, and quick to follow Bailey's instruction, but I'm naturally averse to being rude and seeming ungrateful.

"You're welcome, Stephen. For someone who likes their food, it's good you can stay so skinny." It's delivered as a compliment, but consciously or not, he's really just highlighting how much larger he is in comparison.

A black and white presence suddenly looms over my shoulder, giving me a start. But it's just our waitress again, who gives me an embarrassed smile and apologizes for making me jump.

"Are you ready to order now?" She addresses this to Max and Bailey.

I look to Max too. "I thought you'd ordered?"

"Only appetizers for the table - we're in no rush." I note that he's speaking for all of us when he says that, and I don't like that his unilateral decision will add time to our dinner together, but to say anything would smack of petulance.

"And I thought you'd want to choose your own entrées, but I'm happy to order… if you'd like me to take control?"

Something about that last verb doesn't sit well - was it deliberately ambiguous? Before I know it, Bailey is answering for me.

"Oh, he'll be happy to let you lead on this, won't you, Stephen. We rarely get to come out to such expensive restaurants, do we babe?"

She smiles at me as though she's just supported me somehow, not undermined me by so openly making my decisions again. The fact she's right about how much wealthier than us he is also smarts. But Max doesn't dwell on it and orders for us all. Tagliata steak for him, Spigola seabass for Bailey, and a vegetarian pesto pasta for me - why vegetarian, I don't know, but I don't want to make a fuss after my embarrassment a moment ago.

After ordering, Max again directs the conversation, mostly about my job, how I can stand to do the menial tasks involved, and why I haven't risen up the ladder, or left. I mumble my vague responses, not wanting to discuss the details of why I've just sat back and let it happen to me, rather than taking the situation by the scruff of the neck - like he would have done. 

I know he must see me as inadequate - those feelings have been growing inside me since Bailey first mooted this thing - but at least he's faking it, and trying to sympathize with my plight.

"Oh, I'm sorry for you, Stephen, that they haven't discovered your hidden talents. Their loss."

When the food eventually arrives, he steers the chat onto my cooking.

"I hear you're the cook in the household, Stephen?"

"Yeah, I do my best."

"I think that's great, enlightened. I can burn a salad!" The word ‘enlightened' stays with me into his next few sentences.

"It's really important we let go of outdated ideas and expectations. That you're happy doing traditionally female jobs is a credit to you. And it shows me that we're in the right place, for who each of us are as individuals, and that we're heading in the right direction." It makes me worry about where that direction is pointing.

"No one should try to be someone they're not. We need to accept ourselves as we really are, and celebrate it. What I'm trying to say is, after meeting you tonight, I can see you're a nice guy, and I'm full of confidence this is going to work out."

This time, Bailey squeezes Max's hand in support.

"Sure, as a bull, I have certain talents you don't, can do things you could never do…" Oh shit. I knew it was coming sooner or later, I have to steel myself to hear it nonetheless.

"...but you do too, as a cuck I mean. You can provide love and a gentleness I simply don't have. You can do things to help, around the house and in the bedroom, that don't interest me, the less masculine things. And it's good that you've accepted that."

Hearing this stranger talk as if he knows me, and insult my masculinity, is infuriating. And I have not 'accepted' anything. The need to address this rises within me, overtaking my nervousness.

"I'm not sure what you're getting at - I have no problem with my masculinity."

Bailey looks shocked at my outburst, but Max takes it in his stride.

"Sure, sure, no-one's saying that. It takes real balls to accept your submissive side, if you have one, to take on more of those kinds of tasks, to accept things as they really are."

I thought he was going to backtrack, but it's like he's piling on more embarrassment. But just when I think I know where this is going, he throws me another crumb of comfort.

"I commend you on that, really I do. It makes everything else possible."

Bailey clears her throat to speak, and I notice she's been taking a backseat in this whole conversation so far. I'm hoping she's going to have my back, but my mind and emotions are so all over the place it's hard to predict. Her voice is soft, as though explaining something to a child.

"Stephy? It's nothing to be ashamed of, that you're not as masculine as Max," and she gently squeezes his upper arm. "Few are. That doesn't matter. We just need to understand our roles, and do them to the best of our ability. If you're more submissive, that's fine - I love you for who you are, not what you're not"

I can't process what that actually means, and her use of that name for me again, before Max joins in.

"In my experience, that's where most people go wrong. But it's just toxic masculinity, it's just pride messing with your head. You need to let that go. It's like Einstein said, you don't judge a fish by its ability to climb a tree."

What the hell does that even mean? I feel myself getting flustered, the humiliation taking over, and hope I can find the words to clear this up, to make them see sense - I'm a man for fuck's sake.

"Bae, what do you mean, less masculine? I'm your husband - I'm the... the man in your life." But my confidence has drained with every word, until the end of it sounds whiny even to my ears.

"Yes, baby, you are. But also we've seen how good it could be if I had a real man in my life, you know? A real man in the bedroom, anyway." Through the haze of my feelings I get the impression she's enjoying this, then I receive a wink from her that confirms it.

Was that…? Have I…? Is this all just a game to get her off? Is this just strategy to fuel the sexual tension and explosive release later? How can she play with me like this? If this is her plan, it's just too much, however sexy she is, whatever the pay-off later. I feel so vulnerable, second guessing the intentions of my own wife, but she continues twisting the knife.

"You do appreciate the difference, don't you, babe?"

"No," I blurt out a little too loudly, then jump in to qualify it, in more hushed tones. "No, I don't, and I don't want to be painted as this simpering submissive either. It's not fair, it's not right…"

Before I could finish, Max interrupts firmly.

"Stephen, Stephen, whoa, stop. Calm down, we're all friends here. You shouldn't let yourself get so emotional."

Is that another dig at me? They're coming thick and fast. I need to take shelter but I'm exposed, out in the open, facing two of them.

"Let's stick to the facts. No-one wants you to get upset, but let's just look at the evidence. What did you do last night?" The question catches me off guard.

"Last night? I don't know, I just kind of kept myself busy."

"No. What did you do?" It's a firm sign he won't let me off the hook.

"Tell him, baby."

I have no choice. "...The laundry." I spoke as few words as I could get away with. They dripped with guilt - I felt like I was being reprimanded in the principal's office.

"Just a regular wash?"

I can't maintain eye contact, preferring to speak to my untouched vegetarian pasta.

"No. I put a wash through, dried it, folded and put it away, and did the ironing.

"And…?" Bailey's looking a little hot and bothered herself, but in a different way, excited, perhaps in incredulity at what she's witnessing.

"And I hand-washed some of your lingerie."

"Awww, baby - you're such a sweetheart!"

"Very manly," Max says flatly, but doesn't stop there. "And why did you do that?" I'm not sure where this is headed.

"I suppose I wanted to do something nice for Bailey," which is the truth.

"No. Think back. Why the laundry exactly?"

I don't know what he wants from me, but I feel the nerves in the pit of my stomach.

"Er… I don't know. I guess Bae suggested it."

"Did she? Or did she tell you to do it, and give you a list of chores, while she was out enjoying herself?"

It hits me that that's exactly what she did, but I can't concede it to him.

"And you did them, all and more by the sound of it, because you want to please, because you put her first. And that's a wonderful thing."

"It is babe - thank you."

"But it's not exactly what you'd call macho, is it? What did you do last Thursday?"

Oh, God, this is an onslaught.

"I don't recall."

"Yes, you do, Stephen." It's not aggressive, he just has no problem flatly contradicting me. "You did the housework, cleaned the bathroom and the kitchen, if I remember rightly. Bailey?" He looks to her, and she nods her confirmation.

"And can you remember why?" He's got me, and I know it. I'm going to have to admit it.

"...Because Bailey asked me to."

"No. Because she told you to. However nice she was about it, she gave you your chores, and somewhere deep down you understood the natural order of things, and set about doing them to make her pleased with you. That's right, isn't it Stephen?"

I know I'm losing this battle already, and losing the will to go on fighting.

"Yes… I suppose."

"Good, I'm glad we agree. You see it's so helpful to have us all here to talk openly. There's no pride, no shame here. We're just establishing the facts. You're happy to take on the more menial tasks and submit to your wife's authority - would you say that's right, Stephen?"

"Not exactly…"

It's a weak response, just when I need to be at my strongest. I can't help feeling beaten down by this whole exchange. My whole demeanor right now isn't helping my cause - the curious look on Bailey's face tells me that.

A horrible thought occurs to me, that if he knows what I did, she must have told him, she must have been scheming with him before we even got here. It hurts, the two of them colluding against me. I'm not sure how much more I can take of this, but Max shows no signs of slowing.

"There's nothing wrong with that, Stephen, it's who you are. And who you are is why she loves you so much, isn't that right, Bailey?"

"Oh, baby, I love you, I appreciate you sooo much. You shouldn't judge yourself for it. It's wonderful."

There's no respite as Max takes over again. "It's great for all our relationships, too. If you're already so submissive, everything's going to be so much easier." The words continue to build my sense of dread. "It means this is who you really are, that somewhere deep down submitting to authority is something you need, whether you're prepared to acknowledge that or not."

That's not true - I mean I did do those things but I chose to do them… didn't I?

"It just goes to show that you're not cut out for making the decisions, and there's nothing wrong with that. We need different types to make the world go round, different strokes for different folks and all that."

My face falls, which he takes as my acquiescence, and changes his tone to be more understanding, which is almost worse.

"Look, Stephen. I know it's been hard to accept the truth finally, but look at the three of us - who's idea was this whole thing? Yours? You suddenly thought one day, I know, what I'd like most in the world is for some hot young rich dude to fuck my wife. Was that your idea? Or did you go along with even that, just to avoid rocking the boat? It's great that you're so happy to be led, that you can follow orders - you're a people pleaser, and I for one find what you're doing very pleasing. You've just got to understand that I'm a bull, Bailey's a cuckoldress, and you're a cuck, and you're perfectly cast in the role."

The words land - I know I always avoid confrontation, but I had no idea Bailey saw me as so weak. I felt a chill and shuddered.

"And that's before we consider the physical aspect." Max might have perfected his friendly manner, but he knows he's rubbing salt into my wounds.

"Max…?" It sounds as if Bailey is trying to bring this punishment to an end, but he's having none of it.

"I'm sorry B, but he's got to hear this." Even in my agitated state, I hear his pet name for my wife as clear as a bell, as well as all its implications. He's hidden this this evening - they've hidden it - and now I'm frightened how close they've gotten already.

"Stephen, do you think you've been satisfying your wife all these years?"

I want to just fade away, go to some safe place in my head, but my name brings me back.

"Stephen?" His raised eyebrows demand a response.

"Yes? Maybe? I don't know, you'll have to ask her."

"I think you know the answer, which is why you've gone along with opening up your marriage. You're a good guy, Stephen, and you know your wife deserves something you can't give her. No-one who fails to satisfy their partner sexually should get to demand monogamy, it's not fair on the ones we love the most. You love her and that's why we're here, that's where I come in. Bailey says your little wiener actually fell out of her last week."

No! Why did she share that with him?

She looks genuinely apologetic, an acknowledgement that they may have crossed a line, that she sympathizes with me.

"I'm sorry, baby, I wasn't going to tell him, but…" I don't think she planned where this sentence was heading, but now she's here she can't resist it. "...it just slipped out." I'm only one round the table not stifling a snicker.

She suddenly stops, raises her eyes to the ceiling and blows out her cheeks. It's not the menopause that's giving her hot flushes.

"Oh, I'm sooo sorry. I don't know why but I'm so turned on right now.

"That's great, Bailey, that's your role as a cuckoldress. You get to have relationships on your terms, you get whatever you want. Just as your role, Stephen, is to support her in that, to support us. Because you're our cuck, that's your role, that's your place."

I'm slouched in my seat, hoping I can slide down and completely disappear. But he's not done.

"You know that condom, the one you wore to fuck your wife? The same woman I took without protection, and filled her with my thick seed. Well that condom, do you know what it was?"

"...A magnum?"

"Very good, Stephen. And do you know the name of the range? No? They're called Respect, and you know why? Because they're for men who command respect, like me, they're for cocks that take women to heaven. Did you think that was your role, Stephen? Did you think it was a good fit for you? I mean the role, not the condom obviously. Because it fell off you, didn't it? My extra large condom fell off your little boy cock. Deep down you know that Bailey deserves more, that's why you've let her replace it with your tongue. And it's great that you'll do that, prove you can do something to bring her off, that you're worth keeping around. But I think it would be best if you got yourself some little condoms to use with B in future - I don't want your unprotected cock in her pussy, because that privilege only belongs to me from now on."

I don't know what's true anymore. Sitting in silence, feeling wobbly, I blink to clear my watery eyes. Bailey lets out a moan that's far too loud for this dining room, and I sense a few heads turn toward us.

"Oh my God, this is making me so wet! Awww Stephy, seriously? Are you gonna cry? That might just push me over the edge."

Where is my lovely caring Bailey? She's been possessed by this horny devil.

Max continues. "Don't let pride fuck with you, Stephen. You've just got to learn your role, and you've been doing so well. It's great you've added to your skillset already, with one so useful - I think your wife might like your tongue almost as much as my cock."

He laughs as if that is self-evidently ridiculous. Bailey strokes his forearm in a way that says 'don't be so silly'.

"What I'm saying is we're a team, your tongue and my cock, and we all complement each other beautifully. I fill Bailey up with cream, and you lick it out of her. You know, you probably still have my cum in your belly right now. I like that, knowing that we're physical connected."

I want to throw up. The memory of licking up his goo, the taste, the consistency, churns my stomach. Worse though is the inescapable fact that we are connected, and will be until I can disentangle this mess. If I can.

"You see, Stephen, even now, you sit here quietly, politely, listening to all these home truths without interrupting. It can't be easy for you but you do it. Any self-respecting man would have fought back or stormed out of here at least, but I think you know I'm right about all this, that you need to hear it, accept it, so you stay like a good boy."

To be called a good boy by a man ten years my junior is mortifying. I feel broken, not just by that but everything. My addled mind has stopped coming up with excuses and counter-arguments to defend my shattered ego. I'm empty, vulnerable, without option but to take all his comments to heart.

"Do you understand, Stephen?"

My heart pounds, I struggle for breath, I feel my face ache where I've been grimacing on the edge of tears for so long. I can't think, but my course of action is becoming a little clearer now. Eventually my head begins to nod. I look to Bailey for support but her eyes are closed. She's murmuring, biting her lip, and grasping the table with white knuckles.

"Good, good. This has gone better than we could have hoped for. There's often a little trouble, the first time a cuck has it spelled out to them, but not you, Stephen. Not that it has come out of the blue exactly, you must have known your… deficiencies. But when you first arrived and I smelled the perfume you were wearing, I knew we'd be fine."

When will it end? I haven't cried for years, but with wet eyes and erratic breaths, I try to choke back the tears and find one last tiny bit of fight.

"It's not perfume, it's cologne."

"Oh Stephen! It's not though, is it? My ex-wife wore the same scent. It's Princess by Vera Wang."

What? No! Please, no.

"It's lovely you're so in touch with your feminine side that you feel comfortable enough to wear it out."

It suddenly feels like this aroma's everywhere, clinging to my skin. There's a film of femininity all over me, and nothing I can do but sit here. I knew it was too girly to be cologne. How could Bailey trick me like that? Have the other diners noticed? In panic, I turn to scan the restaurant, but there's no commotion other than in my head. When I turn back, Bailey's already scrutinizing me intensely, breathing heavily. I pull the silver atomiser out of my pocket, and push it across the table - get it away from me.

"I'm sorry, Stephy. I must have mixed up the bottles when I was decanting it. Silly me." She doesn't even try to hide the bare-faced lie. "Here, you take this one," and she retrieves the pink metallic atomiser from her clutch.

Picking it off the tablecloth, I stare at it, incredulous. I don't want to be the butt of any more jokes, so have to check.

"What is it?"

"Suede Pony." Not the most masculine of names.

"I promise it's for boys, baby," but she leans into Max to add "and girls" in a fake whisper she wants me to hear. Without thinking I thrust it into my pocket, to get it out of sight out of mind as soon as possible, but Max won't let that happen.

"The pink tube suits you, Stephy, but I really think you should reconsider, I think you smell lovely as you are. But you must have known, known you were wearing women's scent, and come out to meet me anyway. I mean even if it were subconscious, deep inside you must have embraced it. Do you want to be a princess, Stephy? Is this all because it's not me you're jealous of, but really your wife?"

No, no, no, I can't take this. I feel the visceral danger, and have to get out of here, fight or flight. My body tenses, and I find myself standing up.

"No, this isn't fair, it's not. Bailey, please, can we go? Please?"

She tilts her head and somehow looks through me, like all her focus is consumed by the sexual fire burning inside.

"Bae, please?"

Max sits back to enjoy the show. After a few seconds that feel like hours, she replies.

"Awww, baby, you've done so well this evening, come so far. I'm sorry it's all gotten too much for you. I can feel your emotions are all over the place."

She's started to sound like a patient mum, but it's anything but comforting.

"Maybe it is best if you go and calm down on your own for a bit."

"Bae?"

"Look Stephy, don't you think it's a little bit selfish, to ask me to leave before we've even finished such a lovely dinner? And tonight has been such a turn-on, I'm not sure I could last the journey home. Max, honey, can we get a suite, here at the hotel?"

What? No? It was never supposed to be like this. It's like they planned this humiliation, they're enjoying my horror.

"Already booked, B." She strokes his arm and looks lovingly into his eyes.

"Well, that's settled then."

"Baby, I'm sorry you have to go, but thank you for coming and making my night so special." I know that purring voice, how wet she is right now, dripping, and know there will be no talking her round until she's sated.

"I'll get a cab back later," she says like it's a consolation for me she won't be staying overnight. "Oh Stephy, it's going to be fine, I promise. I'll just be a few hours, then I'll come home and we can have a cuddle, OK?"

I feel my face spasm, my lip wobble, and I know I can't stop what's coming. I begin to cry, my crumbling world falling apart.

Max stands and stretches out his hand, which for some reason I shake - I hate myself for being so weak.

"Goodnight, Stephen," but he doesn't let me go, instead the pressure grows, the grip strengthens until it becomes pain, and I buckle to try to release myself.

Bailey laughs like it's simply mischievous, "Oh, Max…"

Finally, he frees me. My head is filled with tears and shame, and I want so desperately to shout something, about how fucking unfair all this is, but I'm sobbing, gasping for air, unable to get out a single word.

I look to Bailey, the love of my life, who wrinkles her nose in a cute expression of sympathy, but does nothing.

I know what's expected from this relationship now, and I'm too broken not to comply quietly. In humiliation and disbelief, I slowly turn my back on them. The faces of the diners look up at me as I trudge my way across the dining room floor, no doubt a red-faced quivering mess. But that particular embarrassment is so minor right now, it's water off a duck's back - a cuck's back - my own mind torments me with that word. How has it come to refer to me?

Almost at the door, I know I shouldn't, but I turn for one last look, but my final hope she'll be following me out is extinguished. They've returned to their meal already, chatting and laughing, completely unconcerned about what they just put me through.

The last kick in the guts is the realization they look like the perfect couple, a couple who will shortly be going upstairs to enjoy each other's bodies, in a suite costing more than I make in a week, while I'll be at home on my own.

I sob all the way to the car.

8 The Aftermath

It took me 25 minutes, just sitting in the car, to calm my racing heart and gather my senses enough to be capable of driving home. Just because I'd stopped crying, I wasn't OK. I felt empty, and desolate about the state of our 15-year marriage. Was this the end? It seemed obvious who she'd pick if it came to a straight choice - who wouldn't? He was better-looking than me, younger, richer and more successful, and probably smarter too. And much bigger, you know, where it counts. The kind of life he could provide compared to me was like a fantasy. But I had to fight, didn't I?

After tonight, though, it was in doubt how much resistance I could actually put up. Maybe it was more realistic to go along with their torturous plans until I could make her fall in love with me again, or slowly chip away at her image of him as the masculine ideal.

When I got back, the house was dark and cold, whatever the thermostat said. Was this to be my life now, waiting, alone, trying not to imagine what they were getting up to? I saw some dishes that needed doing, and I nearly started before I caught myself. Screw that, screw them - I wasn't going to be anyone's submissive to order around. I'd withdraw my labor altogether and see how she liked that - that would make her start appreciating me more.

But then I received a fresh pang of self-loathing at falling into such a submissive frame of mind - a real man wouldn't want to be appreciated for doing all the fucking housework! What was I becoming? Maybe they were right…

I took a cursory glance in the fridge, more out of habit than anything, I couldn't stomach anything now. White wine perhaps? No, I'd need all my wits about me later, when Bailey got home. Shit! That only just occurred to me, that Bailey would be back here, that we'd have to talk. I couldn't face reliving tonight's hell.

Or maybe… No, she wouldn't bring him back too, would she? We'd always said our address would be kept private, but all our best-laid plans appeared no obstacle to anything they wanted to do. My panic grew. But no, no Bailey wouldn't do that, she's not that cruel.

I went to distract myself with the TV. I had the weight of the world on my shoulders and slumped onto the couch like I'd been shot. I picked up the remote. Scrolling through the guide, it felt strange, and it dawned on me for the first time that it's Bailey who usually does this, she chooses the shows we watch, and I just sit passively until she's lined up the next one. When did that start happening? In self-disgust, I threw down the remote - I wasn't in the mood to watch anything anyway.

And that's how I come to be sitting here now, illuminated by a single dim lamp, not drinking or watching anything, not doing a thing except trying to ignore the memories of dinner whirling around my head. That and failing to shut out my visions of the two of them together in the hotel suite. Time has passed, I don't know how much, when I hear the now familiar sound of Bailey's key. For some reason, I feel I should be standing up for this.

She lets herself in, and finds the light switch to bring her colorful outfit to life. She swirls her bright pink cape onto a chair like a matador, and just stands there in her tight pink dress and purple pumps, silent, a grave expression over her beautiful features. And she is so beautiful, whatever else I feel about her right now, which only adds a sweetness to my sorrow.

Her face contorts trying to withhold her emotions. Is she going to burst into tears, and beg my forgiveness? The dam bursts, and at first I can't tell. She's howling, creased over, in pain? But then… Is she laughing? She is, she's in hysterics, crying with laughter. It's going on uncomfortably long now, and I'm trying to figure out how I should take it. But eventually she spits out some words between bursts.

"Oh baby… what a night!"

I look at her and she seems different, lighter, open, more like the old Bailey.

"Seriously, Steph, thanks for this. You were amazing, couldn't have played your role any better."

I feel my face screw up in bewilderment, but she doesn't react, and carries on her excited chatter.

"I mean that was so hot! The whole thing, don't you think? I owe you one, more than one. We should definitely see to you now, have some make-up sex, or angry sex. You must be so frustrated. What do you think?"

Her tone is so incongruous with my feelings, I can't process what she's saying. It's like all my anguish didn't happen, like we were simply acting out parts in a drama, and now the curtain has fallen, we can enjoy the after-show party as ourselves. But my pain is real, and she helped cause it.

"I don't understand, Bae. What happened tonight?"

For the first time since she got back, she sees my hurt, and it's her turn to be confused.

"It was fun, wasn't it? You and Max got introduced, and we tested the relationship dynamic a bit, found our feet. We pushed you a bit, sure, outside your comfort zone, but just to see if you liked it. You've got the baggage of decades of male expectation - I knew you'd need a little push to experiment."

Her soft inflection shows concern, but also betrays her disappointment that the fun isn't going to continue.

"The sub thing is part of that. The internet is full of guys, all kinds, who get off on that delicious little tingle of being humiliated, being under someone else's control. Didn't you get that? I thought the way you were acting, it was obvious you did. Was I wrong?"

I collect my thoughts, trying to find the words, and take a deep breath. "That wasn't enjoyable, it was horrible," and I feel my lip quiver. Oh no, please - don't lose it again.

"Really? I mean I thought you were playing up to it, you know, being so beaten down, not standing up for yourself. I thought that was all part of it, that you were getting off on it in a kinky way, no?"

A shake of the head will have to do, but then it spreads to my body, and I'm on the edge of another breakdown.

"Awww, baby, are you OK? What have we done to you? Come here…"

I'm pulled into a tight hug, my face pushed into the nape of her neck, her hands rubbing my back. The gentle kindness, in the context of tonight, overcomes my defenses and I start to cry again.

"Awww, Steph, I didn't know, I promise. We were just being silly, it was all just a game. There, there."

"I thought I… was losing you." Putting it into words, I realize how devastated I am.

"Oh Stephy, no, no silly. That would never happen. This thing we're doing, it's just to spice up our lives a bit. It's not a lifestyle - tonight was just a scene. Max told me all about them."

His name makes me wince, so she hugs me tighter, gently holding my head down on her shoulder, stroking my hair.

"Awww, don't be like that. We're new to this, we need a little guidance. But, yeah, it was his idea. He says we have to try out different things to see what works. The mind of a cuck is a wonderful thing, but they're all different. And they're the central cog in anything like this, so we've got to keep them happy, keep them fizzing with sexual tension, excitement. Haven't you jerked off since you've been home?"

"No…"

"Awww, you should have. Jeez, I nearly came at the table."

I know that, and probably so do half the restaurant.

"In his experience, nearly all cucks get off on the exquisite humiliation - it's a hugely popular kink. We honestly thought you'd love it."

How? How can she have thought that? But she is being caring and concerned now, like my old Bailey's back, and I feel safe as she holds and rocks me. Then something nags me that I need to clear up.

"I'm not a cuck."

"Well, you kind of are, but that's OK."

"Well, I'm not a sub. I don't get off on humiliation."

"OK, whatever you say, baby."

"Seriously."

"Sure. Now, how are you feeling? I'm going to make this up to you. What would you like to do? Fuck?"

The language feels abrasive in my tender psychological state. I'm not sure I can kindle the flame of desire anyway, but there's one thing I need to know first.

"Did you… with Max?"

"Of course, baby - you know that." Of course, I did."

"And did you use protection?"

"Baby, I thought we'd been through that. No. But that doesn't mean anything. Look, I got you a present."

She grabs her clutch, and hands me a packet of condoms. She's been on birth control since before we married, so I haven't worn one for years.

"I thought they might fit better."

Intrigued, I inspect the purple and black box - Lifestyles Snugger Fit.

"Snugger fit?"

"Yes, you know, so you won't have the same problem you had last time."

She says it with kind eyes, and I'm sure good intentions, but there's no escaping that my wife has just bought me small condoms, after being penetrated by Max's extra large cock. I shudder.

"I don't think I'm in the mood… sorry."

"Oh don't apologize, baby, it's perfectly understandable. If I'd known…" but she doesn't complete the sentence.

"We could just cuddle? Would you like that?"

That would just underscore this new stage in our evolving roles, cement my lack of masculinity in their eyes. I feel hers penetrate me.

"Or maybe something else? Anything, what would you like?"

Not sure how it will land, I speak tentatively.

"Maybe you could blow me?"

Her expression doesn't change, but those same eyes, with their glittering pink shadow and smudged black liner, tell me that's not going to happen.

"Why don't I pull you off instead? Baby? That'll be nice, won't it, to show you how sorry I am about tonight."

It would help us make up, I guess.

"Yes, thanks, Bae. That would be nice."

9 Making Up

She takes my hand and leads me to the bedroom, then makes me remove my pants and boxers. There's something unsettling about being here in a shirt and socks and nothing else, like a little boy. I race to get naked, fumbling the shirt buttons and hopping around to take off the socks. She's so focused on me, she hasn't undressed, still in the baby pink dress, drop earrings. There's a mismatch between us, a kind of detachment, but I don't care. She kicks off her purple heels.

"Come here, baby." She encourages me to sit beside her on the edge of our bed. Leaning in to kiss my lips tenderly, she moves to my ear, and down my neck. I melt a little, and start to feel some stirrings.

With my eyes closed, the physical sensations seem greater somehow, more defined, and the touch of her hand on my cock feels amazing. I'm  just starting, and in this semi-limp state, she easily wraps a fist around it, then changes to a couple of fingers. Her other hand takes my balls, a gentle squeeze, then her long nails dig in. Oh it's so good.

I forget myself for a minute, then realize I should be reciprocating, and reach over to fondle her breasts, but she slaps my hands away.

"That's alright, babe. I'm a bit sore from earlier - Max is a bit of a biter. Let's just do you."

I almost get a phantom sensation on my nipple, but the real hurt is to my ego. Don't think about it Stephen, don't let it spoil what's happening right now. She carries on, and it takes mind off anything else.

My arms fall by my sides and I grab fistfuls of comforter. As I get harder, the painful memories of the evening have almost faded, the physical sensations saturating my mind in their place. When she begins to nuzzle my ear, I can barely make out her drawn-out whispers over the electric tingles.

"I'm sorry baby, but tonight you made me so… hot. I don't know why but teasing you gets me off so much." But she grips me more firmly, starts pumping me harder, and any talk is just background music. Fuck, this is good.

"And it was so much fun. The spontaneous comments were fun, but when the planned stuff came off, well, so did I."

All my attention is drawn to what she's doing, not saying, but she stops, and for a fraction of a second, I almost panic. She pushes my back down onto the covers, tells me to lift my feet onto the bed. She parts my bent knees, leaving me feeling vulnerable, exposed. She changes her grip. Leaning over me, the angle allows her to put more into it. It's even rougher now, feels amazing, I'm building already, might have to slow myself down, focus, but no, this feels too good…

Suddenly, one hand grips my chin, cheeks, forcefully, and a finger begins playing with my lips, then is pushed inside. I start sucking, caressing it with my tongue, somehow trying to return the pleasure she's giving me.

She continues whispering, rhythmically. I'm vaguely aware she's saying something that I need to block out, but it's not difficult, I'm so hard, her touch is so good. To me, the words are just like waves lapping the shore.

"You know, all the little barbs, to fuck with your head? I got a little tingly hit each time. I could feel my pussy quiver. And when he told you to call him Mr Fuller - oh my!"

That name, it gets through to me. I stop sucking her finger, but can feel her arousal continue.

"And when he made you confess to following my orders and handwashing my lingerie, ahhh..."

Her hands pause as she purrs, before both return to my groin, one grasping the base tightly, the other drawing circles in my pre-cum around my extremely sensitive head. Fuck. I tense and buckle, and try not to pull out of her grip, but she's got me tight. When I think I can't take any more, she adjusts her grip, pushing up under my balls and beating me off with renewed vigor.

"What was the phrase, submit to your wife's authority? Ahhh, I liked that… I am sorry for telling him about the condom and the cream pie. I thought it might be a bit much, but when we were planning tonight, I wanted to be as open as possible, so we'd all get the most from it, and when he heard about them he insisted on using it. I'm so glad he did. Honestly, I was on the brink right then, when he was mocking you and you just sat and took it so submissively. Ahhh, Stephy, you're getting me going again."

Her breathing gets deeper, her hand faster. When her other one starts tracing the outline of my asshole, I take a sharp breath. I can't hold off this climax for long.

"And the perfume! Ohhh, Stephy… That was Max's stroke of evil genius. So feminine… And when he asked you if you wanted to be a princess - oh, I wet my panties! Seriously!"

Whatever she's saying, I don't hear it, don't care - the rhythm of her breathing, we're in sync, she's as turned on as me. I'm almost there, so close…

"Would you like that, Princess?" At the peak of the crescendo, she shoves her finger up my ass. Oh, my, fuck!

My head explodes in stars, as my cock pumps out ropes and ropes of cum. Fuck.

"Oh, baby. I see he's right about you being submissive, isn't he, babe? But that's nice, just how I like it, why I love you." She finally releases her grip, and I feel her finger slide out of my ass.

Slowly coming round, I prop myself up on my elbow, and look down on the deflating cock lying on my cum-splattered belly. Bailey's still sitting, twisted round to give me her attention, smiling proudly. She's a little pink in the face, her chest glistening with perspiration from the work out she's just had. God, she is beautiful. As I'm descending from my climax, her words begin to take on meaning again.

"Oh, baby. That was almost as hot as dinner. It wasn't too dry was it, my finger? I tried to lube it with your saliva and juice. I'm so pleased you let me show you what this thing is really about. Wasn't that amazing?! I know you find the teasing erotic too, if you'd only admit it to yourself. I really think it's just toxic masculinity that stopped you enjoying it the first time around."

My defenses are down after what we've just done. It was amazing, she's right. But does that mean…? I'm not confident I can string a sentence together, but try anyway.

"I don't know, Bae. It's so demeaning. I feel kind of… used."

A pause follows, her smiley eyes narrow, and I pick up that the silence is mine to fill, maybe a second chance to give her the correct answer…

"I mean, fuck yeah, that was mind-blowing, but I don't know if I can take it again, a night like tonight, you know? And your finger - where did that come from?"

Her face tightens slightly, and when she speaks, it's a little impatient, like I'm failing to grasp something obvious.

"Steph, you can't hide it any more, not to yourself and certainly not to me. You sucked my finger like a cock when I was talking about Max, you came when I shoved it up your ass and called you Princess. They were Max's ideas, by the way. You have to hand it to him - he knows what he's doing. Babe, can't you see? You're trapped in this mental prison with its juvenile expectations of what a sexlife should be, and its narrow assumptions of who you are and what you like - you've got to break free."

Shit, this has taken a turn. I thought I could just blank out all that, for now at least, enjoy this post-euphoric calm, but Bailey's dragging me back to reality.

"Look, you need to think about everything differently. Flip it, own it. Yes, you're our cuck and Max is our bull, but you're also our sub and we're your doms. Forget about your misguided understanding of those terms and their connotations, and look at this with fresh eyes, will you? Just because you're the lowest rung on the ladder, it doesn't mean you're worth the least. On the contrary! I don't get off on it with him despite you - it's because of you, it's the whole thing that makes me so hot."

I take the implication to be that the situation isn't changing any time soon, so I should suck it up and try to get into it - any decision-making process I thought I was a part of now excludes me, and that is terrifying. I have to try to stop it

"But, but it's all changing so fast. I'm scared, Bae - you've only just met and I'm scared you'll leave me for him. Please, Bae, please tell me you'll end it, please…"

Her tone softens, recognizing my vulnerable mental state, but it reaches my ears as condescension.

"Awww, Steph. You're so sweet, but I think you know by now that that isn't going to happen. What we've stumbled on with Max is so special, and I'm not going to give that up, and you shouldn't either. He even paid for it all, and gave me a ride home."

I can't hide my shock that he now knows our address.

"You said you'd get an uber," I whimper, but she merely bats it away with a disappointed tut.

"It doesn't matter - I love you. Most of the time I'm here with you and our love-filled life together, and it's wonderful, truly. The sex is great, bringing each other off, maybe not simultaneously, but it's great. Or I'm with him, getting railed, but in a situation made possible by you, in a frenzied state of arousal because of you, and the exquisite humiliation I've teased out of you. Oh, don't you see, Stephy? It's all centered around you. I could never leave you, however inferior you feel to Max. It's you I love, silly. It's only ever been you."

She smiles her loving smile, but it's little consolation, and neither is the hug she pulls me into.

"Just give this a chance, give us a little time to work things out, to make you happy. You'll see, baby, you'll see…"

In effect, she ends the topic of conversation, and with it my last dying hope I might have any influence over the direction of our lives.

After a quick shower, I find her already half asleep, her lamp off, turned over, the shoulder straps of her cream satin nightie peeping out from under the comforter. I climb in quietly and carefully pick my phone up off of the nightstand, but it still disturbs her.

She murmurs, "Don't look at that now. Switch the light off, go to sleep" I turn them off, but there's no way I can sleep right now.

What is happening to us, to me? There's so much to process, so many thoughts competing for my attention. Is it true, am I submissive? I guess I do do lots of the housework and all the cooking, but that's normal, isn't it, a modern division of labor? But she doesn't order me around. Does she? Maybe she does, in a nice way, and I don't notice. It didn't register at the time, but her final words are now playing on loop in my head - she simply told me what to do, without even pretending to seek my agreement, or feeling the need to cushion it in politeness. And what did I do? Obey, not only without delay, but also without even realizing what was happening. I just fucking did it.

Max even said as much as dinner. What was it? That I was happy doing traditionally female jobs. That deep down I understood the natural order of things, and did all the less masculine tasks my wife set me because I submitted to her authority, and strove to please her, in the kitchen and in the bedroom. Fuck. Are they right? She even implied how good it was to finally have a real man between the sheets. Ouch. It may have only been part of her teasing, but that one stings me anew whenever it pops into my head.

Is Bailey my dom, then? It's hardly whips and chains, is it? In all honesty, it does sometimes feel like she's in charge, like when we're making plans with friends, they'll just discuss with her, like it's obvious she wears the pants and I'll just go along with it, which I always do.

It occurs to me that our social life is one more sphere I've been drifting through. Since we moved to this town after the wedding, my old friends have slowly been whittled down, until I only really see our joint friends these days, the local ones, met through Bailey's job at the office. But that doesn't stop her seeing her old varsity gang wherever they're in town, or for their annual reunion. I've been so slack, I can see that now and regret it. My relations too. My dad died a few years ago now, my Mom's got dementia in a nursing home a few states over, and I haven't seen any extended family for ages - there's only my sister really, and we only meet up once a year or so, when we go to see my Mom.

Whatever the plans I ended up going along with over the years, I should have stood up for myself, and carved out the time to invest in my own relationships… But it's unfair to place the blame at Bailey's feet for my inadequacies. 'Inadequacies' - wasn't that another of Max's words from earlier? Or was it 'deficiencies'? Either way, I couldn't feel more inadequate or deficient at this precise moment.

My whirring mind is exhausting me, never resolving anything before flitting onto the next painful topic, like a twister, hell-bent on causing maximum damage to my self-esteem. If you can't make a decent decision, Stephen, of course she's going to tell you what to do - she was right about going to sleep, wasn't she? She usually is. I shouldn't be staying up on my phone. It's late, I've had an exhausting emotional rollercoaster of a day. I need sleep - please let me sleep. No. You can't, not yet. There is so much more to rake over.

Did I enjoy it, sexually? Did I get a buzz from the verbal abuse? When she relived the worst of my humiliations during the handjob, was I the tingling subby mess they were painting me as? I don't think so? It was only the physical sensations, anyone would have been pushed over the edge. But I didn't just cum - it was the most powerful orgasm I can remember - and it happened while she whispered emasculating comments with a finger up my ass.

These thoughts go round and round and round, until the dawn peeks through the drapes. I just need to sleep…


10 The Day of the Dinner

The next week is uneventful. She's been really lovely, but our sex life hasn't been troubled, and I'm almost wary of broaching the topic. Even when I've tried to jack off in the shower, I haven't been able to stop the memories popping into my head, and the shame's always succeeded in dampening my ardor. I'm assuming she has plans to meet Max on Thursday, but I'm too nervous to ask and open that whole can of worms. My head firmly in the sand, time ticks by until it's the day itself. Here I am in old pants and shirt for a day in front of a screen in the back office, while Bailey is going into her actual office looking the epitome of professional success in a pussybow blouse and pencil skirt. Over the fruit and granola breakfast I've prepared, she drops a bombshell.

"I need you to go out and get some provisions in for tonight, OK, babe? I invited Max over to dinner."

My world stops. A punch in the chest, a deafening silence, eventually broken by Bailey's apparent indifference to my suffering.

"OK, Steph? I thought you might make your New York Strips, seeing as he ordered a steak at the restaurant? You know how good you are at those."

I'm aghast, heart racing - it must be clear from my face - but she acts like it's the most normal thing in the world.

"Here? I thought…? But you said…"

"Yes, I was thinking about that and it's not really safe, is it, me driving around the big bad city late at night. It's much nicer here, in my own bed…"

The thought of him here, in our marital bed, makes me shudder. Did she say her bed?

She must have become aware of my feelings on some level, because she tries to frame it as an advantage for me.

"And it means when he leaves, you don't have to wait for me to travel back…"

Everything that's left unspoken by that sentence makes my wince. I hate it, all of it, pressing in on me, but she hasn't finished.

"Get it while it's hot and fresh!" Her eyes widen, then one closes on a mocking wink. She invades my personal space, grabs my cock through my pants, and comes up on her toes to kiss me, a hot deep kiss with invading tongue. It distracts me from her words - was it just more teasing? - but it's the wink that disturbs me the most. Somehow it's becoming a link between my feelings of humiliation and sexual release.

"You don't mind running to the store do you, I'm a bit busy at work today." It's not even a question.

"I have a job too, just because I work from home…"

"I know, baby, but people are relying on me, and no-one will really notice if you take a few hours off. So will you be a good little hubby for me?"

I can't think. What can I do? I'm not really going to do this am I?

She stares at me intently, and raises her eyebrows, shrinking me with her scrutiny. "Well?"

A shaking starts inside of me, and grows into a nod before I'm even conscious of it.

"Good, I notice you need to run the vacuum around, as well, OK? And

could you change the sheets on our bed? Use the good ones, the Egyptian cotton. I want everything to be perfect."

I've become a pushover I know, a downtrodden cuck, but I have to say something.

"Bae, please, this is hard enough for me as it is. Why do I have to prepare everything? It's eating me up."

"I know, Stephy, I know. But we didn't know Max could make it till this morning, and I can't do it, so it'll have to be you, I'm afraid."

Her voice is soft and gentle, her eyes kind. She'd come across as lovely if you didn't have the full picture. But this whole thing has diminished me so much, my self-esteem, confidence, I just want to avoid the confrontation, like I'm scared to say no to her. So I say nothing instead, and hate myself for being so weak.

"Awww, I appreciate that, Stephy," and with that she's gone, taking a bit more of my self-respect with her.

I try to get some work done, but can't concentrate. What's worse is I actually start thinking through the meal I'll make. It hits me that I'm actually trying to impress him. He's used to the best, and I know I'll have to pull out all the stops. God, What's gotten into me?

Around midday, I shut the laptop lid, and give up on today's work tasks as a bad job - I'll have to make it up tomorrow. I'm in a fog as I do the vacuuming. Going round the house shows up some other jobs, dusting, polishing, which I find myself doing as well. It hurts most when I put the old bed linen on a wash and retrieve the fresh folded cotton sheets to put on the bare bed. The bed that later she'll share with Max.

Leaving the house, closing the door on all that, is a blessed relief, for the time being at least. I can take my mind off things with the grocery shopping, as long as I don't stop and think about the reason for it. Is he Italian? I don't recall him actually saying that. Ignoring the expense, I decide to get the steaks she's asked for from the best butcher in town. They'll be the entrée, with Italian green beans and patate al latte, a sort of dauphinoise I got the recipe for online. As appetizers, I'm going to make insalata di caprese with bresaola, with the mozzarella and cured beef from the Italian deli downtown, and then a homemade tiramisu for dessert. I know it will take time, but he can't turn his nose up at that.

By the time I'm back, working my way through the entirety of our kitchen equipment, I've kind of processed events a bit too. Contemplating what's happening, I think I might be able to navigate a way through this. Maybe they're right, and if I can swallow my pride, I guess we could all get something out of it, even me. If my restaurant trauma was strictly a one-off, and now they know I don't get off on them demeaning me like that, then maybe we can approach it like adults, as a negotiation. Maybe I was being paranoid, stoked by my fear of the unknown, and actually it could be a bit of a thrill for all of us. Every so often Bailey gets the excitement of another guy, I get a happy flirty wife for fun and frolics the rest of the time, and Max… well, let's not dwell on that. But if I can turn a blind eye, maybe it'll all be fine.

Bailey gets back while I'm finishing off the tiramisu. She's a bit early, I guess to get ready. I put dessert in the fridge, and turn round, and she's there, smiling at me curiously.

"So?" The inflection is slow and rising. "Did you get all your jobs done?" Her look of anticipation reveals a mood of excitement, one I don't share, but I still reassure her by reeling off the chores I've done.

"Thanks, baby. It'll be a wonderful night, you'll see," but before she finishes, she's distracted by something on my shirt.

"Look at you, all covered in… cocoa powder? Coffee?" She touches it, then rubs her fingers together under her nose.

"It might be both, actually. I made tiramisu."

"Awww, that's lovely, thank you. But you're such a mess - you should really cover up when you're cooking. Will that come out in the laundry? Anyway, you better go and change - he'll be in here in an hour."

An hour? That's really early - it doesn't leave me much time to get ready. And then it dawns on me that this is another decision I haven't been a part of.

She pulls my hand. "Come on then," and I can't avoid the next stage of this ordeal any longer.

After showering, I'm standing in the bathroom in my underwear, just finished shaving, when Bailey comes in looking heavenly, and stands next to me facing the mirrors. Her makeup is already done, smokey eyes, glossed lips. The result is incredible - and then I remember who it's for. Even though we're eating in, she's gone to town on her outfit. The tight black dress is puffed at the shoulders, but barely constrains her beautiful breasts.

She interrupts my thoughts. "Hey, up here!" and I realize I must have been staring at her chest.

"Don't ogle me, I'm not a piece of meat…" It's testy, assertive, which catches me off guard.

"Sorry, I… I…" I lock eyes with my reflection and notice I'm blushing. But then her face breaks into a grin.

"I'm kidding! You're so highly-strung!" She turns my way and strikes a pose, pouting, sticking out her chest and butt, and raising one heeled ankle boot behind her bent knee.

"What do you think?" She knows she looks hot.

"You look amazing," I say truthfully, and a sympathetic look falls over her features.

"Awww, thanks, babe. You'd always say that," and she puts a palm to my cheek, softly rubbing with her thumb, to show me some affection. "So you think Max will like it?"

Ow, that hurts, that blow to my male ego, the open admission she's done this for him, not me. I shake her hand from my face - it suddenly epitomizes all that's wrong with this, like a symbol of the friend-zone I'm slipping into. Fuck, that's it! It's as if she's speaking to a friend about the new love she's so excited about.

"Oh, Stephy, don't be like that, I'm just teasing."

It's difficult to have a sense of humor when the teasing is so painful.

"You will be good tonight, won't you? I might have a bit of fun with you, but it's just because it gets me so wet - I don't know why I find it so exciting. But you know I love you, right? It doesn't affect anything - you'll always be my number one."

That doesn't inspire the sort of confidence she thinks it will - if anything, it only serves to make me more nervous.

She spritzes herself with the silver atomizer, the Vera Wang perfume, and then holds it up, as though to spray me. "Want some?" and she almost laughs.

"Sorry, couldn't resist. But you should wear the other one."

"The cologne?"

"Yeah, sure," and she hands the pink atomizer to me. I waver a second, then take it. The smell isn't too bad actually, but the reflected sight of me using such a feminine bottle stings a little.

"Wear something nice, won't you, baby. And sort your hair out - it's getting pretty long again, so you need to give it some sort of style." Then she leaves me alone again, to contemplate my fate.

When I'm finally ready, I'm in black jeans and blue shirt, having discarded my new one with flowers on that I might normally have worn. My nerves have been growing steadily, and now it's approaching the time of his arrival, I can't settle, and pace around our small foyer. The doorbell goes and I freeze.

"Get that, will you, baby?" she hollers from somewhere. And now this is it, this is the moment I welcome my wife's lover into our home.

11 The Night of the Dinner

I open the door. There he is, larger than I remember, in a shirt tight enough to show off his ripped physique, carrying flowers and a few gift-wrapped boxes.

His eyes bore into me,

and I try to speak. "...Max."

Despite Bailey's earlier reassurances, I've been so worried about how this will go, what sort of attitude he'll take. But it starts off OK.

"Stephen," and then a pause, which he fills. "So, may I come in then?"

"Of course, sorry, yes, of course," and I feel a little flustered already.

After closing the door, he puts the gifts on the side and puts out a hand to shake.

"It's good to see you, Stephen. I've been looking forward to this."

Remembering his painful grip when I left the restaurant, I hesitate, but then know I have to enter into this evening with an open mind, as a fresh start, so I take the proffered hand. It's firm but relaxed, and I inwardly breathe a sigh of relief.

"I think we can be a bit friendlier than that," he says, and pulls me toward him into a hug, like we're actually good friends. But it's not the bear hug I was expecting. He's a good six inches taller than me, and a hell of a lot stronger, and when he pulls me in, a firm hand on the back of my head forces my face down into his chest. I try to pull back, but his vice-like grip holds me in place - his warm flesh and soft chest hair against my cheek - I can't help but breathe in his musky aroma. Even if it's only a few seconds, it's uncomfortably long to be held like this. I feel him press his own nose into my hair on top of my head and inhale deeply, then he finally let's me go. Thank God Bailey didn't just witness that.

"You smell nice, Stephen."

I can't think of anything to say, so my automatic politeness kicks in.

"Errr, thanks, so do you." Shit, why did I say that? It's embarrassing enough to accept his compliment, let alone give him one back.

"Oh, I'm not actually wearing any cologne, just my natural masculine pheromones I guess…" He leaves a pause in which to observe me as the implication sinks in, that I've told him I like his masculine smell. But he can't leave it at that.

"I prefer the other fragrance on you though, Stephen." It pricks me, the not-so-subtle reference to my ordeal the last time we met, but I can't get all paranoid already - tonight will be different, it will.

"You feel tense, though. Come here."

He pushes past me to the dining table I've carefully laid at one end of our big open living area, and he pulls out a chair for me to sit down, like a gentleman for a lady. I can't really start a confrontation over… - what exactly? - so I find myself following his instruction. He tucks the chair under the table as I sit down, then grabs my shoulders and begins to knead. I don't know how I feel about this, but when it starts it's actually quite nice. Gradually my defenses come down and I relax into it.

"Massage is one of my many talents, Stephy." Agh, that name again, but given my predicament, his power standing over me, I bite my tongue.

"What have you been doing? You're full of knots. I'm going to have to work you a little deeper," the words immediately illustrated by the force of the thumbs thrust into my shoulder muscles.

Ow - does that hurt? It's on the edge of pain. I squirm a little to try and avoid the worst of the pressure, but he grabs me firmly, and goes back to it even harder. It really hurts now.

"Please, I…" He doesn't let me finish.

"What's the matter, Stephy?"

There's an edge to his voice, a coldness. I sense him bend down to whisper in my ear, and then feel his breath on my neck. "Can't take it like a man?"

The pain, it's like a knife, two, I can't speak, just groan, and twist and squirm. But then it stops, thank goodness…

When I look up, Bailey's there, having just come in, watching proceedings. She smiles, but it's with him she makes eye contact, above my head.

"Awww that's nice, are you two bonding?"

Max drops everything to cross the room, takes her in his arms, kisses her lips then neck, then picks her up in an excited embrace, and spins her around. I can see both their broad smiles.

It hurts so much already. I thought I could handle this, but just seeing them together, her excitement, I don't think I can. It's undeniable they make a very attractive couple - her small pert body, in the tight black puff-sleeve dress, his tall dark handsome looks and towering built physique in his tight white shirt and black pants. I can't help fearing I'm surplus to requirements. But then Bailey breaks it off and comes over. Perhaps sensing my raw sensitive state, she draws the attention back to me.

"I'm so pleased my two favorite boys are both here. You know, Max, Steph's been so nervous he's been slaving away on dinner for hours, haven't you baby? He wants everything to be as perfect as I do."

That's not how I would describe it, but before I can correct anything, she's distracted by Max's gifts on the side.

"Flowers? Are they for me?"

"Sorry, B. You'll get your present later." I wince, but can't let myself fixate on that right now.

"I always get a bouquet for anyone who's been kind enough to invite me into their home and cook for me. It's usually a woman of course, but it would be sexist of me not to extend the same appreciation to you, Stephy, just because you're a man, kind of."

What the fuck was that 'kind of' supposed to mean? As I'm gathering my senses, Bailey butts in.

"Well, say thank you, Steph, don't be rude," and again my instinctive politeness means, before I know it, I'm thanking this man for this bouquet of pink and purple flowers.

"Get a vase, then," and she virtually shoos me into the kitchen.

When I do, it strikes me that they're already bossing me around, and I'm just letting it happen, just obeying their orders. I can't let that happen again tonight, I have to stand up for myself, I have to. I hear them laughing in the other room. Oh God, I hope I can, but I'm already feeling eroded.

On my return, I see they've moved to the couch. I set the vase down on the window sill, but then Bailey catches me with a look, like I've forgotten something.

"Drinks?" she enquires.

"Yes, of course, sorry." I'm so jittery already, need to get a grip.

"Max?"

"You got a beer?"

"Sure. I think I'll join you." Bailey has another idea though.

"Oh, I was hoping you'd help me with that bottle of sparkling Italian. It won't save if we open it, and we'll be moving onto red for the steaks. Will you, baby?"

"You're not going to leave me drinking beer on my own, are you Stephy?"

Oh, God, how has even this decision become so fraught. Both sets of eyes are trained on me, like a game, awaiting my next move.

"I don't know… I can't win, can I?"

Max's laughter erupts. "No, Stephy, you can't win, can you. I'm the kind of man that wins. It's a weakness really - I have to win and I always do. But you, you don't even want to win, you just want to please, and that's what's going to make this work so well. But are you going to please me or Bailey?"

Shit, I thought they might test me somehow, but how has it come about so soon? I look from Max to Bailey, her eyes amused, so different from my own anxious indecision. I don't know which to choose, don't know what the stakes are, the repercussions - my mind's whirring. It feels like a trap, which one's the wrong answer? Why can't I just pick one? Bailey can obviously read my face, and comes to my rescue.

"Don't be mean, Max," and she play-slaps the back of his hand. "Awww, Stephy, why don't you get the wine and two glasses for us, and get Max his beer, OK?"

I appreciate her stepping in, but there's something about her narrowed eyes and soft tones that's unsettling, like she's speaking to someone vulnerable, or a child perhaps.

I nod and scuttle off, to get out of their presence and fetch the drinks.

When I get back, whatever she's said to him seems to be working, as we enter into something approaching a normal conversation, about our place, the local area, the relative merits of commuting versus working from home. By the time I suggest moving through to the dining area, I've regained a little calm.

Looking over the table, I wonder if I've overdone it, with the napkins in rings, the place-setting chargers, different sets of cutlery and side plates, water and wine glasses, and the centerpiece decoration. I feel a little silly now that I was obviously trying to impress.

As they sit down, I scurry around bringing the butter, warm bread and dipping bowls of olive oil and balsamic, before setting down the tomato, mozzarella, basil, and cured beef salads. I even begin to pour the mineral water when the thought occurs to me that I'm acting like a waiter, so I put it down, take my seat, and hope they haven't noticed.

"Thanks, baby," says Bailey, "It's nice being waited on like this."

Of course they've noticed. And Max isn't one to miss a chance to diminish me in front of her.

"Thanks, Stephy, looks like you've done a great job - quite the homemaker!"

I'm about to protest, but he cuts me off with a forceful "Buon Appetito!"

Shouldn't that be me who gets to say that, as the host? But I raise my glass of sparkling wine anyway, to take part in his toast.

Then I try in some way to reclaim my hosting status by directing the small talk.

"So, Max, which part of Italy are your family originally from?"

Another laugh, and then he clarifies. "Oh, my heritage isn't Italian. Why did you think that?"

Shit, I don't want to say anything racist. "Errr, I don't know, the restaurant maybe?"

"You think only Italians like Italian food?"

"No, I mean, of course not. Errr, maybe your coloring? I mean you're a little… darker?"

"Don't forget tall and handsome," chimes in Bailey.

"Errr, yes, I guess…" and I feel myself flush.

He's enjoying my discomfort, but then his grin fades leaving behind a grave expression.

"That's alright, Stephy, it's fine to say you find me, another man, attractive."

Bailey almost purrs. He's ostensibly speaking to me, but really my embarrassment is for her.

"But no, I'm not Italian. My family's from the Emirates mainly. I know I'm drinking alcohol, but we're quite Western-facing. I don't eat pork though, I assumed that's why you didn't get prosciutto, chose the bresaola instead, which is delicious by the way."

Shit, he's Arabic, not that that matters of course. It does make him feel a little more removed from my normal life though, somehow. Bailey could have told me, but I guess she would have, if I'd been planning something with pork. I notice she's prompting me with her eyes.

"Thanks…?" I hope I've understood her meaning, to graciously accept his compliment.

"Actually, my real name's Majid Hafeez. It means glorious protector."

Bailey can't keep herself from joining in. "Oh, I love a bit of nominative determinism!" which elicits a smile from Max, or should I say Majid. "You can gloriously protect me anytime!"

Ooph, that blow lands. Isn't it supposed to be my role to protect her?

"But when I first started to do business in the States, it became clear that Max Fuller would get on a lot better with local business people than Majid Hafeez did. So that's who I became, over here anyway."

I know he's been goading me this evening, but I almost feel sorry for him, that anyone would have to change their name and disguise their ethnicity to get ahead in my country, the land of the free. And I don't doubt business people like those are still out there.

"That sucks… Not your name, no I like your name…" It started well, but I'm already becoming flustered - I'd hate anyone to think I was racist. "...But the fact you felt you had to change your identity."

"Everyone changes their identity, Stephy, over time. Slowly people are molded to fit their environment. That's evolution - adapt or die."

He locks eyes with Bailey, and she winks. She winks! I thought her winks were reserved for me!

"It's like you, Stephy, doing what's needed to be done, to keep the house ticking over, to do all the cleaning, make the place look nice, and do the bedding for tonight…"

Shit, of course she's been speaking to Max - they've been planning this for days.

"You do the grocery shopping, and prepare all this lovely food, all while Bailey's at work in her role as the main breadwinner. But you don't mind taking the housewife role, because that's what's needed from you, and you could see that, so you submitted to Bailey's authority and obeyed her orders, because you want to please her, please me. That's what the situation requires, so you've adapted. Congratulations, you're evolving!"

What?! That's not what this is! I'm being attacked - it sets my heart racing. I'm not following orders, I haven't taken on the role of housewife, I… I… But I can't find the words in time.

"He has been a sweetie, actually, haven't you, baby? I do appreciate it."

"As do I, as do I…"

I don't know what to say, whether to stand my ground and put them right, or just let it go, let his comments fade into the past. I hesitate too long and the decision's made for me.

"Well…you're welcome…I guess…"

Fortunately the conversation then moves on, away from me. Max tells us of his latest trip, back to the Middle East somewhere. Bailey's enrapt, hanging on his every word.

Finally, he puts his knife and fork together on his empty plate.

"Mmm, that was great."

Bailey concurs. "Thanks, babe. You're really talented… in the kitchen," and then that damned wink again! No-one could miss the implication that it's Max who has the talent in the bedroom.

She looks excited, anticipation all over her face, then she hints at the reason why.

"Stephy, clear up these plates, then come back through before you start on the steaks. I think Max might have something for you."

I'm halfway to standing when I see the warning signs writ large. What can that be? It's not going to be good. Why does it all have to be so cryptic? It only adds to my sense of foreboding.

"Run along then, Stephy." Max says. Shit, they're tag-teaming me again, I know it. "Then I'll give you your surprise…"

I glance between the two, and they're both staring at me intently. I know it's me clearing up again, but I just need a break from their attention, so I gather the plates and go and put them in the dishwasher, taking my time over it before I have to return. They break off from their conversation.

"There he is. I was beginning to think you'd fallen in the machine," says Bailey in her playful way. "Don't you want to know what Max got for you?"

"Here you are, Stephy," and he hands over one of the gift-wrapped boxed, to where I'm still standing by the table.

"Thanks…" I can't hide the trepidation in my voice. Pulling the ribbon gently and lifting off the top reveals some sort of fabric, like a dark blue with white spots.

"What is it?"

"Well, since you're the cook, and Bailey told me you made a real mess of yourself making dessert, I thought I'd get you something useful you can wear whenever you're in the kitchen."

Shit, did he say 'wear'? That's an alarm bell right there.

I start to pull it out of the box, and my suspicions are confirmed by the ties and neck strap - it's an apron!

Bailey jumps out of her seat to help.

"Awww, that's so thoughtful, isn't it Stephy," and she grabs the polka dot material from my hands. I stand in shock as she puts a loop over my head, fluffs out the length of it, and turns me around to tie the big bow behind my back.

When I turn back to Max, the material twirls out like a skirt - I don't like this…

"Very nice! Do you like it?"

I look down at myself and panic sets in. There's some sort of frill on the bottom around my knees, and the tied ribbon gives me a waist higher than my own. Together with the polka dot print, they make it look kind of like a dress.

And then I notice it. In embroidered cursive on the chest is a name, which even upside-down I can tell says 'Stephanie'. Shit, this is all part of it, their plan for my next humiliation - shit!

"Baby, Max asked you if you like it…"

I don't know how long I've been looking down at myself in horror, but now I have to say something.

"Is this… a woman's apron?"

Max gives an almost imperceptible smile but I see it, before he adopts a more concerned, patient manner to explain.

"Oh no, they're unisex. All aprons are, aren't they? But this one is from a high-end homeware store back in my country, and in our culture there is a more traditional division of labor, I suppose. I couldn't get Stephen or Steph, so I just got the closest I could - I hope you don't mind. There are a few Stephanies in my hometown now, I think named after a French diplomat who did a lot of good for the local people a decade or two ago. It's a pretty name, don't you think?"

"No! I mean, I don't know, but not on an apron for me! If I weren't wearing this shirt and trousers, it would look like a dress, for heaven's sake!"

I'm shaken. How did this happen, that I'm standing here in this obviously feminine apron, like a 50s housewife!? And yet, despite the strength of my feelings, for some reason I still didn't curse in front of him - did it feel inappropriate? I think it's years since I last said 'for heaven's sake'.

Something clicks - I can't have this, it's horrible, I need to stop it, and I reach round to try undo the bow to take the damn thing off!

But Bailey spots me, and swots away my hands.

"No, baby, don't be so ungrateful. You'll need it to grill the steaks - you don't want all that fat spitting over your nice clean shirt."

"But…" She has a point, but I'd sooner wear anything but this. "But, can't I wear something else, don't we have another one, something less…"

"Oh baby, you know we don't. We spoke about this, didn't we? I think this gift from Max is lovely, and very thoughtful. It covers you all up, and I think you look kind of cute in it too."

Ouch! That 'compliment' does nothing to support my already fragile male ego. She hasn't finished. She turns me around to look up into my cowed eyes.

"So don't go making a fuss, OK? Keep it on, say thank you to Max, and go and make us some delicious dinner, OK…? OK?"

She waits for me to acquiesce. I don't want this confrontation, not now, like this, so what can I do but agree to it.

"Go on then, thank Max."

She shares a glance with him, like they're excited I might actually do this, which makes it hurt even more.

"Thank you, Max," I mumble.

"For what, Stephy?" Shit, he's drawing this out, making me say this.

"For my apron."

"You're very welcome, and who knows what other presents I might have for you, if you're good."

I don't like the sound of that, but Bailey comes up on tiptoes to kiss my cheek and whisper, "Thanks, baby, it's all going to work out fine, you'll see..." I'm not sure we have the same interpretation of 'fine', however.

12 The Strip Steaks

In the kitchen, I check the creamy layered potato dish in the oven, put the water on to boil for the Italian beans, heat the griddle pan and unwrap the steaks on the side, now at room temperature. I'm painfully aware of the swish of the apron every time I turn around. It's not helped by the peels of laughter I hear from the dining area. I can't quite make out words, and I'm not sure I'd want to anyway, so I give up on listening in and try to distract myself with the cooking. When I come to grill the steaks, at the highest temperature my nerve will allow, they sizzle and spit, and I have to begrudgingly accept the apron has its uses.

Leaving the meat to rest, I turn my attention to the red wine. The Barolo has been breathing since before he arrived, on the advice of the owner of the posh little liquor store next to the deli, who extracted far too much of my hard-earned money for a single bottle. I take it through and set it down, avoiding their watchful eyes, then return to the kitchen to plate up.

If I do say so myself, it's a fine looking dish, restaurant-standard, to me at any rate, presented with flair, giving off tantalizing aromas. If nothing else, we'll eat well tonight

"Aha! Here it is!" Max announces the arrival of the food. "My, my, that looks delicious. I think your talents might be wasted on… what is it you do again, Stephy? Oh, it's not important… I mean that the fact I don't recall isn't important, not your actual job. We all know your job isn't important! I just mean you could be doing something more appropriate, to harness your natural abilities."

As I sit down, I'm determined not to rise to his goading. It's when I automatically sweep the apron under my butt that I realize I'm still wearing it. I move to undo the bow, but once more, Bailey stops me, grabbing my hand in hers behind my back.

"Leave it, baby. You don't want to spill anything on your good shirt." Fuck, I can't believe she's going to make me keep it on. "And I think it looks very nice on you, Steph…"

Towards the end of what she's saying, she glimpses the embroidered name on my apron, and I swear she's thinking of calling me Stephanie but thinks better of it, stopping herself after the first syllable.

I know she finds this a turn-on, but why does she have to humiliate me like this? All these taunts are throwaway words to her, but they land like bombs. To top it all, she smiles at me like we're conspiring together on the same team.

Max resumes his topic as though nothing has occurred. "But why don't we shelve the discussion of your career right now, let's get stuck into this!"

And again, it's as if he's given us permission to start. In a tiny act of defiance I hesitate, until the chorus of appreciative noises takes my mind off it. Bailey's the first to return to using actual words.

"Oh my God, baby! It's amazing! I love the potato thing, and these steaks are to die for!"

"Yes, Stephy, it's very good, you've done very well."

I suppose I should be happy, but the tone of his voice is odd, like he's praising an underling, like I should be pleased that my work has met with his approval.

But I'm too hungry not to dig in, so I accept it with a 'thanks', and start on my plateful.

The lull in the conversation, as Max devours his food, ends abruptly when he comes up for air.

"You see, Stephy…" I've learned to fear what comes after those words.

"You've impressed me tonight. I didn't know if you would, and I wasn't even sure if this kind of relationship would work with you involved, but now I see it will - it's perfect in fact."

I don't know where he's going with this, but it doesn't seem good.

"I wondered if your male ego would get in the way, and you might overcompensate for your new role by trying to be all masculine, but you haven't done that at all. In fact, you appear to have embraced it, and taken up your position, to welcome me in as the man of the house…"

It hangs in the air, demanding a response. I feel weak, and try desperately to summon some strength from somewhere.

"I… I don't know about that, I just wanted to cook a nice meal. I'm not planning to step down as man of the house any time soon," and Bailey looks at me with sympathy, and then down at my apron.

My response was couched enough, wasn't it, to make my point without escalating matters? His face now tells me I was wrong, however. Its raised eyebrows and stony coldness suggest I should expect some verbal abuse, something to degrade me further in front of Bailey, about my status as cuckold to his bull perhaps. I steel myself. But then he cracks a genial smile, and he seems to backtrack. It's a welcome surprise that brings a sigh of relief.

"Of course - I didn't mean to upset you. All I wanted to do was thank you for putting so much time and effort into our meal."

I acknowledge it with a tense smile, aware that he probably sees being oversensitive as a feminine trait, and go back to my dinner. A look at their plates tells me I've been going slowly - I'm only halfway through my steak, but Max has nearly finished, and even Bailey's well ahead of me.

"I do have one small complaint though," says Max, and my relative calmness is immediately shattered.

"You do?" I ask, and hate myself for the tremor in my voice.

"Why did you get such small steaks? I mean, it's like an appetizer or something. You know a man my size has to keep his energy up," and he turns to Bailey, who meets his gaze with a cheeky grin.

"I hope so, honey, I hope so…" she says openly, in front of me, with no apparent regard for my feelings.

"Are there any more?" he asks.

"Steaks? No, sorry, I just got the three."

"And you thought a big guy like me wouldn't have such a healthy appetite? Or were you trying to save money by not buying enough? Or didn't you think I'd notice?"

The tone has changed. He's serious, and scowls at me, waiting for me to choose a reason, and all the blame that's attached to it. I hate how quickly I can become intimidated.

Bailey picks up on it, and tries to diffuse the situation, touching his forearm and stroking it softly.

"They are on the small side perhaps, but it's just one little mistake. Why don't you finish mine? I've had plenty."

"I'm sorry B, but that's not good enough. Stephy needs to learn there are consequences to his actions."

Shit, I don't like this. They're speaking like I'm not even here, like I'm a naughty school kid or something.

"And he needs to accept that as a cuck, his wishes come last, after ours. That's the way of the world, and he needs to do all he can to make us happy, needs to learn that by pleasing us it will benefit him, through treats and privileges, instead of punishments."

I'm listening in silent dread, trying not to imagine what his words might entail for me. Before we took the plunge into this whole thing, I did loads of research online, and found cucks who, like, give up all control to their cuckoldress 24/7, and have to serve her and the bull whenever he's around, and get disciplined to keep them in line, even receive spankings, or have their cocks locked away in these little cage things. Fuck that! That's not what I signed up for at all. This is just a meal, they do their thing and he leaves, and we're back to normal. That's the deal - isn't it? Shit, I feel under attack again. I need to play this right. Now's the time to man up and stop it all getting out of hand.

Bailey touches my forearm this time, maybe to intimate that she's sorry for whatever she's about to do, but that she's doing it for me. But it's the opposite of comforting.

"Max, honey, why don't you finish Stephy's? There's still half left, and I'm sure he would want you to have it…"

No, no they can't do that. I got the strip steaks especially - it's the best meal we've had at home for ages and I want to enjoy it. But it's not the food, it's what it symbolizes, what I'd be submitting to them if I don't stand my ground.

Bailey's eyes implore me to go along with this.

"He's been eating too much red meat lately anyway, haven't you Stephy, and he'll be happy with just the vegetables, won't you baby?"

She's trying to placate him, I know, but I can't let myself get walked all over or… where will it end?

"Well, that sounds alright, but I need to hear him say it. Stephy, you need to apologize for what you've done, and ask me if I'll accept your steak as a way to begin to make it up to us. You got that?"

Bailey turns to me with a look of concern. "Come on, baby, just do it. You know it's for the best…"

What do I do? I don't want an argument, I'm scared of where he'll take it, but I can't just cave in. Can I? What do I do…? Maybe it won't be so bad, if I just go with it this once, maybe I should, just this once…

"I'm sorry, Max…"

Bailey blinks, a mix of relief and disbelief, that I'm actually going to do this, to a man ten years my junior, in my own home.

"Go on."

I take a deep breath to help get it out. "I'm sorry I didn't buy enough steak - I didn't mean any disrespect, I promise. And I would really appreciate it if you would take my steak as a token of my feelings of regret."

"And shame - you should be ashamed of yourself, that you let us all down."

Oh shit, he's not letting me off the hook now that I've bitten. It's only a slightly small steak for fuck's sake, not even that, it'd be fine for a normal person. But mine's the line of least resistance now, the shortest distance out of here to a safe place…

"I feel ashamed of my behavior and would very much like you to have the steak."

There's a quiet moan of arousal from somewhere, then I see it's Bailey.

"Thank you for that, Stephy. You should know that accountability and respect are very important to me. And it's really important that you're starting to understand your place."

"Yes…Max." Something about the way he's speaking to me makes me tremble, and when I have to use his first name, it feels inappropriately informal. God, I hope he doesn't make me call him something else.

When he leans across the table to skewer my remaining steak with his fork, I think my gamble and cowardice might have paid off, and we can move away from the precipice. But he's not prepared to make it that easy.

"You know what I'd like with this lovely steak? Some mustard."

He says it like a curious fact, not an order, and I don't get its intended function until Bailey starts to move her chair back to get up.

"No, B, not you."

I know they'll have discussed tonight, no doubt planning their attacks on me, their little barbs, but it seems as if it's in danger of going beyond what she's comfortable with. She turns to me, inclines her head slightly and mouths 'sorry'. I look at Max, and he gives a single nod.

I can't even finish these vegetables without being made to jump up at their beck and call. I hate it all now, but I know I'll do it, regardless of the hits my self-esteem takes as a result. I pretend to be happy to help.

"Mustard? Sure, I'll be right back."

A minute later I set three different types down in front of him. He doesn't say thanks, and doesn't even pick one up, let alone spoon some out of the jar. Is it like a test, just to see what he can get me to do? He simply cuts up the strip steak, and eats it in three large mouthfuls, never breaking eye contact with me once while chewing. That's my steak he's eating, and he's rubbing my nose in it, that he could just take it from me. What else could he take? It doesn't bear thinking about.

After a final swallow, he reaches for the bottle of Barolo, and upends it into his glass, which receives only the last few drips.

"Do you have more of this breathing, Stephy?"

Shit, oh shit, I can see where this is going.

"We've got a Californian cabernet sauvignon, and a really nice zinfandel which…"

I am chattering nervously, but he stops me in my tracks.

"No. I asked about the Barolo, didn't I? Did you only buy one bottle?" His tone of voice chastises me already. I know I have to answer.

"Yes, Max, but the other ones we have are…"

"Why?" Just a single word, but I'm so on edge, I know I can't take much more of this.

"I don't know…"

His eyes narrow, telling me I have to do better.

"...because it was really expensive. I thought it would be nice, but we have other wine and…"

"So…" he cuts off my nervous excuses without feeling the need for pleasantries. "...you didn't feel our dinner was sufficiently important, you didn't respect us enough to buy another bottle of the good wine." It's a bare statement of fact, not a question.

Shit, the alarms are ringing again. "I'm sorry, I didn't…"

"And you know respect is essential, to me, to a dynamic like this."

Oh no, no, I don't like this. I look to Bailey for help, but she's back on his side, and just wrinkles up her nose to show how she thinks my suffering is cute.

"And that's what you're lacking, Stephy - respect for Bailey and me, and who we are to you. So what should we do about it, do you think?" He puts his hand over Bailey's on the table, and squeezes gently in a show of allegiance.

Shit, shit, shit - I know where this goes. It's like those cucks I read about, the discipline. All that stuff about respect, he's fucking engineering a situation where he can punish me! Me, who's spent hours getting all this ready, and for what, for who? So he can fuck my wife in my own bed? What the fuck am I doing? I feel the red mist descend, the mix of emotions, of fear, shame, humiliation, hatred of him and self-loathing for being so weak I allowed this to happen, love for Bailey, the threat of having it all taken away. I'm gonna fucking lose it, I know it. It's enough, all this, I've had enough! If he says one more thing…

"Stephy, I asked you a question."

That's it, that's done it. I feel the damn burst and can't hold back anymore.

"You know what, Max? Fuck this, fuck all of this shit!"

Suddenly I'm standing up, shouting. The ferocity of my outburst takes me by surprise, but I'm just getting started.

"I'm not your fucking servant to boss around. I've had enough of all of this bullshit. That's it, I'm putting an end to all this fucked up bullshit. You need to go, go now. Just fuck off and leave me alone. Go on, get the fuck out of my house!"

My blood's pumping, knuckles white. I don't know what, but I expect something, some commotion that will keep my new-found aggression pumped up, to see me through this. But there's nothing - the silence is deafening as they both sit there in shock.

Then a sharp intake of breath from Bailey, who starts to shake her head, and mumbles to herself, "Oh, Steph, what have you done…?"

Shit, what have I done?

13 Consequences

The rush of testosterone is already fading, and I'm starting to doubt myself. I look over to Max, fearing what I might see, and his glare is pure evil. He stands to his full intimidating height, and I feel all the fight drain from my body. The nerves rise in me again, and come out through my chattering teeth.

"Sorry, but it needed to be said, I had to get it off my chest, sorry if it was a bit blunt, but I do think we need to stop this now…"

Max stares. I can see the tension growing in him, his deep breaths, the trembling as he fights to restrain himself. But he says nothing. Is he giving himself a chance to calm down before he does something he'll regret? Or is he just leaving me enough time and rope to hang myself. Shit. This terrifying lull is just more time for my resolve to melt away.

"I can't believe you'd be so rude! And to our guest!" No, no, she's admonishing me! Bailey, I need you. But after everything he's put me through this evening, she sides with Max. "You've really embarrassed me!"

I can't handle this, my heart is pounding, the beat loud in my ears. It's the not knowing what Max will do that's worst. After my fight instinct has fizzled out, the flight one kicks in.

"Maybe I should go, yeah I'll take myself off somewhere, give us all a chance to calm down, until it blows over, you two stay, I'll come back after Max has left later, maybe that's for the best, yeah I think I'll go…"

I'm babbling, I know, but I just have to get out of here right now. "Yeah that's a better idea, I'll just go and get out of your hair and…"

"Shhhhh." At first, I don't get it, where the noise comes from, then Max raises a vertical finger to his lips. It's like a gas leak that could explode any second.

"Maybe I'll be going…"

"If you say…one more word…so help me God…"

It strikes terror into the heart of me, rage like I've never seen, barely constrained by this beast of a man, shaking with aggression. I've never been in a fight before, and I'm petrified of doing anything that will push him over the edge.

I need Bailey now more than ever, but I'm met with her disdainful expression, like I've let her down. It deflates me more still, the knowledge I'm on my own now. Here in this polka dot apron, I feel myself shrink further.

I don't know what to do, I'm terrified, my mouth opens and shuts like a fish drowning in the air. Every time I think I might have found something to say, fear prevents me.

"It's just that…"

The leaking gas ignites.

"SILENCE!!!"

I nearly jump out of my skin, Bailey too, I notice.

"Come here." He walks over to the couch, and beckons me to follow with a single finger that embodies the power he has over me. What do we really know about him, what he's capable of doing?

I shuffle over to him, unable to stop my feet obeying his command. Fuck, what's happening?

In my diminished state, still in this feminine little apron, he seems to tower over me even more.

"Loosen your belt." It's calm, but I can hear the anger bubbling away under the surface. I don't understand, and stand there in a stupor.

"Don't make me repeat myself."

All at once, I feel what little resistance I have crumble. He's not just a sociopath but a full-blown psychopath - I'm terrified for my life if I don't do exactly what he says. I'm a coward, I know now. I can't do this, fight back, I just can't, it's not my fault, none of this is my fault, I just need to get through it, as unscathed as possible. I lift up the apron's skirt, and my fingers start to fumble with my belt buckle.

"Drop your pants."

Fuck, no, is he going to…? The full weight of his words lands on me, and I'm winded. He undoes his cuff buttons, and begins rolling up his shirt sleeves over hairy forearms the size of joints of ham.

I'm desperate. 'Bailey please,' I mouth silently, in the forlorn hope she'll take pity on me and do something. But all she gives me is a look of aroused anticipation. I've nothing left now but begging.

"Please, you don't need to do this, please. I'll do whatever you say, I promise. There's no need for this, I'll do whatever you say…" I'm on the verge of hyperventilating, gasping for breath between moments of panic.

"I swear if you don't stop talking this instant, I won't be held accountable for my actions."

And that's it, I can't even plead with him any more. It's the tipping point, beyond which there's no return. I know this, but I still can't summon the strength to fight. I'm mentally and emotionally drained, feel so weak. I hate myself and try to block out my awareness of my fingers undoing my zipper, but he's got a gun to my head. It's too late. My pants fall around my ankles.

He sits down in the middle of the couch and pats his lap, his low voice a menacing rumble.

"Come over my knee. Now."

No, no, no, please. My worst fears are coming true. I'm shaking, my lips trembling, eyes tearing up. This can't be happening. Anything I say will only make it worse. I have no resistance, no fight left. I'm so scared of him, I'll just have to get through it. Somehow…

"Now!"

I jump. I'm so frightened, his raised voice alone is enough to make me submit.

I feel his large strong hand between my shoulder blades, pushing me down until I'm lying over him, ass offered up, my head upside-down near his expensive shoes.

In some kind of wrestling move, he raises a leg over mine and traps my thighs together tight, scissoring me with his legs, with my butt up in the air. Instinctively, I try to wriggle free, but it's no use. I can't move, he's too strong.

"OK, then Stephy, you wanted to talk, so let's clear the air." Even if the words had time to register a flicker of hope with me, any illusions would be shattered now by him

undoing the bow on my apron, peeling back the sides, and pulling up my shirt tales.

"You don't deserve any padding." He yanks down my boxers around my knees so my ass is completely bare. I'm so vulnerable, but the anticipation is worse.

Please, no. Whatever happens next, this has already been humiliating enough, having my wife there to watch this… I shudder. And wait, and shudder, and…

Whack!

Fuck. Pain, stinging. The echoes of a shriek which must be mine. It hurts so much. My right buttock's aflame. I try to kick out, but my legs are secured fast. My back's held down by his arm, I'm completely trapped. I feel helpless, like a child. That's not some little tap for display, to establish our hierarchy - he really means to hurt me.

Bailey's words float down to me, and sound like she's been holding her breath. "Max, honey, I know we spoke about this possibility at some point, but it's so soon, do you think we should…?"

"His behavior just now? He's brought it on himself. It's out of our hands now, B."

From down here, I can just make out a slight nod and her face change from sympathy to resignation…to curiosity? No, no, no…

"There are a few things I want to go over, now that I have your attention. Do I have your undivided attention, Stephy?"

"Yes, yes!" I blurt out. I want this to be over as quickly as possible.

Whack!

Oh. My. God. Shock. The pain. The stinging hurt spreads across my ass down my thighs. Fuck! I answered him, didn't I? What the fuck?!

"Just to make sure. Now, the purpose of this punishment is corrective, to guide you to moderate your behavior. To do that, you need to understand what you did wrong. So tell me what you did?"

I don't know how to answer, shit, how do I answer? Even in my panic, I can tell his intonation is calmer now, softer, almost caring, which is even more chilling. No, I can't stand it, he's going to hit me again, he is. My hands shoot back to try to cover my ass, but he won't have it.

"Put your palms on the floor… Now!"

I know I must, it will be worse for me if I don't, so I reach down to obey him - I feel so vulnerable.

Whack!

White hot pain. Vision explodes into stars. When my senses return, I hear my scream turn into crying, and I struggle for breath.

"Tell me."

I frantically wrack my addled brain but can't think clearly. "I… I.."

He twitches underneath me - I have to say something, now, between gasps.

"I'm sorry… for being rude… not buying enough food and wine… for shouting and swearing… for disrespecting you and embarrassing you… in front of Bailey…"

His body tenses, then I hear the snap and rustle of his arm being raised, and I brace myself. But the next beating doesn't come. Instead he continues in his sinister paternal tones.

"Good, and you know how I feel about respect, don't you? Who are we, Bailey and I? To you, I mean. And who are you, in this relationship?"

There's a glimmer of hope, if I can just give him the answers he wants, he won't spank me anymore. I blurt it out as quickly as possible

"Bailey's my wife, my cuckoldress, you're her bull, I'm her cuckold…"

A terrifying pause… but no physical pain.

"Close enough, but you and I have a relationship too, don't forget. I'm your bull and you're my cuck. We're all in this together, exclusive."

I don't know what that means, I don't care, just need to get through this.

"So you accept you're the bottom of the ladder, you're the beta submissive who's had to outsource your manly duties, because you're not up to it, right? Right?"

"Right, right." I don't agree with any of it, but can't spit out my agreement fast enough.

I hear a faint moan and it brings home the humiliation, not just that this is happening in front of my wife, but that it's turning her on.

"And that your only focus when I'm around is serving me, serving us. What you want is literally meaningless to me. OK?"

"Yes, yes."

"So you calling us Max and Bailey doesn't really seem to fit anymore, does it? So what do you think you should call us instead, to show us how much you respect us?"

I'm so nervous I'll get this wrong. "I don't know. Sir? Madam?"

A little snort under his breath shows he's being patient with me.

"Madam? She doesn't run a whorehouse! No, you may call me Sir or Mr Fuller, and for Bailey - B, what was your maiden name again?"

"Slater," comes her dispassionate response.

"And you're to call Bailey Miss Slater, or just Miss. You got that?"

"Yes, yes."

Whack!

Aaaggghhh! Fuck, no, please! No more. Waves of pain emanate from both buttocks, up my back, down my legs, into my groin and the very core of my being.

"I think you forgot something."

It's like a trick, a twisted game of Simon Says. How could I be so stupid?

"Yes, Sir, sorry Sir, Mr Fuller Sir."

He chuckles warmly, "That's better, isn't it? Doesn't it feel more natural to show us the proper respect?"

I get the game now.

"Yes, Mr Fuller, Sir."

"And now you can thank Bailey for inviting me this evening and allowing you to cook for me."

"Thank you, Miss Slater, for allowing me to cook for Mr Fuller."

"Well, that's very nice of you to say so, Stephy." Her response is almost purred. She's already over her initial shock, and now appears set to savor this.

"You know, contrary to what you might expect, I don't actually enjoy doing this, this part of it, the spanking. Sure, I get a buzz out of so much control over you, the thrilling rush of knowing anything you have I could take from you. But that's not what this is about. This punishment is about you, helping you develop. Training you to become who you really are, to be the best version of yourself you can be. You won't understand that yet, I know, but you will come to appreciate it. In time."

Those last two words scare me more than all the others in that fucked-up self-serving soliloquy.

Whack!

Fuuuck. The room disappears, just pain now. A distant scream, then crying. The blurred scene resolves, and the noises are coming from me. Ow ow ow, the searing pain - that's the same cheek, why has he stopped alternating? It's red hot. I writhe around, trying to find some relief, but I'm trapped tight by his leg. When will this end?

"You will learn to love serving us, submitting to us, you'll come to need it, crave it. You'll get your submissive little tingles, you'll be happy to give up the stress of responsibility, free from the anxiety of decision-making. But that only comes when you yield to us, inside, when you truly accept your role. Do you accept it, Stephy, do you embrace it?"

The pain, I can't focus. "Yes… Sir!" I hope to God I've remembered that 'sir' in time.

"I don't think you really mean that, but I appreciate the sentiment. You see, people don't change until their lack of change has cost them enough. That's why I'm providing this service, to tip your psychological scales in favor of change, or you might never be brave enough to explore yourself, never truly yield your autonomy and learn the delights of submission."

"That's where the fun stuff lies," adds Bailey. Between my pain and his speeches, I almost forgot she was here.

He continues, "But your little tantrum just now. What was that? So pathetic it was kind of cute, but you know I can't allow challenges to my authority like that, don't you Stephy?"

"Yes, Mr Fuller," I squeak.

"That was all just your social conditioning, your limited understanding of yourself as a man, and what a man should be. Male pride fucking with you, and look where it's gotten you. It's toxic, but I have a treatment."

Oh no, not more…

"To help you get over all that, you'll have your male privileges revoked for the night. Do you understand that, Stephy?"

"No, Sir, not really." Please don't mean what I think that means.

"To give you the freedom to explore your new role, we're going to remove the masculinity that's been holding you back, and you'll be a girl for the rest of the evening. Is that any clearer?"

Fuck no, please, no more humiliation, I can't take it. Looking up at Bailey, I see her involuntary little handclap of excitement, which stops when she notices me looking.

Shit, did he just ask me a question? I'm panicking, should I answer?

Whack!

Searing pain, it's all there is. Stinging. Throbbing. Aching. My head splits in two, trying to leave my body behind. I'm wailing, sobbing, but have to try to speak.

"Yes, Mr Fuller, Sir!"

"Good, good. Of course, you'll need a name. What name would you like to be called?"

He's sick, I don't want any of it, but I'll do anything, anything to make this end.

"I… I don't know."

"Yes, you do. Think about it."

I do? Ah, the apron, the frilly apron.

"Stephanie, Sir?"

"Well if you're sure." He's so transparent, making out it's my idea.

Bailey can't resist rubbing salt in my wounds. "Such a feminine name!"

"And are you going to be a good girl, Stephanie, and do as you're told?"

I quiver inside. I will give in, obey their orders, I know I will, I have no self-esteem left, here over his knee. I'll give them anything. I feel such a failure as a man. This is who I am now until he leaves - a girl called Stephanie.

"Yes, Mr Fuller," but the ominous pause tells me I haven't finished. "I'll be a good girl."

"Why don't you tell Bailey? B?" It sounds like a routine they've rehearsed.

I hear her shoes, then the glossy pumps come into view. I strain to look up, but she crouches down, and strokes back the hair falling over my face. Her voice is sing-song, her eyes twinkle.

"Hello, young lady, what's your name?"

It hurts so much, that she would be part of this, but I yield immediately.

"Stephanie, Miss Slater." I get another twinge using that name for her, one that suggests we were never even married. She shivers with enjoyment, I shiver too but in shame.

"Such a pretty name for a pretty girl! And are you a naughty girl, too, Stephanie?"

"No Miss Slater." Each time is no less painful. "I'm a good girl, I'll be a good girl for the rest of the evening, I promise."

Mr Fuller steps in decisively.

"Good. Now let's finish off this punishment, so we can all move on."

What?! I thought we had just finished it?

"B, you might not want to see this. Why don't you freshen up upstairs? I just need to imprint this moment into her memory, to guide her in the future, so that if she ever, I mean ever, even thinks about disrespecting us again, she'll be brought straight back here over my knee. You understand that don't you, Stephanie? I'm doing this to help you."

I can't hide the terror in my voice. "Yes, Mr Fuller. Thank you, Mr Fuller."

Bailey's shoes click away, then up the stairs, and I hear the bathroom door close. It's just me and him now.

"You'll have ten more. I expect you to count them aloud, or we might have to start again. OK?" I don't get a chance to respond.

Whack!

The hurt, all-encompassing. I'm transported somewhere else, then am dumped back into this blistering pain. "One!" I shriek.

Whack!

Can't think, can't speak. I'm a bawling, sobbing mess, unable to say even simple numbers. Restrained, locked into this torture, my body is trapped, but my consciousness separates and drifts off.

Whack!

Everything fades.

14 Introducing Stephanie

There's something soft. I can only open one eye, I think I'm lying on the side of my face. I stretch out an arm, then a leg - ow, my ass, my butt hurts so much. Don't move, just take your time. I must be on the carpet in front of the couch. The painful memories of what just happened come flooding back.

I'm aware of voices, coming from behind me, and try to twist, but it fans the flames of pain, so I just listen.

"Are you sure he's alright?"

"Yeah, he just passed out. I can't believe how little he could take, actually - a real pussy."

"I know, Max, I know, but did it need to be that hard?"

"Honestly, I reined it in, a little anyway, but believe me, it's a kindness really, in the end. I doubt we'll be needing to do that again in a hurry. Are you going to get him tidied up?"

They must have noticed movement because they stop talking, and Bailey comes round and squats on her haunches to address me.

"Oh, here she is, back in the land of the living, I see?"

I thought for a minute that it might all be over, but her use of pronouns makes me wince, and suggests it's going to be a long night. I must look a mess, bloodshot eyes, red welts on my butt. I try to sit up but my ass hurts too much, so I prop myself up on my side, pulling the apron over to protect my modesty - I'm naked from the waist down apart from the pants and boxers around my shoes and socks. She sees the feminine gesture and smiles.

"Stephanie, I know what Mr Fuller just did to you might seem a bit harsh, but I think you'll find it helps you let go of all that horrible masculinity you were torturing yourself with, and really embrace your submissiveness and servitude, you know?"

I understand how I must address her, but there seems to be something different about using terms of respect while being spanked and now afterwards, like it's already normal daily life somehow. But I know I have to. And with my own wife.

"Yes, Miss Slater."

She beams at how subservient and emasculated I've become in such a short time.

"Why don't you thank Mr Fuller for going to the trouble of disciplining you?"

If she'd said this earlier, she might have winked, but now there's nothing conspiratorial between us, she's pushing the boundaries solely for her own amusement, and his, I guess.

I'm broken, as a man. Maybe they're right - to get through it, maybe I need to forget about Stephen, and just accept I'm now Stephanie, for however long this lasts.

"Yes, Miss Slater. Thank you, Mr Fuller, for training me and helping me see who I am. It's much clearer now I don't have to try to challenge your position as man of the house."

I don't know where that came from exactly, it must be a patchwork of things he said during my spanking. Somehow they have lodged themselves in my brain. I hope they satisfy him, then I catch myself - I'm already lowering myself to try to please them. Maybe this will be easier now…?

Mr Fuller smiles benevolently. "That's great, Stephanie, that's great. Now, why don't you let Miss Slater smarten you up a little? You're still wearing those clothes, almost. And you look ridiculous in a man's shirt."

Bailey, I mean Miss Slater, unties my shoes and slips them off, along with my socks. She then helps me to my feet, and supports me while I unsteadily step out of my boxers and pants. My ass is so sore and my knees so weak, there's no way I could stand right now without her. Her fingers work their way under my loose apron from either side, and then down my shirt front, undoing the buttons as they go, and then on the cuffs. It allows her to pull off my shirt without removing the apron first, like an old magician's tablecloth from under a fully laid dining service. This navy blue and white polka dot apron, with its frilly hem, and of course my new name embroidered on the breast, is the only thing I'm still wearing.

Mr Fuller, huge, domineering and fully clothed, clears his throat.

"I know I shouldn't reward disobedient behavior, Stephanie, but I do have one more present, which will help reinforce your loss of male privileges. To be honest, I had no idea we'd be using it so soon into our relationship. But anyway, why don't I get it for you?"

"Thank you, Mr Fuller. That's very kind of you." I'm trying, trying to play my role as best I can, to keep my head down and avoid any further punishments.

I thank him again when he hands it to me, but then Miss Slater takes it off me before I can see what it is.

"I'm curious - I've never seen one of these before. So do you know how to fit it, Max honey?"

I have no idea what it could be.

"Sure, B, but you've got to do it, OK? I'm not touching her clit."

Insult to injury - it's embarrassing to have my body referred to like that, but it's mortifying that Miss Slater doesn't even comment on it, like that's how she sees it too.

She takes off the lid and removes several odd-shaped components of what looks like hard pink plastic. Oh, no, please - it's not one of those chastity devices I read about, that those cucks are forced to wear, is it?

Rotating the parts in her hand, she checks with Mr Fuller. "Wow, it's such a neat design! So the sac goes through here first, right? Then this little hood thing goes over the clitty and locks it away?"

"Right. There are a few different sized rings but there's only one tube. From what you told me, it should be small enough."

Any residual manhood within me withers at that comment, and all the subtext dripping from it.

"Well, what have we got to lose? Stephanie? Can you lift your apron up, sweetie?"

Oh no, it's all I've got on. They want me to expose myself completely, in front of Mr Fuller. My hesitation doesn't go unnoticed.

"Sweetheart? Apron?"

I die a little more inside, my self-respect on life support, as I grasp the hem and lift it high enough to reveal my genitalia. My face burns almost as much as my ass. I don't see my cock, which for me is obscured by the apron, but maybe it's better like that, as I can almost block out the reality. Standing here all but naked, with the cool air-con and this whole humiliating situation, I can't imagine I'm at my most impressive.

Mr Fuller exhales through his nose and can barely stop it becoming a laugh. He kind of tuts, shakes his head and says, "Oh dear, B. Is that what you've been making do with?"

"It's not normally that small, is it Stephanie," she comments. Is it an attempt to make me feel better or embarrass me further? I don't care anymore, about them diminishing me - I know I'm average, at least when hard, maybe not now…

Mr Fuller takes up the relay baton.

"So, Stephanie, you know why we're doing this, don't you? It's to help you with the misguided notion that you are a man, so you appreciate that I'm the only man of the house, and you really feel your position as our servant. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mr Fuller." I know now what my answer must be to anything he says.

The baton is passed to Miss Slater. "Aww, that's sweet. I think it'll really allow you to concentrate on your new role, and remove any temptations to play with yourself. Oh come on, Stephy, don't give me that look, we both know how you fill your breaks on those long boring work afternoons at your computer."

I wasn't aware I was 'giving her a look', and try to resolve my face. "Yes, Miss Slater."

Mr Fuller backs her up. "Eew, I don't even want to think of her playing with herself like that anymore." I try not to dwell on that last word. "So, B, slip the biggest ring on over her little ovaries, and we'll work down from there."

She grabs a pink ring from the box, and a cushion from the couch, which she throws down to kneel on. I feel my cock being lifted by a finger and thumb and fed through the ring. Shit, she only needs two fingers, which makes me shrink into myself even more. Her long nails then caress my tight sac - is she tickling me on purpose? In a different situation, it would be nice. She pulls me through the ring, then runs a finger around to gauge the space.

"What do you think, Max? Too big?"

"There's a surprise!" he laughs. "Yeah, I'd go for the second smallest ring, but you can only really tell the fit when you attach the tube."

They're completely ignoring me now, chatting to each other as if they're out together buying a kitchen appliance or something.

Miss Slater fits the new ring, then picks up my penis between forefinger and thumb and places it into the small curved hood. I feel her checking around it, then hear that most foreboding sound - the quiet click of it being locked in place. In my head, it reverberates like a gunshot.

On Mr Fuller's instruction, she checks it's secure but not so tight as to restrict the blood flow, and they are happy. It feels strange, not unpleasant exactly, but I feel constrained, controlled even further.

"Good job, B. Now, maybe she wants to cover up a little. Stephanie, you don't want your little clitty on display all night, do you?"

"No, Mr Fuller, thank you."

Miss Slater takes over again, and smiles. "OK, why don't we girls go and get a little privacy?" and she leads me, with legs still shaking, up to our bedroom.

15 Being Dressed

After sitting me on the bed, Miss Slater goes to close the door quietly but fully, then turns back to me with new-found animation.

"Wow! What just happened?" She's excited again, but something's different, as if she's left that particular charade behind the closed door, and she's back to being Bailey. She takes both my hands in hers and sits next to me.

"So? What do you think?"

What does she want, a chat? A gossip? She's just played a big part in my total debasement, emotional and psychological torment, and she did nothing to stop my physical abuse at his hands. Does she think it's just a game?

"I don't understand."

"Are you enjoying it? The scene? Is it doing it for you?"

She's full of exuberance, like we'd planned it together and it had all come off as we'd hoped.

"Look, Bae…" But I don't even get to start.

"Shhh, don't call me that, in case he overhears. Better stick with Miss Slater for now, Stephy. Stephy's probably alright though, isn't it? Still pretty feminine, or do you prefer Stephanie now?"

She closes an eyelid on a teasing wink. It is! - to her, it's all just a sick game.

"Yes, Miss Slater, I mean, no, Miss Slater." My emotions are all over the place - just using that name plunges me back into submissive headspace.

"Although we should probably spell it with a cute little ‘i' from now on… Stephi. But yeah, are you enjoying it?"

What do I say to that? This isn't just Stephen and Bailey, man and wife, discussing the latest twist in our marriage. It's more than that, it's crossed a line.

"That was… horrible. It hurt so much. I've never felt so degraded."

"I know, I know," she bats away my objections as tiresome and missing the point. "But if you forget about that, did you like it? Did you get a little tingle of submission when he took control, a fluttery tummy when he made you bend to his authority. God, I know I did, just watching you."

Where did she get the idea I enjoy this?

"Bae… sorry, Miss Slater, he beat me! He spanked me till I passed out!"

"I know, I'm sorry. I've spoken to him about that. But he's the one with all the experience, and he figures it was necessary, and that it'll reduce any violence in the long run, because any time you step out of line, just a mention of this and psychologically you'll be brought right back to being put over his knee." That's no solace to me.

"And it was hot! Am I a horrible person?"

I can't quite believe it, that she'd get a sexual kick out of my suffering, but not even that can override my instinct to protect her.

"No, Miss Slater, you're not horrible, you're lovely… most of the time. No-one gets to choose what turns them on, I guess, it's just how your brain's wired. But…"

"Aww, thanks, baby." She leans in and hugs me.

"You must have wanted it, on some level though." I'm dumbfounded.

"Why else would you provoke him like that? He's a bull, you're a cuck - what else was he going to do? It was exciting though, seeing your bravado crumble, oh…" She moans like she's getting wet all over again.

"You can't deny you wanted it."

"I didn't!"

"Then why did you just let it happen? He didn't punch you, didn't even threaten you. He just told you what to do, and you practically jumped over his lap!" She laughs.

Is she serious? Does she genuinely believe that, or is this just part of her game? And it's not true… is it? I rack my brains but can't remember a concrete threat.

"Anyway, enough of all that, Stephanie," she draws out the name and looks at me pointedly. "We need to get you ready."

It drives it home that, under this apron, I'm naked apart from this damn cage.

"Take it off then," and Bailey slips the apron over my head, folds it neatly, and places it next to me on the bed.

"This is going to be fun!" she says, and claps her hands again.

"Now, I honestly didn't know he'd insist on the chastity cage, not so soon anyway, but I pretty much guessed you'd be in panties before too long - most cucks are by all accounts. You're slim and everything, but there's no way mine would fit you, not comfortably, so I got you some of your own, just in case."

Oh no! After a temporary reprieve, I see the way my descent will continue.

"I didn't know what style you'd like, so I got you a couple." She goes to her closet and pulls out a Victoria's Secret bag.

"There's this one," she holds up a shiny taupe pair, with some cream bits and lacy edging. "Satin, with these pretty little bows and lace. Or there's this one." The strip of pink material she shows me doesn't seem large enough to cover anything.

"I know, it's a thong, I get it, but I thought I'd give you a choice. So Stephanie? Which do you like best?"

I note she's framing the decision again as my preference. It should be which do I hate slightly less. Only one will give any sort of coverage, but I can't bring myself to say it, so I simply point to the satin and lace pair.

"Oh, lovely. Very feminine, and kind of classy - just like you, Stephanie!" and her teasing's back in full swing. "Come on then."

She helps me into them and comes behind me to pull them up over my ass.

"Oooh, you're so red still," she sympathizes.

"I know, it really hurts!"

"Aww, baby…"

She pulls them up snug, checks the fit, spins me around, then places her palm against the front of the panties where my cock should be, feeling the small cage instead.

"I'm surprised how nice and flat it is down there."

She leaves that comment hanging as she turns back to the lingerie bag on the bed. I look down and, to my horror, the cage is so small and curves back between my legs in such a way as to leave only the smallest bulge, a mere suggestion of my manhood.

"Now, don't be mad, but I got you a matching top too."

It's not a top she pulls out, but a bra.

"No, please…"

"Now, don't be like that. It's cute, and it wasn't cheap, mind. And anyway, you don't have a choice, I'm afraid. Come on, you don't want to keep Mr Fuller waiting…"

A dejected sigh betrays the fact I am resigned to doing this, like it or not. I raise both arms for Bailey to put the bra on me, then clasp it closed between my shoulder blades. It's so embarrassing - I've never done anything like this before, never worn women's clothes, not even for cosplay, and here I am being dressed up by my wife. A shudder shoots down my spine.

"And…" she almost sings, building up the drama for the big reveal. "Ta-dah!" And she pulls out two clear squishy things. I can guess what they are, but she tells me anyway.

"Chicken cutlets, for your rack, sweetie! They didn't have full breast forms, but we'll see how we go with these for now."

I cower, and instinctively protect myself by crossing my arms over my chest, but she's having none of it, and slaps them away. She then proceeds to lift what flesh I have on each pec, and slip a silicone insert underneath into each cup. After one last adjustment, she beams down at my cleavage - one look in the mirror on the closet door and I know that's precisely what I have now, the start of one anyway. I spin round to the side, and my bust is so noticeable I feel like weeping. To make it worse, I've never been very hairy and the soft down on my legs and tummy is almost blurred out in this soft lighting.

The whole effect… it's awful. But what's worse are the sensations, of constraint, femininity, the constant reminder of this garment that a real man wouldn't be seen dead in. I can't get my head around what they've taken from me tonight - any semblance of masculinity.

"Oh," she remembers something. "Just a couple more things," and roots around in her shoe closet.

"Oh no, Miss Slater, please," but she ignores me.

"I got you these pumps specially - the nude color will complement your lingerie and go with the blue of your apron. And the heel's only a couple inches, so it shouldn't take you long to get used to walking in them."

There's no escape. She sits next to me again, and won't stop until she squeezes them onto my feet.

"A little tight but they'll give. It can be painful to look good - you'll learn that."

I can't think about that comment now. I know that any second we'll have to go back through to Mr Fuller.

"Stand up, then!" She holds both hands as I stand and totter around a few steps.

"Not too bad. Have you done this before?" Her brow falls as she puts on a mock suspicious look.

I can't help but take the bait. "Of course not! This isn't exactly what I get up to in my free time!"

"Really? I think the lady doth protest too much," and then her suspicion breaks into a laugh - she's amusing herself at my expense again.

"We better go back through. Let's get your apron back on," and she feeds it over my head, before tightly binding me in, with a big bow in back.

As I glance in the mirror, it's undeniable how much this polka dot apron, accompanied by my heels and bra inserts, looks like a dress, with its frilly hem just above my knees. It's so wide, it comes almost all the way round, with just a glimpse of my bra on show at the very back, and the thin bra straps partly visible under the shoulders of the apron. It eats away at me even more, knowing that Mr Fuller is about to see me like this, and that there's nothing I can do about it.

"Lucky for you there wasn't time to do your makeup!"

Oh my God, no, please don't let that idea appeal to them. I just need to get through tonight, whatever they get up to. I don't know how, but I'll deal with it all somehow, if I can just get through tonight.

"Oh, I nearly forgot." One last humiliation. "Look, I got you a hair band!"

It's not just a hairband, though. She reaches up and pushes it back, pinning down my messy hair. On the top is a large bow, in a blue fabric with white polka dots that matches my apron. She must have known about the apron in advance - there's no way it's a coincidence.

"Cute!"

It's just one word, but all she needs to drive another little dagger into my self-esteem.

16 Dessert

When we return, Mr Fuller is seated at the table, finishing off the main course vegetables.

"Oh, here you are. I was beginning to think you'd jumped out of the window and run off." Chance would be a fine thing.

On seeing me come out from behind Miss Slater, he stops talking, puts down his knife and fork, and for a few seconds his eyes wander around my body, taking it all in. I wish the ground would open up and swallow me.

"Oh, wow. Good work, B." But when he speaks directly to me, his intonation changes, he's patronizing, as though speaking to a child, a little girl.

"And who's this?"

"Stephanie, Sir." I know how he wants me to play this, and that's exactly what I'll do to avoid another spanking.

"Well now, Stephanie, don't you look very smart?"

"Yes, Sir, thank you, Sir." It still sticks in my craw when I say it, though.

"Do you like your new look, Stephanie?"

"Yes, Mr Fuller, I love it."

"Good, because I don't want you moping around for the rest of the evening. I want you to be a happy girl, a girly girl. Do you understand?" That doesn't augur well for me.

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

"So I want you to work on your voice, OK? To make it sound girlier. So that every time you open your mouth, you have to focus on your new role, your new position. Understand?"

"Yes, Sir." I'm so keen to appear respectful that I answer before I really process what he's said.

"Try again, Stephanie."

This time, I get what's required, and try to make my voice softer, higher, with more variation in pitch.

"Yes, Mr Fuller, Sir."

It only succeeds in drawing a snicker from Miss Slater. "Yes, it might need a little practice. But we can work on it, can't we, Stephanie?"

That sounds as though they're not viewing this as a one-off, but I will never let myself be trapped in this predicament again, whatever it takes. All I can say now though is "Thank you, Miss Slater."

Mr Fuller gestures to everything on the table. "You may clear all this away, Stephanie, and then serve Miss Slater and me dessert and coffee. I don't think it would be appropriate to reward you with any dessert, do you?"

It dawns on me that he's going to make me serve them, like a waitress or maid or something. I don't know why but that hits me deep inside - my heart stops, my lip wobbles, and I have to take a beat before I can be confident my voice won't crack when I answer.

"No, Mr Fuller."

He's waiting for me to start my new duties, but all my focus is on staying upright in my new shoes. Miss Slater and I return to the dining table from the carpeted living area, and when she takes her seat, the only set of heels left click-clacking on the wooden flooring are my own. I tentatively begin to gather up the dirty crockery and cutlery. It's so silly, why now? - but all the pent-up emotion of the whole evening overawes me, and I feel like I could literally burst into tears. My mouth is grimacing, trying to hold it inside. I can't let him see me cry like that, it would cement my lack of masculinity in his eyes. And then the thought pricks me - as if seeing me like this, serving them in my heels, apron and matching hair bow, lingerie and cock cage, hasn't done that already.

After several trips to and from the kitchen, the table is clear, during which time they've been talking pleasantly to each other, about nothing in particular, as though I'm not here and tonight hasn't happened. It hurts me to have to serve them the tiramisu I was so proud of, without even tasting it myself. On putting down a double espresso in front of each of them, I realize I have no idea what to do next, and I start to feel nervous again, flustered.

Mr Fuller adds to those feelings. "Thank you, Stephanie, this looks excellent. We really have found your talent this evening."

I try my best girl voice. "Thank you, Sir." It's an involuntary thing, but with all my shame and angst, I kind of bob when I say it - what am I doing?

"Wait, did you just… did you just curtsy?" Miss Slater is incredulous.

"No, I… I…"

Mr Fuller saves me, for now at least. "That's OK, Stephanie, I like it, shows initiative, very servile."

"Do it again for me, Stephanie," Miss Slater orders, and I have no choice but to obey.

"Yes, Miss Slater." As I curtsy, she stares, shaking her head, that curious look on her face again.

"You've made progress this evening," says Mr Fuller. "But I can't just forget what you did - you tried to undermine my authority with your little tantrum earlier, and you hurt my feelings. You need to learn that behavior like that comes with consequences."

No, please, he's not building up to justifying spanking me again…? He must be able to read the panic on my face.

"No, don't worry, not that. But it's important you think about what you've done, how it made Miss Slater and me feel, and really reflect on your disobedience."

I see Miss Slater nodding in complete agreement, and I feel shaky, empty.

"So I want you to stand in the corner and face the wall while we have dessert, to give me time to calm down and forgive you. OK, Stephanie?"

I'm so confused, broken - forgive him?! And yet I do feel guilty somehow, regretful of my behavior. What's going on? I notice I'm looking down down, avoiding eye contact, twisting a little on the spot as the skirt of my apron flares out.

"Stephanie?" he prompts, so I have to look up.

"Yes, Mr Fuller, I'm sorry," but my voice breaks, and I can't stop sniveling. I know full-blown tears are on their way. What's wrong with me?

"Aww, that's OK baby," says Miss Slater, concerned and sympathetic. "You have a good cry - it's cathartic…"

I turn away, assume my position facing the wall, then feel my shoulders shake and my knees go weak. In shame and self pity, I start to sob.

Over the next 15 minutes, they talk, flirt, and at some point the lip smacking I thought was appreciation of the dessert turns into kissing. I feel so low, so empty. Maybe I do deserve this, if I let this happen. What kind of man would allow himself to be chastised like this, dressed like this, while they flaunt their relationship in full earshot without a care in the world. Maybe I deserve nothing less than being forced to become their subservient sissy maid. The thought brings with it a whole new wave of sobs.

Eventually, they break off from making out, and Mr Fuller summons me to the table. When I turn, he's still seated, and Miss Slater is hanging off him, her nails playing with his luxuriant chest hair through his open shirt, unbuttoned to nearly his waist. She has a wild look in her eye I haven't seen before, and doesn't even acknowledge me.

"Stephanie, your wife and I are going through to our bedroom now. We'll be a while." Is every word designed to hurt that much? "In the future, we might allow you to be involved, but not tonight, not after your episode earlier. You can get on with your chores. Once you've cleared up this lot, I'm sure you can find some other things to keep you busy."

"Yes, Mr Fuller, Sir," and I curtsy once more, then stare at the floor. Maybe if I don't look, I can pretend this isn't happening.

He stands to undo the last couple of buttons on his shirt, and Miss Slater helps peel it over his muscular shoulders to uncover the full extent of his huge hairy upper body. There's obviously no embarrassment on his part, standing there in front of me like that, but he seems to be enjoying my discomfort. It's a bit of a shock when he suddenly tosses his balled up shirt to me.

"And give this an iron."

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

Miss Slater appears mesmerized by his body, her hands stroking, exploring every inch. Then, without a glance in my direction, and with excitement bordering on impatience, she leads him across the living area and they disappear up the stairs to the bedroom. I stand there alone, and in shame and self-loathing, I cover my face and sob into my hands.

17 After He Leaves

The taxi arrives, he closes the front door behind him, and he's gone. The sound of the door echoes round my head. I'm in shock, I don't know what to do, and so just stand there. Bailey stares at where he last was, with a dreamy expression and half-closed eyes, then smiles to herself, and turns to go back to the bedroom from where they just came. Lost in her thoughts, and no doubt memories of bodily sensations, she ignores me. I'm still in my nude pumps, satin and lace lingerie, dress-like apron and matching hair bow, to all intents and purposes the maid, who just handed back the ironed shirt for his approval. It was more difficult than usual, the ironing, what with my shaking hands, and the moans and grunts coming out of the bedroom, but I made sure I did a good job. After slipping it back on, he made me promise again to be a good girl for the rest of the evening, then grabbed his things as well as my wife, for one last kiss, and that was it. Here I am, still trapped in this damn chastity device, head spinning, trying to figure out how to move forward from here, after all that.

After I don't know how long, I take a deep breath, and turn on my heels, literally, to go speak to Bailey, and try to undo whatever it is that's happened tonight, starting with these clothes and the device imprisoning my cock.

The bedroom door is half closed, and, after having just been excluded from there, I feel a little strange about pushing it open, so I give a little knock first. Bailey's lying on the bedclothes looking serene, then opens her eyes and sits up when she hears me. The warmth in her facial expression comes through in her speech.

"Wow, what a night!"

I remain silent.

"I've never felt that before, been taken like that before. It was… life changing, you know? Thank you, thank you for making it happen."

What can I say to that? She gets up to come over and give me a hug, then takes both my hands and stands back to look into my eyes.

"Thank you," she repeats with sincerity, but how does she expect me to take it?

She misreads my silence as something resembling shy curiosity. "I'll tell you all about it, if you'd like that, but not now, not tonight."

I need to start putting this right.

"Bailey, I need to change, to get out of these clothes, this cage thing…" Even I can hear how forlorn my voice sounds.

"Oh, baby," she says with apparent sympathy, and for a moment, I think this might be the end of tonight's torment for me. But then the direction I assumed it was taking flips 180.

"Shhh, I think it's best you don't call me that," she says.

My confusion is immediately obvious.

"I mean, you did promise to be a good girl for the rest of the evening, didn't you Stephanie?"

What? No! She can't be doing this, can't be continuing my torture when he's not even here! She sees the shock all over my face, and even before it can turn into an accusatory stare, she deflects the blame.

"Don't be like that, it's just, you know… he'll check up, won't he? You know he'll ask me the next time he's over, and I simply won't be able to lie to him - we don't have any secrets and he'll see straight through it. And then where will you be? Hey? Baby?"

"No, please, I…" but I have no words. Don't let this go on any longer, please… I feel the corners of my mouth grimace.

"Aww, sweetie. You know he meant until the morning, don't you? And you promised him."

No, I can't face him again, not if I've disobeyed him, I can't. And with that realization, I know she's right.

I just need to get out of this horrible mess, however I can, even if that means waiting till the morning. I guess it's just a few more hours, and then I can start rebuilding my life.

"Look, Stephanie…" She pronounces it slowly, as though to help me understand. "You stay like that for now, OK? You can go and finish your chores in the kitchen, and then you can sleep in the guest room - I don't think Max would feel it appropriate if you slept in here tonight. I'll put some pajamas out for you on the bed, so they're there when you're ready to turn in, OK? But leave your lingerie on, and we'll sort out everything in the morning. It probably won't be a late night, I know. You must be tired after all this. OK, baby?"

"Yes, Bai…" I can barely muster the words, and when I do she cuts me off, with a wagging finger to chastise me.

"Uh-uh. What did we say?"

"Sorry… Miss Slater."

"Good girl." Those words, at this precise moment, hurt almost as much as the spanking. Torturing me with each loop, it's replayed over and over in my head as I get on with the last of the clearing up.

Once I've finished wiping down the final kitchen surface, I realize I haven't been to the bathroom for hours, and how much I need to pee. The little that remains of my masculinity takes a hit at every feminine obstacle I have to overcome - the satin and lace panties I slide down, the cage that forces me to sit, the frills of the apron skirt I have to gather in my arms while I do so. And I'm so tired, my defenses are down, every indignity penetrates my being.

Done in the bathroom, I tiptoe past our bedroom en route to the guest room, and linger a moment outside. I can hear Miss Slater almost murmuring in a deep sleep. It feels so strange walking past my own room, but I know I'm under strict instructions, however softly they were delivered.

Finally, I can remove these uncomfortable pumps and this damn apron, but the cage will have to stay on until the morning. I slip off the heels, undo the bow behind my back and pull the apron over my head, where it gets caught on the hair bow I'd forgotten about. I don't know why I have to wear the lingerie, and the shapers giving me these damn tits, but it's been pointed out to me that it was part of my promise.

The pajamas she's laid out are hardly the least feminine she could find either - pale pink, short-sleeve shirt and shorts, with slightly darker pink flowers growing up the silky fabric. They're the ones I bought her last year that she never wore, rejected as being too girly. I hate myself for doing it, but I slip into the top, and pull on the shorts, which go right up my ass, leaving a little bulge at the front where my cage is. Doing up the buttons over my padded chest feels so feminine it's horrible, each one trapping me more firmly into my new role, my fate. When I glimpse myself in the full-length closet mirror, I want to cry.

Mr Fuller's presence is still here I realize, controlling me, intimidating me, and I wonder if I'll be able to block it out enough to get to sleep. But at some point in the early hours, after all the humiliation and shame whirling round my head has finally faded, exhaustion takes its toll and somehow I drop off.

18 The Morning After

I'm back at school, but there are old colleagues from work there too, all wearing the blazers and uniforms of the local private school. I didn't go here. There's Bailey, in a pleated gray skirt, long socks, tight blouse and school tie. She wasn't at my school either, but she's here now, and comes over, linking her arm with mine, and dragging me off down the corridor. As we set off, I notice my shoes, black mary-janes, and, in shock, take in the rest of my lower half. I'm wearing the same schoolgirl's uniform as Bailey - white socks up to my bare knees and the pleats of my skirt - no, what's happening? Why am I at school dressed like this?

Before the panic sets in, she pulls up next to a couple of guys. They're in uniforms but they're men not boys. Bailey starts flirting with one, and the other starts talking to me. Oh God! What do I do? He takes the pink school bag I'm carrying and puts it over his shoulder, so he can take both my hands in his. He makes some joke, but I'm too shy to respond and remain looking at the floor, so he bends down to lock eyes with me.

And then I see who it is. It's him, Max. He's holding my hands, towering above me, and he slowly pulls me into him. I look up and one hand firmly takes my chin, so I can't turn away from what's coming next. Shocked, my mouth opens to take a sharp intake of breath, but he takes it as a sign, and inclines his head, perhaps thinking I want this. There's an electric tingle as our lips meet, and then his tongue starts to play with mine. No, I don't want this! I try to move but am held fast, my moans of discontent muffled. I hear Bailey next to me, "Steph? Steph? Are you OK? Steph?"

She shakes me gently, and my eyelids blink apart.

"Steph?"

I'm lying down, in the spare room, with Bailey sitting on the bed beside me. Oh my God, what was that dream?!

"Are you awake? Good. Look I brought you coffee," and she nods to the steaming mug on the bedside table. Still drowsy, I prop myself up to take a drink, and realize I've still got on the pink pajamas, and padded bra and panties, she put me in last night - I cringe inside.

"There you are," she says. "You know you do look cute in those PJs - they were always a bit too Barbie for me…" And she winks and smiles, goading me already. But she's beautiful, dreamy to my half-asleep mind, draped in her white fluffy peignoir robe like clouds.

Coffee. That should wake up my senses, help me get my shit together for the day, and put a lid on the nightmare that was last night. Before I finish my first gulp though, Bailey's in full flow.

"I've been up a while, couldn't stop thinking about it, about you. This, now. This is when we reconnect, when you reclaim me."

My ears prick up. She's got my attention, but then it immediately falls to the device between my legs still restraining me. I didn't even have a chance to remember it, but now it fills my thoughts.

"This is important," she says as she stands, taking the mug off me and replacing it on the little table.

She smiles, throws the comforter to one side, then takes hold behind my knees, and tugs with surprising strength, pulling me back down the bed into a fully reclining position. I'm curious, she seems horny, excited, then kneels down over my stomach. Grabbing both my hands, she pins them above my head, and lowers her face to mine, noses touching. It's different today, this control - softer, more consensual but still turning her on, and me too if I'm honest.

My voice finally wakes up too. "But the… the cage…"

I'm stopped in my tracks by her kiss, the warm, sensual, lingering kiss I could get lost in. Did she hear me just now? She changes grip to hold down my arms with just one of hers, leaving the other free to roam around my upper body, dragging her nails across the pink satin, drawing them over my waist and sides, playing with my padded breasts.

"I couldn't stop thinking about you," she whispers.

I'm getting hard, or trying to, forced against the bars of my prison, the frustration growing instead.

"You know, I always kind of fancied some girl on girl action, at college, and since, but the situation never came about, and I never had the guts to make it…"

Hang on, what's she saying?

"What? You want me to stay like this longer? Oh, I don't know… I just want to get changed and forget about it all."

Her face falls into an exaggerated sad pout, and then her free hand creeps up inside my pajama top, her touch giving me shivers.

"Pleeease, Stephi. I can't remember when I wanted you more… I'll be nice to you, I promise."

She knows she's won when she sees my head shake, not to refuse her, but in disbelief I'm actually going to go along with this. She is so beautiful when she's this horny, and I just want to be with her, whatever fucked-up roles she wants us to take on.

"Bae, OK, I love you, OK? I don't mind having a little role play, but the cage… You've got to set me free so we can..."

Still holding my arms down above my head with one hand, she lowers her face to mine, staring into my eyes. It's intimate, almost conspiratorial, when I feel her hand slip under the waistband of my shorts and begin to stroke the chastity device. God, it's tantalizing, so near yet so far. It's been a week since I came. I've got to get this damn thing off.

"Bae, the key?"

She bites her lower lip, closes her eyes, and I feel her little shudder - of excitement, pleasure, nerves?

She whispers, "Aww, baby. I don't have it. I'm sorry but Max took them with him last night," and her eyelids snap open.

What? No! Wait, is she watching my reaction, enjoying this? Is this all part of it?

"No, but Bailey, why, why would you do that? Why didn't you keep one…?"

My words peter out, I've shaken my hands free, and propped myself up on my elbows, and I'm imploring her, face to face. But there's no shock in the expression looking back at me, just the same calm smile, like this is all going to plan.

She leans over me and starts nuzzling my neck, her words half obscured.

"Aww, baby, I'm sorry, but that doesn't mean we can't…play. It's important we reconnect. Don't you want me back? Stephi? Stephi?"

I don't know what to say. Of course I do, but not like this, not on these terms.

"Yes," I concede, "more than anything…"

That's all she needs to spring into action. I didn't notice the two boxes on the floor next to the bedside table, one of which she now hands me.

"Open it."

At first I don't get it. It must be a type of harness thing, then I see the branding - ‘crotch rocket' - and I can have a wild stab in the dark, if that's not too inappropriate an expression.

"Oh, I don't know…"

"Aww please, baby. Don't get all uptight now. This is what all this has been about, isn't it? Exploration? Connecting on different levels? It's almost spiritual… Just try it. For me?"

What can I do? She helps me to my feet, to step into the tangle of straps, which she pulls up over the shiny pink shorts and tugs into place.

"What now?" I hesitate to ask.

"Now? This is when the fun starts!" Lifting the lid of the larger box, she reveals the biggest dildo I've certainly ever seen. It's realistic, a slightly darker flesh-tone than me, and huge.

"Take it out," she instructs, and when my hands are around the base, she takes the head, and guides the silicone phallus back into my crotch. I'm holding it there, like I have the perfect thick 10-inch cock. She slaps the ending, making it wobble.

"Hello, big boy!" she laughs. "What's it like to have a big dick for a change?" I can feel my cheeks flush.

"Oh don't be silly, Stephanie, you're not my husband anymore, are you?" she purrs. "No, you're my lovely lesbian lover…"

Something about the way she enunciates that alliteration almost sends me over the edge. I'm throbbing so hard in my cage, it aches painfully.

"Let's get you attached" and she passes the dildo through a kind of ring and secures it in place, sitting perfectly on top of my own imprisoned cock in its tiny cage. The contrast of the two is not lost on me, but I need to do this, I need to make Bae happy, excited even, I need to reconnect with her and make sure she stays mine. I'll do anything for her right now.

She pulls me into her, our lips almost touch, but she simply breathes out, then starts to lick around my lips.

"Oh, Stephanie, you naughty girl. What are you going to do to me, with your big strap-on? Are you going to… fuck me?" I feel the air of that ‘f' blow into my eyes, and can't help but flinch a little.

She kicks off her white panties and sits on the foot of the bed, then lies back and spreads her legs to invite me into her.

Unsure of myself, I step forward, and place the head of ‘my cock' against her glistening pussy. It seems so big, I don't want to hurt her. She nods to reassure me, so I gently lean in, and she begins to envelop it. Her eyes close and her neck is thrown back.

"Ahh, baby, that's it, deeper…"

It's so strange - it's me here doing this, but with the lack of the usual sensations I'm so detached, like an out of body experience watching myself from distance. It's so frustrating that I'm getting no physical pleasure, like a void, like a hole where my cock should be, and yet…

I start to pick up on the rhythms of Bae's waves, and thrust, deep and firm, on their crests. Her pleasure is obvious, and I begin to see what my role is here. My own gratification will have to wait, but I can get some satisfaction in what I'm giving her. I grab her hips and go in harder.

"Oh Stephanie," she gets out between groans, "you dirty whore…you naughty little slut…"

I wish she wouldn't carry on with all that, but with this dissociative state I'm in, it's almost as if it's not directed at me. It's not like usual - I'm not there in the inescapable present, lost in the fog of sexual excitement, only focused on building to my own explosive release. No, I can only focus on servicing Bae, that's all I've got. I reach up, lift her back a little to unclip her lace bra, then pinch and twist her nipples, which seems to work in building to her crescendo.

"Oh, baby! More, harder!"

I do. I do everything I can think of. I play with her clit. I suck her tits and bite her nipples. I thrust harder, faster. I grab her hips and pull her into me with all my might. I twist and she arches, and every time I think she's going to climax, she just continues to reach new heights. I don't know how long it's been, but I'm physically exhausted, the backs of my thighs cramping up. One last push, and then it happens. She's tipped over the edge.

"Aaarghh," she screams like an animal, as her body convulses, bucking up into me.  "You… little… bitch!" And then stillness, like a corpse after the violence of electrocution. I ease my length out of her, and stand there, trying to process what has just happened.

It's several moments before she comes round.

"Oh, baby!" she's beaming at me, like I'm the light of her life once more. "That was… amazing!" I'm pleased she's happy, but there's so much else to compute I guess my face doesn't show it.

"No seriously, Stephi, you've never fucked me like that before. Thank you, baby."

What does that mean? It's a backhanded compliment at best. That my own cock is locked away, trapped in its reduced state, that it's taken the use of a rubber dildo to bring her off like that… Was it the size? Am I just paranoid? Or was it actually the fact that I was forced to concentrate on her pleasure, that I couldn't just selfishly see to myself? Oh my God, have I been a selfish lover all these years? I didn't think so but… Maybe she does deserve my full attention more. Oh, I don't know. I notice I'm no longer attempting to get hard now, but I just want to get this fucking cage off anyway, and sort myself out.

Maybe she sees this agitation as she stands up next to me, and somehow slips off her bra and back into her wispy white robe, the only thing she's now wearing, which she ties around her with the satin sash.

"Let's try something else." The glint in her eye is back. "Let me have a go."

I'm confused, but let her loosen and remove the harness, before she steps into it herself. On tightening the straps, she seems happy it's secure, and swings her hips around to test it. It cuts through the air like a sword.

"I've always wanted a go on one of these…" I feel her gaze inspect me, gauging my reaction. "I don't suppose you'd let me… I mean, you're not curious to experience it, are you? You know you've got a g-spot up there, and loads of guys love it."

What? She doesn't mean…? Does she?

"No, no!" I spit out in panic.

"Oh, that's a shame, maybe you'll change your mind in the future at some point. But do something for me, will you? Please, baby? I just want to imagine it, please?"

I'm scared, obviously don't want any of this, but neither do I want to disappoint Bae, not after managing to get back into her good books.

"What do you mean?" And she smiles like I've just acquiesced.

She tosses a throw pillow at her feet, and starts to push my shoulders down. Before I know it, I'm kneeling in front of her.

"Just kiss it, Stephi, kiss my cock."

How can such little words pack such a punch? My jaw falls open in shock.

"That's it, baby, just a little kiss," and she steers it round to my lips, the scent of her juices all over it still powerful. "That's it, baby…"

I don't know what to do, it's all so alien to me, so just do as I'm told, and kiss the tip.

"That's it, baby, lick it all off, clean me up, that's it Stephi," and I kiss it some more, then feel I have to start licking around the head to make it clean.

"Oh, Stephi, do you like that? Licking up all my cum off my cock?" I try to ignore the words, drown them out with other thoughts, of how it will be better again, once I've fully reclaimed my wife, and I can get on with putting our lives back together. But they still penetrate me.

"Take the whole head in, baby, that's it…" I come back to the front and she pushes the fat thick head beyond my lips, beyond my teeth. She pushes further and I panic, fearful of how much she's enjoying this and how far she'll take it.

"Take it all in, you little slut. Suck my cock, you little bitch, you little cocksucking whore!"

Her thrusts - I can't breathe, I'm gagging, choking, but she won't stop, I need air…

But then it does stop. I'm gasping for breath, blinking, trying to swallow the excess saliva in my mouth, my throat. After a few seconds, I remember it's Bae who's just done this to me, and I look up at her from down here on my knees. She looks sheepish.

"Sorry - I kind of got carried away."

Is that apology sincere? I don't know, don't know how to take it, so I say nothing and wait for her to go on.

"Sorry, baby. It was kind of fun, though. You know, having a cock. Making you suck it  I can't deny I kind of liked it."

She smiles, though into space, to herself, as though contemplating future possibilities. But then she snaps out of it, and is back in the present.

"Sorry. Anyway, thanks baby, for this morning. I know it's been tough on you, but I really do love you for it. Why don't you get a shower, have a shave and get changed, and meanwhile I'll clear up in here and fix us some breakfast? What do you say?"

What can I say? A chance to finally get out of these pajamas and lingerie, and get back to being Stephen Moore, husband of Bailey, instead of some kind of… God, what have I become?

"Yes, OK, thanks Bae."

19 Removing the Cage

Breakfast was nice, normal even, with no mention of last night or this morning's events. I still had to sit to pee, but I finally got out of those pajamas and lingerie, and put on some tan chinos and a white shirt. It's Friday but Bailey's arranged to work from home this morning, so we can spend some time together. She looks beautiful in an outfit slightly more relaxed than usual - leggings and a big baggy wooly sweater, olive coloured, with a low neckline revealing shiny cream bra straps and a hint of her wonderful breasts.

Over croissants and preserves, she was being lovely too, even asked about my work, something she hardly ever does, and we spoke about a few cultural things coming up in town - a concert, a play - that we might go to like a normal couple. She also wouldn't let me clear up afterwards, and so I'm just browsing the news on my phone, finishing my coffee, as she hollers something from the kitchen that I don't quite catch.

"What was that?" I shout through to the kitchen, prompting her face to reappear around the doorway.

"I said, that was Max. He can stop by at lunchtime." She says it breezily, like he's my old friend, like I want to see him, but just his name quickens my pulse.

"What? Why? Why did you do that, invite him over?"

"Shhh, calm down, baby. You said you wanted that thing off, you know, your cage. I'd thought you'd want to ask him for the keys as soon as possible? No? Did I get that wrong? Sorry…"

"No, I do, but… I mean… it's just… Couldn't you just go and get them?" I'm aware of how whiny my voice has become.

"And why would I do that?" She says bluntly, and pauses for my response, which doesn't come.

"After this morning? After the way you made love to me, like never before? Long, slow, deep, tender, rough…" She takes her time with each adjective, savoring the memories they recall from this morning.

"You were like a new man. Or new girl maybe but…" and there is that wink again! 

"No, you want them, you have to get them back. Sorry, Stephi, but that's the way it is. I'd be more than happy to keep you locked up permanently if that's how you're gonna fuck me."

Oh fuck! This is my wife - how can she say that? My heart sinks when I realize how, after a promising breakfast, this day could descend into another nightmare. Bae reads my despondency, and comes over to try to cheer me up, standing behind where I'm sitting, her arms wrapped around my shoulders.

"Come on, baby, I'm just teasing! It'll all be OK, I'm sure of it. If you just ask him nicely," and she gives me a kiss on the cheek. "Maybe if you were wearing your apron when he arrived it might put him in a more amenable mood," but before it even lands, she's off again into the kitchen. I'm left sitting there, contemplating her words, dreading what is to come.

I won't do it, I'm not doing that again. I'll just square up to him, man to man, and ask him for the keys, no, demand them, and then… Oh, who am I kidding? I can feel my heart race, my breathing nervous already. But I won't wear that damned apron, I won't.

I go to my little home office and open my laptop, trying to muster some intent, but deep down I know I won't be able to work. A couple of hours at my desk results in two half-finished, and fully discarded, emails. I'll get another coffee, then make yet another fresh start. On my way, I hear Bailey tapping away at her laptop, presumably at her vanity in the bedroom, but I head on down to the kitchen without disturbing her. Before I make it to the kitchen, I notice the pile of folded material on the dining table - blue and white polka dots, with the hair bow resting on top - no doubt Bailey's way of mocking me even more.

I'm not doing it, I'm a man in my own home, for fuck's sake, I'm the king of my castle. But I hear something outside the front door, see a shadow pass over the little window's distorted glass. Then it happens - the doorbell rings and it triggers something like a full-blown anxiety attack. I freeze, my heart pounding, looking around, for help, inspiration? Bailey? Please…

She comes skipping into the living area, then stops by the table and the apron. Her eyebrows raise expectantly.

"You're not going to answer the door? Or did you want to get dressed properly first?" She shakes out the apron, and holds it up, as though for me to put my head through.

Fuck, fuck, fuck. I can't believe I'm so nervous right now, that he has such a hold over me, but I am taken straight back to being put over his knee - he was right about that. Right now, I hate myself more than ever, and I know Bailey can see everything etched on my face.

"Come on, baby, just put it on…" and she walks over to me. Placing the loop over my head, she then pushes in the hair slide with the matching bow, before spinning me round to tie the big bow in back. My heart crumbles along with any courage I thought I might have had.

I feel her breath tickle the nape of my neck as whispers, "Good girl, Stephanie," and before I recover, she has opened the door.

And there he is. Looking sharper than ever, in a perfectly cut blue suit, hand-stitched lapels, silk tie and chunky watch that sparkles in the sunshine - the epitome of business success. No briefcase, but more shopping bags from who knows which stores. Based on what they turned out to be last time, I hate to think. I notice behind him his Porsche SUV has parked me in. He's eyeing me curiously, then looks across to Bailey, who throws her arms around him with enthusiasm.

"Max! It's so good to see you!" she squeals as though it's been ages.

"Oh, B! Now that is a warm welcome!" and he drops his bags to catch her and whirl her round. After a moment, he puts her down and their gaze falls on me. Max speaks first.

"And you, Stephi - are you pleased to see me too?"

Oh no, what do I say, how do I answer…? The pause is too long now, I have to say something.

"Yes, Max… Mr Fuller, I mean, yes…"

I'm so shaky, quivery inside, that I can hardly get the words out, the words I hate myself for.

"Well shucks, ain't that nice," and Bailey chuckles at his attempted deep south accent.

"And why is that, Stephy? Why are you so glad to see me? Are you starting to understand my role, all our roles, in this relationship?"

"I…" This time words do fail me, but Bailey steps in.

"He has a favour to ask, don't you, Stephi?"

His cocked eyebrow demands to know more.

"It's just… I…" I take a deep breath to summon the courage. "I need this chastity device off."

Scared that's come out too direct, I jump to rephrase it. "I mean, I guess it's just, I'd like to be released. I can't erm…"

"Well, let's just stop there, shall we?" Today, the total confidence in his control renders him calm, relaxed, friendly even. "Let's have ourselves a little chat about that. Seems we've gotten a bit of confused thinking clouding things."

Somehow I know it'll be my thinking that's confused.

"Hasn't being in the cage already had a positive impact on your behaviour?"

What?! He notes my bewildered expression.

"Bailey says you kept your promise to stay as our maid all last night, even after I'd gone."

Maid?! What the… I know, to all intents and purposes… but no-one's actually used that word before.

"And now here you are in your apron again, using terms of address that show us the appropriate respect. No? You don't see it? Would you have learned so much so quickly if you hadn't been caged? Seriously, would you?"

"No, but… I guess… no, but…"

Before I can qualify that, he takes over again.

"I'm glad we agree, that it's been beneficial for your discipline and development." Now he's putting words in my mouth.

"But that's not all. Bailey tells me you guys had some fun this morning, no?"

It's answered by Bailey scampering over to give me a hug and a big sloppy kiss on my cheek. She seems genuinely excited by the prospect of more time together like this morning.

"And she seems very satisfied! More so than before you were all caged up, wouldn't you say?"

I've come to learn these aren't rhetorical questions - he's not one to waste an opportunity to humiliate me, and force me to acknowledge my deficiencies.

"Yes, Mr Fuller… Apparently so." The tone alone conveys my despondency.

"So that isn't the issue. So what is, Stephi?"

"It's me, I don't like it, I just want it… off me."

"No, try again. What's the issue? Think."

He's speaking like he's my fucking teacher.

"You almost said it just now. You can't… What can't you do, Stephi? Lots of things, I imagine." His smile betrays his own amusement.

"You know, I can't erm… cum." I feel my face flush, not quite believing I'm discussing this with him.

"Aha! Good, so there it is, the real problem we need to surmount - it's not the actual cage but the fact you can't orgasm. So if we could help you to orgasm while in your cage, there wouldn't be an issue. Would there?"

Oh shit. He's twisting it. That's not what I said. I need release from this damn cage. I dread to think what else he's implying. No, can't think about that. He smiles at me, enjoying hearing my cogs whir. Shit, I haven't answered yet.

"No, I mean, yes. I mean… I just need it off, I just want this damn thing off me."

The smile gives way to a frown.

"Language, Stephi. Nobody wants to hear you cussing."

It's instinctive, out before I know I'm saying it, but I'm so jumpy that I fall into an immediate grovel.

"I'm sorry, Sir, Mr Fuller, Sir, it's just… I'm just…"

His face cracks into a grin, and I know he's enjoying this. Bailey too, who now joins in.

"Wow baby, is that the power of the cage that's gotten you so submissive? That's amazing, that he's like this so soon," but this last comment is directed at Mr Fuller, and sounds scarily like a compliment.

He takes control of the conversation once more.

"Don't worry, Stephi, I'm just playing with you. If you're good, I mean really good, obedient, respectful, you know. Then you'll be out of that cage this afternoon."

Please say this isn't a joke.

"Really? Do you promise?" He immediately makes me feel foolish for asking such a childish question.

"Listen, Stephi, if I say something, it will happen. Multimillion dollar business transactions don't get done by going back on your word. International reputations don't last long like that."

"No Sir, sorry Sir, of course." It does reassure me, but what will I have to endure to make it happen?

"So, do you think you can be good, Stephi, do everything you're told, without pouting and whining about it?"

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

I will, I'll just do everything I'm told. It's just till this afternoon, that's it. As soon as I'm out of this device, I'm out of here. I don't know where, just some place safe, a haven, somewhere that's not here.

"He's been good so far today," adds Bailey, "Haven't you, baby? And Stephanie was a good girl this morning, wasn't she?" The switch in her use of pronouns makes me wince.

"A very good girl, actually!" She squeezes my forearm and winks - there it is again, like we're in collusion. Then Mr Fuller speaks to underline exactly who she's collaborating with.

"What was it like, making love to your own wife as a lesbian, in your pretty pink PJs, using my dick."

They're not going to make this easy on me, I knew that. Hang on, what does he mean, ‘his dick'?"

He looks from me to Bailey. "You didn't tell him?"

"No, I thought you might like to, thought you might enjoy it," which elicits a snort.

"You might be right. So Stephi, you know how big that thing was? How it dwarfed your little wiener, even without the cage…?" He waits for my response.

"Yes, Sir." It shames me to admit the truth.

"That wasn't any old monster. I had it specially made. A perfect replica of me, every contour, every bump and vein."

No... I feel it hit me, but can't process it.

"Did it feel good, to be able to please her like a man? You know, a real man for once? I bet it did, giving her those shudders you never could before. And all it took was locking your little cock away and using mine instead!"

It's not true, is it? Kind of? No. I feel him scrutinizing my reaction. I see Bailey move, coming to my rescue? But no, she squeezes his forearm this time.

"There's something else, Max, honey."

His eyebrows rise in curiosity. She looks into my eyes, back at him, then settles on me. I can feel a certain excitement in her shallow breaths.

"She kissed it, didn't you, sweetie? You kissed Max's cock."

No, why's she bringing that up? That wasn't even me. I never wanted that, she made me, she…

"Oh yes?" His deep voice rumbles through me.

"Not just a little peck, was it Stephanie? You were licking all around it like a popsicle," and then they both laugh together. I can barely breathe let alone speak.

"Well well, Bailey, who'd have thought your husband was such a little cocksucker?"

"You mean my girlfriend, but I know! She took it quite deep-throat as well!"

After their snickers subside I feel their gaze bearing down on me again.

"I'm curious, Stephi. How did it feel? Between your lips, I mean, on your tongue? I paid a lot of money for that finish. It's supposed to be indistinguishable from human flesh, warm to the touch and all that. So erm… did it feel real, Stephi? Did it feel like you were really sucking a cock, my cock?"

The news winds me, my mind sent reeling. No, eww, no. They've got to be kidding, right? Bailey? She couldn't have done this to me, could she? Even with him pulling the strings, she wouldn't do that… My confidence in her crumbles as I grudgingly accept that's precisely what she'd do, just for this very moment, for this reaction. I feel broken, the realization dawning that my marriage might be irretrievable.

"Stephi…?" he prompts.

"I don't know, Mr Fuller. I've never… done that before."

"So you admit you have now sucked a cock, even if it's an artificial one. That's progress. And did you enjoy it? Did you imagine it was real? That it was me?"

"No, ergh! That's not what I wanted. I didn't enjoy it at all. I'm not… you know… gay. Bailey… Miss Slater made me do it, that's all." I've surprised even myself with my rising panic.

She steps in, maybe to give me some respite from the onslaught. Maybe there is still concern for me in there somewhere after all.

"Aww, sweetie, look at you. You're so flustered! It's cute really."

But no, she's just using it as another chance to humiliate me. I cringe when she uses that name, ‘sweetie', and know it's when she's treating me like a girlfriend or servant, or worse, some little sissy to be bossed around. She's so patronizing, but they've got my hands tied. If I want this cage off, what can I do?

"But, B, it does show he's learning his place, that he understands he must do as he's told, regardless of whether he wants it or not. That's crucial to the letting go of control, the giving up of power."

It suddenly hits me that he's talking about me, my life, as if it's just part of his plan, that I'm on some sort of journey to having no say in matters whatsoever, and I start to feel unsteady on my feet. With the memory of my spanking just yesterday, nervous submissive feelings flutter up out of my stomach, the butterflies multiplying. But he just carries on.

"So, Stephi. I want you to thank me now, for the present I gave you."

The present?

"The present that allowed you to experience giving B the pleasure you never could before, as if you were a real man, and not some simpering shrimp-dick cuck."

"What? You want me to…"

"Thank me. That's right. For giving you the experience of pleasing your wife, as a real man would."

Am I really going to say it? He's staring down at me, and I immediately buckle under the pressure to comply. How does he hold this power over me? Just this once though, just this one afternoon, and then I'll escape his clutches, then I'll be free.

"I, er… thank you."

"For what?"

"For giving me the chance to please Bailey like a real man." I almost hear a thud as my self-esteem hits rock bottom. I want the floor to open up and swallow me, so I don't have to see her reaction to what I've become.

He breaks out into a broad smile. "That's Miss Slater to you, but OK. I accept your gratitude." Then he gathers both of us into a three-way embrace, holding my head down into his shoulder.

"It's all good, it's all good!" he whispers.

I wouldn't bet on it.


20 Presents

Breaking off suddenly, he holds us both at arm's length, excited.

"Presents!" he announces like it's Christmas.

He collects some bags, takes out some boxes, and carries them all through to the living room area, where he indicates I should take the armchair while Bailey sits next to him on the couch.

"Look," he's fondling the smallest of the boxes. "I've managed to rearrange some commitments so I could be here for this important afternoon."

Those last two words linger, until I have to mentally put them to one side, away, so I can stop thinking about what's to come. I know it will involve my debasement somehow, but if I can just suck it up till the cage is off, then I'm out of here. Who knows what will transpire after that, but worrying about a future possibly without Bailey isn't a luxury I have right now. Just gotta get through the afternoon…

He clears his throat to speak.

"Let's recap. Stephi, you've made some good progress in your submissive role, you're putting our wishes first, starting to realize that what you want doesn't matter any more. In fact you'll stop wanting things for yourself at all eventually. I think deep down you know this is for the best, that it's what you need."

He's scrutinizing me, so I try to hide my reaction, just let the words wash over me, but it's so tough.

"For this to work, I mean really work, long-term, you have to be molded into the image of what pleases us, which will benefit you so much when you realize your full potential, when you become a fully authentic, self-actualized version of who you really are: a submissive people-pleaser, a service sub."

Somehow those words penetrate my defenses. It's not true… is it? I know I've been called a people-pleaser before, at work, perhaps unthinkingly sacrificing my own ambitions for the team, doing the more menial, mundane tasks as required. Until my colleagues got noticed, promoted up the ladder, and left me behind. Yes, I do what I can to help, and try to avoid confrontation, but that doesn't make me submissive, does it? I mean, I do most of the cooking now, and my share of the housework, but that doesn't make me a service sub. I guess it's not alpha male behavior, but isn't ‘alpha' just a synonym of ‘macho dick' anyway? I've never aspired to that. Bailey and I have always had a more equitable thing going. She doesn't really see me like that, does she? I look across at her but can't tell. God, I hope not.

"And you need to please us, yield to us, give up your emotions, behavior and lifestyle to us. It's not just you providing a service, with your chores and housework. Our service is taking responsibility for you, your training and life, and your total obedience is simply repayment for that. In a successful cuckold relationship like this, we're all working to give the others what they need. You see? It all works together in perfect harmony. Symbiosis."

"That's so true!" chimes in Bailey, enamored by this revelation.

And then I have a flash of understanding of my own. He's not just speaking to me - it's for her. It's indoctrination. He's like some cult leader. Even the patterns and rhythms of his speech, his soft deep delivery, they're kind of hypnotic. And then I realize his partner in crime, the accessory to my torture, isn't the real Bailey, but a brainwashed member of his cult. And all of a sudden, I'm even more frightened. But I know my Bae is still in there somewhere, if I can only get through to her.

"Stephi?" She prompts me urgently, as though I was lost in my thoughts and missed something.

I hate it but his flat intonation and piercing glare skewer me.

"I said, ‘do you understand?'"

I'm so jumpy right now. "Yes Sir, sorry Sir, yes, I do understand, yes."

Bailey's concerned features melt into an amused expression.

"Aww, baby, look at you! It's all so clear to me now. I can't believe I didn't see it before, to be honest."

No, Bailey, please fight this, resist.

Be strong even if I can't. But his sermon isn't finished.

"As I've said before, every sub, every relationship is different, and figuring out what works is always a bit of trial and error. But as long as we learn from the experience, we'll get there. So, what have we learned about you, Stephi? Well, we know a cage helps you stay disciplined, don't we?"

He pauses again until I voice agreement.

"And being spanked. As much as you didn't like it at the time, I think you can now appreciate that it was necessary, and has been a real benefit moving forward."

My mind races back to being put over his knee, the pain, the shame. A warm prickly sensation takes over my ass.

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

"Now here comes the interesting one. I think your apron and time as Stephanie also really helped. Maybe you don't realize, but you were much better behaved after your little transformation. It's hard to be a tough guy when you're dressed and being treated as a girl, don't you find?"

No I don't like this, I don't like it…

"And when I came over today, you were already wearing it, as you knew you should be, like it's your uniform for this new role of yours. And yesterday got me thinking, most guys would have a little backbone, stand up for themselves, take a beating if they had to, to avoid the humiliation of being feminized, but not you. You just succumbed, put on your pretty little apron, climbed over my knee, and took the punishment you knew was appropriate, that you knew was what you needed, as our disobedient little servant girl. Isn't that right?"

"No, I mean, no Sir. No, I don't want it, I didn't want it, please…" My heart's racing. I don't want to believe where this is headed.

"You see how it gets you, what it turns you into? It's perfect. Now for your gifts!"

Please, please don't make me do this. He hands me the box and Bailey perches on the edge of the couch, as close as she can be while remaining on his side of the divide between us.

I fumble with the lid, but the impact of what's inside strikes immediately.

Bailey claps in excitement, "It's a Venus lady razor, and a Nair set for those hard to reach places!"

Shit. They're really going to transform me fully. No, please! I should say something, I should push back, I can't let this happen. But I'm so scared of him… The memories of my spanking are still flooding back and now I'm drowning in anxiety.

She turns to him, hugs him tightly, and plants a kiss on his full lips. "Thanks, honey. They're perfect!" she whispers, as though it were a present for her.

"Now this," and he passes the next box to Bailey to hand on to me. "Oh, let me guess! Are these the things we talked about?"

"Maybe…" he teases her, though they both clearly know.

Undoing the ribbon and wrapping brings a new horror to my eyes. Breast forms, C-cup, top-end from the packaging.

"The best money can buy, surgery-grade silicone, color matched to you. Bailey chose the size."

She's clearly delighted with them, and has no trouble placing me on her side of the gender divide. They wobble in her hands as she holds them up against her own chest, as though to try them for size.

"I thought C would be perfect, so we have matching breasts! Although  your frame's slightly larger, of course. What do you think, baby? Do you like them?"

What does she expect me to say.

"Answer her, Stephi."

This is where I'm supposed to refuse, to fight back, I know that.  I've had enough, I have, but… can I do it? But he's there, and he'll just stop me, and punish me again, and I can't, I can't go through that again, and…

The spiral of panic accelerates with every shallow gasp of breath. I manage to get enough control to speak, but I hear the words as though spoken by someone else, unable to accept they are mine.

"Yes, Miss Slater, they're very nice, thank you."

Whichever version of Bailey this is in front of me, she's over the moon with my response.

"We had to get you some new lingerie, to accommodate your… fuller figure? But it's more than worth it, isn't it Max?"

He hands her yet another package, which this time she opens, and holds up its shiny black spandex contents, thicker in places with its extra padding.

"It's shapewear. A high-waisted boyshort that'll help cinch in that tummy, add to your hips and butt. And a wonderbra to push up your new rack. I'm so excited to see the new you! Aren't you?"

No, no, please don't make me do this. "Yes, Miss Slater."

"And what would a girl do without her shoes?" Mr Fuller has been tagged back into the relentless attack. He lifts the box lid, and proffers them to Bailey for her inspection.

"Oh, nice." She picks up one of the patent black ladies moccasins to rotate in her hands. "Low heel, but still feminine. I like the little bow on the front in place of the tassel. Very professional. I approve!"

What does she mean ‘professional'? It's all too much to take, to take in. I feel something rising up in me again, but I can't let it bubble over, like yesterday.

"And the final touch, the cherry on the cake… Your new hair." Max hammers the last nail into my masculinity's coffin.

He fetches the largest box, a cube, and brings it over to me in the armchair, perhaps so he can stand over me. His looming presence is so unnerving.

There in the box, on a head-shaped stand, is a wig, the brown color of my own hair. Pulling it out, I can see bangs, then the fall of wavy, shoulder-length tresses. I guess I should have seen this coming, but it still shocks me. There's an audible gasp, and my lungs fill with dread.

"You are just going to look so darling when we've finished with you!" enthuses Bailey.

I can't just sit here and let this happen, I can't. I'm going to say something, I have to stop this.

"No! No, I mean, I can't, please, please don't make me do this…"

But even in that instant, I feel my courage, myself, eroding. There's something like a stone in my throat as I struggle for breath. Blinking through my blurred vision, I notice my tears - what's happening to me?

The rumbling tones don't resolve themselves into words at first, but then I hear him, his voice soft but sinister.

"Now now, Stephanie. We went through this last night, don't you remember?"

I wince at the reference, and let out a strange noise like a little squeal.

"Let me tell you, whatever little rebellion you're planning to stage won't happen - I've done this more than a few times, you know, so make it easier on yourself and give up on that fantasy this second."

I'm trying to avoid eye contact, but he lifts my chin and fixes me with his stare.

"Any trace of disrespect or disobedience and you know where you'll be headed, don't you, Stephanie?"

My crumbling resilience blows away on his words. How could any man let this happen to himself? But I'm powerless to prevent it. Aren't I? Why don't you stand up for yourself, you scared little wimp, you little sissy? Maybe I am, maybe I'm all those things. I hate myself right now.

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

"Good, good. Now, why are you wearing those ridiculous things under your apron? They look like men's clothes for goodness sake. Miss Slater's going to help get you fixed up, aren't you, B?"

"Oh yes! Don't look so frightened, baby. This is going to be fun, a bit of girl time together!"

She stands, pulls me up join her, then they both load me up with all the gifts, the instruments of my torture. I'm commanded to follow Miss Slater and take them to our bedroom, then onto the bathroom with the razor and hair removal cream.

If this goes ahead, if it actually happens… I'm not sure there's any coming back from this.

21 Depilation

"Come on, baby. Wrap this towel around you, no, up over your chest, that's it."

She takes my hand and helps me step out of the shower, leaving behind all my body hair, the last vestiges of my masculinity, swirling down the drain.

"You see it wasn't so bad, was it, baby?"

Bailey's excitement for this whole thing stings me. It's like she expects me to share her feelings.

"Come on, let's get you creamed up."

While she's pulling various pots and tubes and bottles out of the cabinet, I try to make sense of what's just happened. Her tone was kind, as though talking to someone vulnerable, me - I guess I am right now. But also anxious in some way, that I would disappoint her and cause more upset. But if she were keen to avoid that, I was desperate to.

On entering the bathroom, about the first thing she said was, "You will be good, won't you Stephi? I'd hate to see you punished again, please, I don't think I could take it. So you'll do as you're told? Please? For me?"

How was it me being cast as the one who might let people down? I found myself nodding though, but it didn't stop her flow.

"Because, you know what he'd do, don't you? You know he'll ask me, if you've been a good girl, and I won't be able to lie, so you will be a good girl, won't you, Stephi? Won't you?"

I was trying to avoid eye contact, but looking down all I could see were my ‘presents' strewn around the floor, reminding me of what was to come. Her eyes bore down on me until I actually vocalized a response. "Yes, Miss Slater."

"Well, go on then. Strip!"

I was kind of numb as I undressed and piled up my clothes on top of our little cabinet, my consciousness only pricked when I had to pull down my boxers to reveal the little pink cage.

"That's nice, baby. Now you get in the shower while I take these clothes. I don't think you'll be needing them this afternoon!" She smiled at me, but to herself.

"Here, use this," and I took the pink bottle of scented body wash, while she picked up my clothes, crowning the pile with my wallet and phone off the cabinet.

The feminine scent absorbed into me while I washed, but in a blink she was back and removing the pink razor and hair removal cream from their box.

"You're going to feel so nice when you're smooth all over, I promise. Now, shall we get this shave cream on?"

If not for the damn cage, I would have been so hard for those next few minutes, it was so arousing, her smoothing the foam over almost every inch of my skin, working me up into a lather with it. The control, my incarceration, my growing horniness and inability to satiate it - I was almost shaking with frustration. The sensation of her dragging the razor over my skin leaving trails of tingles in its wake was almost too much to take. When all that was left was my ass crack and the bush under the cage, she paused tantalizingly.

"Well, now, we have a little conundrum…" She reached over for the Nair hair remover.

"We can do your boy pussy fine…" Oh, those words - I knew instantly what she meant but I couldn't... I just can't process them. Best not even try.

"But what about your little clitty?" She grabbed my cage with force, and got up close, a serious determined look falling into place. She wasn't messing around. But then she started fondling it, caressing it, and her eyes closed on a deep erratic breath, betraying just how much she was turned on by this whole thing.

"We're going to have to let her out, aren't we? For a few minutes, I mean - don't get your hopes up!" She was staring right into my eyes, challenging me almost.

"You'll be good, won't you baby." Again it wasn't a question. "Because you know what will happen if you're not, don't you… don't you, Stephi?" Apparently this one was.

The thoughts swirled around my head. Shit, will she actually let me out? Will I take the opportunity? Or is that just going to make things worse? I mean, he said I'll be released, later, after this latest round of humiliations, sure, but he's a man of his word, isn't he? Oh my God, what's going to happen now? 
 

I was so jumpy right then, maybe heightened by the prospect of release, I didn't know what to do.

"Stephi?"

On my nod, she rummaged in her purse then retrieved from her wallet a small key.

"Well looky here…" Her tone, her mocking singsong delivery - did she have it all along? No, surely not, but…?

"Now, you promise, OK? No silly ideas!" After inserting the key, she never broke eye contact until she was ready to place the horrific device on the side. With a squelch, she emptied some Nair into her hand, and then locked back into her stare. Feeling her way around my parts, she applied the thick goo, around my lower stomach, and down to my sac, and underneath.

Now it was my turn to close my eyes and struggle to breathe, the sensations, the touch I'd been longing for, for what seemed so long - I could feel the blood return. Her hands manipulated me round so she could access my ass, pushing up on my perineum, then groping my right up my crack and pressing my anus like I would her pussy. Oh my God, she is so hot, this is too good, this is…

And then she returned to my front, to my cock, now beginning to stand, smearing the cream up its length.

"You said you'd be good. Don't go getting all disobedient on me," and with that she slapped my cock hard enough for it to throb, then turned to wash the cream from her hands in the basin.

"I'll be back in five. Don't even think about touching yourself!"

And I was alone, out of my cage, but standing here naked, almost completely bereft of body hair, or fight. All I could think of was Bailey, of how much I needed release, to cum, and I was halfway there, nearly there, but I couldn't, I couldn't touch myself with all this stuff all over me, or I'd be in so much trouble, not just with her, I was sure, but him too. No, it didn't bear thinking about, I would just have to get a grip, take a deep breath, try to focus on something else. Nope, that didn't work. Each time my mind instantly sprang back to Bae, to my cock, my emptiness, shakiness, my need…

But then she came back with her little satin bathrobe, the black one with red and pink flowers, hung it on the back of the door, then turned her attention back to me.

"Right, you, let's get this seen to." God, she didn't mean… did she?

She grabbed the washcloth, wet it, then approached my aching, tingly groin. Those feelings grew as she held me, to wipe me down, up my ass, around my balls, along my cock, rinsing it off each time before returning. I was fully erect now, and just needed a last push to send me over the top, but just as my hope reached new levels of desperation, she crushed it.

Taking the shower head, and twisting the dial to ice cold, she doused my stomach and groin, causing an instinctive recoil and sharp intake of breath.

"Come on now, you're not going to fit into your little cage if we don't do something about… that," and, as if she needed to, she gestured with a furrowed brow. "Stand still!"

I tried, I tried. I knew my chance of gratification was disappearing, that I should just focus and get this over with, but it was so tough. And then the shooting pain.

Up through my core, from my groin, the pit of my stomach out through my silent scream. My brain shut down for just a second, and then the dawning realization she had just slapped my balls. No, how could she…? I looked down imploringly, but she wouldn't meet my gaze.

"I'm sorry, Stephi, but I had to do something, didn't I? What would you have done? Oh, don't give me that look, it worked didn't it?"

In just a few moments, my deflating member was almost small enough to fit. She redirected the icy water back on me, "Hold still!"

"Bae, please…?" I was shivering now, my focus on making it stop, but her face suddenly took on a sterner expression.

"It's Miss Slater, to you! Remember, Stephi?" And she flicked my balls again.

The pain - I had to close my eyes on it, to get through the shooting, aching, throbbing pain, barely conscious of anything else taking place. But then I heard the foreboding click, and knew that any decision about exploiting this opportunity had been taken away from me. I looked down, and there it was, the tiny pink cage, and all the feelings of constraint and submission rushed back to fill my head.

"That's better, isn't it, Stephi?" The long pause again, and the subtle shake of her head, warning me not to do anything she would have to report back to Mr Fuller.

"Yes, Ms Slater," was all I could manage, but it sufficed.

And now here I am, watching her go through enough bottles, pots and tubs to fill an apothecary.

"It's really important for a girl to moisturize, you know? And then we can start making you pretty. Oh, this is going to be so fun!"

God knows how far she's going to take this.

22 Transformation

After she's overseen me smear myself in body lotion, she tosses me her robe to wear. I take a second too long looking down at it in my hands, trying to accept what it symbolizes for my immediate future.

"Go on, then. It's a bit late to be having second thoughts now," she jokes. As if my first and only thought isn't how to end this humiliation. But of course I do what I'm told.

The feeling of the satin slipping over my completely smooth skin shocks me, the sensations, almost tingles. God, what's happening to me? The glints of light off the shimmering material catch my eye, the bursts of reddy-pink petals, all so unforgivingly feminine - my brain struggles to reconcile the pleasurable sensations with the feminine robe, and the fact it's me who's wearing it.

My reverie's broken when Bailey rubs my upper arm through the material.

"It's nice, isn't it? Knew you'd like it. Now, come through to the bedroom and we'll get your makeup on."

She has an added spring in her step as I follow her through to my fate. Some of Mr Fullers' ‘presents' are on the bed. She must have put my clothes away, but my wallet and phone are on her vanity.

"Oh, you won't be needing these just now," and they're hidden away in the drawer.

She pulls out the chair, but corrects me as I go to sit down facing the mirror.

"The other way. I want the big reveal moment at the end, to see your face."

I shudder. "We… I… you don't have to do this, B… Miss Slater, please…"

"Aww, look at you, baby. You're shaking. It's gonna be OK, you know? You silly thing." She holds my shoulders, speaks softly into my eyes. "And yes, I know I don't have to - I want to. I'm so excited for this you can't imagine!"

She smiles and holds my gaze until, broken, I look down. My lip quivers and I concentrate on getting my erratic breathing under control.

"And anyway, am I going to have to tell Mr Fuller you went against his orders?"

My eyes flit back up to her face in panic, and she's still staring, smiling, enjoying this.

I can't get the words out fast enough. "No, Miss Slater, no, please."

"Good girl." She waits till the words land, then it's she who breaks eye contact to gather all the cosmetics she's about to inflict on me, all her instruments of torture.

She starts by plucking my eyebrows, adding injury to insult.

"You're squealing like a little girl! Don't be such a sissy!"

"It hurts!" I can't keep the childish petulance out of my voice. Did ‘sissy' just mean wimp, or one of those simpering lady boys I saw when we were first getting into this? God, look at me now - is that what I'm becoming?

"Look, we're nearly done. I'm just tidying them up a little. Imagine what you'd be like if I were doing them fully!"

After that, time passes slowly, measured out in tubes of cream, powders and brushes, pens and pencils, with her teaching me the name and use of each product as we go. She even paints my nails a dark pink, making me bend my wrists in the most horribly girly manner, then splay my fingers carefully on my lap as they dry.

I can't work out from her intonation whether the comments are genuine or intended to wound as much as they do. "This is so your color… Your skin's not too bad considering... Your lips are really quite feminine… You've got beautiful eyes… Oh my God, you're actually pretty…" Each one accompanied by an encouraging little smile.

They don't need a response, but I'm in such a stupor I couldn't anyway. My mind is unable to accept the reality of this torture, or that I'm too weak to even try to stop it happening. What kind of man would allow this? Let himself be made up as a girl, a sissy! Maybe I deserve it after all. No! I catch myself. No, this is not your fault. Just do what you need to do to get through this, get this cage off, then go, escape, and everything can be rectified later. But something in Bailey's manner tells me there may not be any way back from this.

She has me look up, then down, as she waves her mascara wand over my eyelashes, then the pair of false lashes in her fingers.

"Head back, eyebrows up, eyes half-shut," she instructs, and attaches them to my eyelids. They're in my peripheral vision, like some bird flapping its wings, everywhere I look a constant reminder of my feminized state.

"Nearly there," she says cheerfully, like I'm impatient to see the results.

A coat of some horrible sticky stuff covers my lips as she furrows her brow in concentration, an artist at work putting the final touches to her masterpiece. Then from the box on the side she pulls out the wig on the stand, and places it behind me on the vanity.

"Let's just get you tidied up." She brushes my slightly unkempt hair back, pinning it at the sides, before covering it in enough hairspray to also coat my lungs.

"Oh, I'm super excited! You must be too, hey Stephanie?" And her eyes narrow to scrutinize me, savoring my discomfort. Grabbing the wig, she fits the back, then the front, tucking in stray hairs and wiggling it around until she's happy. I know she is from the broad grin that spreads across her face. My mouth contorts as I feel the hair hemming me in, my bangs, over my ears, around my neck. This new feminine world is closing in on me.

"OK, ready?" No, I will never be ready for this.

She covers my eyes with a hand, and with the other guides me to stand, turn, then sit back down in front of the vanity's mirror.

"Ta-da!" She whips away her hand. My vision returns but I can't comprehend the sight in front of me. Is it a woman? Pink robe, brown hair, bangs above long fluttering lashes, smokey shimmering eyes, shiny pink lips. What…? Who…? In the reflection, she gasps, and dark pink fingernails rise on a hand to cover her mouth. She's…me? I turn my head sideways to see the full effect, and she copies me exactly. Oh my God, what has happened to me?

I'm staring, transfixed in horror, which Bailey takes to be pleasure, pride even.

"Don't you just love it! Silly question, I can see you do! Who would have thought Stephanie was such a babe!"

I don't rise to it, I'm overcome still trying to process it all. It's horrible, how natural it all is, the hair… it looks real. I mean she's a bit over the top, a bit too glam, a touch draggy perhaps, but definitely within the broad modern use of the female pronoun.

Somehow I managed to try one last time. "Bailey, please… do we have to go through with this? Please…"

She looks at me with what I think may be genuine concern, like the old Bailey has realized how fucked up this whole thing is, but then any of my remaining hopes burst.

"I think you're forgetting your manners, young lady. What did you call me?" She's serious, stern even, like it's no longer a game to her.

"Do you want me to ask what Mr Fuller thinks?"

"No, don't…" I blurt out, then remember what got me into this mess. "No thank you… Miss Slater." I feel such self-loathing right now, like I deserve this, such a scared shaking little weakling, I may as well be a little girl.

"Aww, that's better, sweetie. It's nice to be nice, and manners don't cost a cent, as Mommy used to say when I was a little girl. Come on then, you can't just look at how beautiful you are for the rest of the day. We've got to get ready."

I'm pulled to my feet, and she grabs the contents of the bag on the bed.

"Here, lose the robe and step into this."

I don't know why I'm nervous about being naked in front of my wife - my size in this damn chastity cage perhaps - but when I discard the robe I feel so vulnerable. She takes the shiny black padded boyshorts and holds the legs open for me to step into, then pulls it up, over my ass, up tight over my cage between my legs. I feel so strange, the tight confinement around my groin and tummy, kind of empty, fluttery, restrained - in less humiliating circumstances, might it even be pleasurable? No, what the fuck's gotten into you?! Don't succumb to their manipulation. You're not some crossdressing little sissy.

She fiddles with the short legs, and the pads inside it to give me full hips and an ass, and pulls it up tight once more, this time right up under my bust, cinching in my tummy. The sensations emanating from my groin, make my eyes roll back in my head - oh that's weirdly good. If only I could get into this cage to relieve this growing tension.

"Nice ass, not much manhood showing, not I thought it would. Now boobs!" and she turns to retrieve the realistic breast forms.

"I'm so glad we went for a C-cup. Don't you agree, Stephanie? Perfect for a young lady like you, just developing into her womanhood!"

What can I say? What pretense can I muster that I'm some big strong guy who's going to stop it all, when I'm dressed like this. I have no fight, I've shown no resistance, I know I'll just go along with everything, until I get a chance to escape.

"Yes, Miss Slater." I hate myself for being so submissive.

She applies some substance to the back of the breasts.

"Wait! Is that glue?" I'm shocked.

"Don't panic, it's just to secure them. There's another tube of stuff to remove it. Aww, look at you sweetie. Try not to be so on edge. You might enjoy it more."

More? I couldn't be enjoying it less, could I? But then the growing pressure against my cage just now - that wasn't… that was just the physical sensations… wasn't it?

She attaches one of the silicone forms and instructs me to hold it while she positions the other, then both while she grabs the bra. It's so unsettling, standing here like this, as though I'm trying to preserve my modesty, as though these breasts I'm covering were really mine. After she's happy the glue has dried, she grabs the bra, and proffers the holes through which I feed my arms. She hooks me in with the fastenings in back, and checks the fits of the cups. I'm trapped, and can feel the weight pulling at my chest. How do women walk around all day with these things?!

She stands back to take in the sight, and her concentration relaxes into satisfaction. Then, a little shake of her head suggests disbelief - that it's actually her husband? - but she presses on.

"Just a few more things now. Hose."

Oh God no. After the physical reaction, the brief arousal, from the crotch of the bodysuit, I'm trepidatious of how this might feel. The shame and humiliation only increases with the thought this might actually be nice.

I step into the rolled up pantyhose she's holding for me, wobbling slightly as I lean on her crouching frame for balance, then… oh! The sensations, the feeling of her dragging it up over my freshly shaved legs, like a thousand little electric shocks. My mind fuzzes over, it's so good… I feel the pressure in my cage. Now the next leg, and I'm a mess of fluttery frustration. No, this can't be true, this isn't me, it's not who I am!

She stands and pulls up the waist, looking at her work. "Great legs! And hardly a bump." I'm not entirely sure what that means until she reaches to playfully slap my cage, sending more tingles around my lower body.

"Oh, nearly forgot. I got you these." She fetches something that she presents to me, opening her fist. They look like two pearls.

"Earrings! Don't worry, they're clip-on."

There is no indignity she won't put me through. They pinch rather than hurt, but it's one more thing I'm inescapably aware of, constantly mocking me for what I've become.

Next, she places down the black patent moccasins with the bow and small heel. Full of shame but no fight, I oblige - what difference does it make now, dressed like this? But they're tight, and it's a struggle before I finally get them on.

"Have a little practice, then."

The heel is unfamiliar but it's only a couple of inches so the walk up and down the bedroom presents no issues, or so I think.

"No sweetie, you have to use your hips more, sway your booty a bit."

What good is resisting now, so I try to do as I'm told.

"Good girl," says Miss Slater and somehow, my defenses now down, it penetrates my psyche, and I get a strange tingle inside.

"Now come here, young lady," and she stands back so I see myself for the first time in the full-length mirror. "What do you think?"

My lips part for the sharp intake of breath. It's not exactly a passable woman who looks back, but this person is feminine, pretty, only a few inches taller than Miss Slater even in these shoes. I instinctively turn side-on, a gesture that adds to the femininity, and which I instantly regret. She has curves, a waist, a butt, a rack even, and great legs in the hose. Inspecting the cleavage, I fail to spot the join - the fine edges and color are seamless.

I don't know what to say, what even to think. But for some reason I feel some emotion building in my stomach, then chest. I see the attractive face in the mirror tense slightly, her beautiful eyes fearful, and her glossy lips begin to contort. A gentle sobbing slowly emerges.

"Don't, you'll ruin your makeup and all my hard work!"

Miss Slater grabs my shoulders and turns me round to face her. This time her expression is warm and kind, "You're very pretty, Stephanie. Now let's get your apron back on, and we can go and show you off to Mr Fuller." My stomach drops.

"Hang on! Fragrance!" The sudden lurch shocks me, as she grabs the silver atomizer and engulfs me in clouds of feminine mist. I don't know how many of these barbs and humiliations she's planned or how many are spontaneous when she spots an opportunity, but she seems to enjoy them all the same.

"There you go… Princess!"

She waits to see the effect of the name, but I'm so broken, I'm not sure I give her anything extra.

"Don't pout. You look cute!"

I don't think I can sink any lower.

23 A New Position

Miss Slater instructs me to follow her. This whole thing is so demeaning, but I'm so scared of what might happen that I just obey. My heels click, my hips sway, and the frills of the apron swish around my pantyhose covered legs. As we're approaching, she coughs to get Mr Fuller's attention.

He looks up from his phone, gives her a smile that evaporates as he moves onto me. He stares transfixed, though I can't hold his gaze for long. I wish my bangs were long enough to hide behind. I can feel my heart beating, I'm terrified of what comes next. After an interminable few seconds of his eyes wandering over my whole body, he breaks the silence.

"Wow!" He glances to Miss Slater and grins, then more seconds before he speaks again. "Wow, what a transformation - great job! Who'd have thought this young lady was in there all the time waiting to come out! You've done an incredible job, B."

"Aww, thanks, honey."

They're talking about me, not to me, underlining my lowly place in this three-way relationship, but at least I don't have to respond.

"And you were right, each of these little steps, pushing him further each time beyond his limits? That's so much fun, such a turn-on."

"Good, good, that's how it should be with a cuck. Remember he's a she now though, in this mode. That's important, another little humiliation to bring you pleasure and help her learn her role."

"Yeah, sorry, you're right. Isn't he, Stephanie?" Her attention's back on me, anticipating the little dopamine hit she'll get from my further abasement. Her brows raise above smiley eyes, waiting.

"Yes, Miss Slater," I can't look at her as I say it, but I hear her snicker.

"Let me get a photo of you two," he says, and raises his phone.

No, he can't, I can't let him. There can't be evidence of this, after it's over, after he releases me from this chastity cage, like he promised, and I get out of here. But what do I do? What do I say, to stop him taking it? I can't…

He sees my turmoil. "What sort of face is that!" he mocks. "Smile, say cheese." I hear the machine-gun effect of a burst of pictures in quick succession. "Seriously, Stephanie, smile!"

This time his intonation indicates this is no longer simply teasing, but rather an order, which I have to obey. I can't give him an excuse not to release me. I try to master my emotion, my expression. I cock my head and bend one knee slightly, flutter my long lashes, and give him my best feminine smile. After the first burst of photos, I feel Miss Slater turn to kiss my cheek ahead of another burst.

"Aww, that's lovely," he says. How can such ordinarily nice words sting so much?

Mr Fuller moves on. "And how was she, while you were so kind as to help her look like this? Did she appreciate it?"

"Well, there were a few bumps along the way, weren't there, sweetie? But we got there."

It's horrible, as though standing here like this is something I actively worked toward. But it's the innocuous word ‘bumps' he picks up on.

"What do you mean ‘bumps'? Did she disrespect you?" Shit, he's getting all serious again.

Miss Slater notices and tries to diffuse the situation. "No, no, not like that. Just a couple of little struggles to come to terms with it, that's all."

"OK, but did she appreciate your help? I mean, did she even thank you?"

Oh no, I sense where this is going, and feel my stomach lurch. Did I? I mean it was torture, why would I? But I should've known the rules of the game. I can't remember, did I thank her?

"Well, no, not exactly. But I didn't ask her to either." She's trying to support me.

"Irrelevant. As a cuck, she should be appreciative of any attention we show her. She should know that. I thought after yesterday she'd learned how important respect is to me, to us, to this dynamic."

No, no, please, he's blowing this up again, I know it. He said if I was good, he'd remove the cage. He's manufacturing this to keep me in it, to keep me here. I don't know what to do, but have to try something, however late.

"Please, Miss Slater, I'd like you to know how grateful I am for you taking the time to transform me like this. Thank you..." My voice falters as I see him shaking his head.

"No, no, no. It's too late for that now. This isn't some game, some show you can put on. It needs to come from inside, your very core, from who you are. You need to truly understand we are your superiors, you exist to serve us now, that your pleasure is derived from obedience. You need to believe unconditionally that we do what we do for the good of us all, for our relationship, even when it feels hard for you. When you really submit, really feel that inside, it will come out in your every interaction, everything you do, authentically. You can't fake it."

I feel my rising panic. "Please, please, Mr Fuller… I do understand, I do. Thank you… thank you for teaching me. Thank you, Miss Slater for dressing me, for my makeup, my lingerie… Thank you both, I love you both so much. Thank you…" I gasp through my shallow breaths and wobbling lips.

Please work. Miss Slater's face is sympathetic, but turning to Mr Fuller, I'm met with strict aggression.

"It's nice to hear you love me, your bull and master." Shit, did I actually just say that? I'd say anything right now.

"But, despite your progress, this afternoon's disrespect and lack of gratitude shows you need a little more… guidance."

No please, no I don't, please. I inhale, about to launch into desperate begging, but he senses my intentions and raises a single finger to stop me.

"No, Stephanie. We must do this. Because we love you too."

That word ‘love' sends a shiver down my spine - straight from the gaslighting playbook of some cult leader - but it's the sight of him starting to unbuckle his belt that strikes real terror into my heart.

I can't say anything, I've been silenced. I know anything that comes out will only add to my punishment. I give Miss Slater an imploring look, but hers is only of intrigue.

"Come here and lean over the table, palms on the top. B, you come to. You're going to do this."

"Me?" she says in surprise. "Oh I don't know, I'm not sure I could…"

"Oh, you can. You must. You have to learn to enjoy this too. To flex the power you have over someone is a wonderful thing. To truly control someone, to dominate them into absolute submission will bring wonderful rewards, to both of you. I know it's hard, that it's new for you. And she's still your husband after all. It's not going to be easy. At first. But it will become natural for you to discipline her too. I promise."

His delivery is that of an evangelist. I remain unconverted, dumbfounded, unable to take in the full magnitude of his speech. Wait, did he say ‘still your husband'? Did that ‘still' mean ‘nevertheless' or ‘for now'?

He snaps me out of it. "Stephanie, come on!"

It makes me jump, and scurry over to the dining table on my low heels. I look up to him, feeling scared and smaller than ever before. He glares, daring me to leave it any longer before I assume the position, palms on the surface, bent over, presenting my butt. In spite of my hair band, the lengths of my new hair fall forward, blocking out all but the tabletop directly below my face and the back of my hands on it with their horribly feminine pink nails. He undoes the bow in back of the apron and the skirt falls to the sides. The fingers I feel either side of my waist pull my hose down to my knees, then peel the padded shorts down my thighs. Exposed, I feel the cooler air on the bare flesh of my ass, which prickles in anticipation.

Miss Slater moves out of sight behind me. Not seeing them makes it worse.

"Take it, fold it in two… that's it. Hold the buckle end - this is a punishment, not torture." I beg to differ.

"Aim here, not too low, sideways." I feel his fingers trace an area on my buttocks leaving a trail of excited nerve endings.

"Oh, I don't know…"

"You can do it, trust me. Raise it so you can swing horizontally, that's it. Now, bring your arm through."

I'm so tense, steeling myself for the imminent pain. But nothing comes.

"Trust me," he says. Is that to both of us? He sounds like a preacher. Maybe he does know something I don't - he's successful, rich, there must be lots of things he knows, knows how to do that I can't.  What am I thinking? I'm so stressed. My mind is cracking, I feel it. I can't take this waiting, for the inevitable pain. I want to cry, but I'm too scared. I breathe when I can, between the spasms, the paroxysms of fear.

My mind is reeling now. Maybe it is best to give in - I can't take this tension, the anxiety, any more. Perhaps if I just admit defeat, embrace it even, it won't be as bad. At least I'll know, know what is expected of me, at least I'll be able to satisfy their requirements, do my duties, keep myself safe. Perhaps he does know what's best. God knows, I haven't made a raging success of my life. Maybe I should just comply, submit fully. That's what he said, isn't it? Is it my fault I haven't already? Maybe. God, have I brought this on myself? They deserve it, don't they? To be happy? Fulfilled? And if I can't give Miss Slater that, wouldn't I want her to get that elsewhere? Stop. Breathe… breathe. But my head's whirring so fast I can't stop.

If I'm such a submissive little scaredy cat, don't I deserve to be put in an apron, in a cage? And didn't I even get a thrill from the shapewear and hose? No, no, I don't deserve this… do I? Is this who I really am? Did he see something already there inside me? No, no. Oh, I don't know any more. And -

Whack! Ow, my butt! Stinging, now throbbing too.

"Oh my! I'm sorry, Stephi. Are you OK?" She doesn't want this, is still concerned for me - that's something at least. I don't get a chance to reply.

"Yes, yes, of course she is. Now that's a good start, but that was just a tap, and she's not going to learn anything from that."

No, no harder, please.

"And you need to focus on you too. Don't worry about a little pain now. See the bigger picture, what you're shaping her into. Feel the humiliation of her subjugation. Try to feel the pleasure of control."

"Yes, sorry, yes, I will."

I say nothing but my mind is shouting "no, please, Miss Slater, don't let him drag you into this, stay strong. You love me, I'm your husband, please -"

Whack! Ow ow ow ow ow! I don't hear my cry, my head full of deafening pain. So hard! Feels like she's cut my flesh. Stinging, throbbing, pain. I writhe around, shuffle from foot to foot, nothing helps. I know I need to keep my hands on the table or make matters worse.

"That's better. How did that feel?"

"I don't know. Not great. I feel bad for her."

"I know, I know, these things take practice. But don't be weak. She needs you to be strong."

"I suppose it is quite cute the way she hops around. And the pink marks that appear, like I'm painting her butt. She does look pathetic, and there's a certain kick from her being so weak that makes me feel… powerful, I guess?"

I can't believe what I'm hearing.

"Exactly! Now try again. But this time talk to her, tell why you're doing this, what she did wrong and how it made you feel."

Please, Miss Slater…

"OK, OK, let's do this." Her voice has changed, like she's rising to the challenge. It terrifies me.

"Do you know why you're being punished, Stephanie?"

My eyes are watering, my breathing on the edge of sobbing. I can't take in enough air, and struggle to speak.

"Yes, Miss Slater… I didn't appreciate your help... I didn't say thank you... I'm so sorry."

Whack! No, the hurt! My butt. Shooting pain ripping through my whole body. I can't contain it. It bursts through me, I'm crying, sobbing. My hands shoot back to try to soothe it somehow, in vain.

"Palms!" shouts Mr Fuller, and I fling them back down. I'm jiggling, dancing around, unable to find a position to alleviate my suffering. Gradually I become aware Miss Slater is speaking.

"...yes, young lady. You've disappointed me, and hurt my feelings, after all the effort I put in. It's just so… rude. And we can't have that from you, our cuck, now can we?"

"No, Miss Slater. Sorry, Miss Slater. I'll never do it again, I promise."

"I guess it is quite fun to get her into this state, this simpering mess," and for a second I'm confused before I realize she's speaking to him.

"Enjoy it, relish it. And know this is for her own good."

"Yes, OK. I think I get it a bit better now." That's not good news for me.

"Now, Stephanie. I forgive you, because I love you, but you will receive one more stroke, to help you remember, and help you understand your place now. You are our cuck and you will show us the utmost respect. And don't be resentful. I don't want you making us feel bad about training you like this. You'll be helpful and cheerful and polite. Erm… and feminine for the rest of the day, OK?"

"Yes, Miss Slater, thank you, thank you."

I hope to God I'm showing enough deference now.

"Er, that didn't sound very cheerful or girly to me."

The realization hits me, as hard as a belt strap, that I know I have to embrace this. It's the only way to survive long enough to have a hope of escape, I have to become who they want me to be. And maybe they're right, maybe this will be better for all of us. I raise my head, my eyebrows, and try to raise my voice and lift my spirits.

In the girliest voice I can muster, I say, "Yes, Miss Slater, thank you, Miss Slater. I'm such a lucky girl to have you and Mr Fuller to train me, to make the decisions and tell me what to do. I'll serve you however I can. I'm going to be so obedient, so respectful. Thank you, Miss Slater. Thank you, Mr Fuller."

It's horrific, mortifying, but until they deign to release me, I know it's my role now.

"Wow, I think you really got through to her. Well done, B."

"Did you get it?"

"All safely recorded for posterity." Not a video, not more evidence. "How do you feel now?"

"It is a turn-on, this power. Just seeing her like this, I'm so hot right now."

"It won't be long, B, and we'll scratch that itch. But you have something to finish off first I think."

"Yes, of course."

The conversation behind my back stops ominously. I'm in physical pain, but this waiting is agony. After the longest few seconds, I begin sobbing openly again. Has she changed her mind? Maybe I've shown them enough for her to stop? Perhaps, she -

Whack! Light. Pain. Stars. Heat. My legs buckle. I'm a sobbing mess, a pile of polka dot apron, a heap on the floor.

24 A New Role

Once the pain subsides enough, I begin to take in the scene. Miss Slater and Mr Fuller are still standing, talking, and I'm on the floor in my bra, wig, apron, shoes,  my boyshorts and hose round my thighs - a fully feminized cuckold. I hear the jangle of him re-buckling his belt, then he goes to sit on the couch. She bends down to speak to me, directly, as though he isn't here.

"Are you OK? I am sorry about that. But, you know, I did have to. It's not too painful is it?"

I can't compute her almost apologetic manner. And yes, it is painful, although the edge is coming off it slightly. It still burns, throbs, it's still seared into me.

"No, it's a bit better now," I manage. There's something about the exchange that resembles life before he came along, as if it were just us, working together on something. But now that's changed of course. Having the old Bailey back, even for just a moment, is worse in a way, as there's a witness to both before and what I've now become. I can't blank out the humiliation, forget the past and lose myself in my new role. Instead I'm constantly drawn back to how far I've fallen.

"Good, you know I'd never hurt you, don't you, baby?" I don't know how she wants me to take that, given all the recent evidence to the contrary.

"Come on. Why don't you sit up on the couch? I'll get you a cup of tea."

She helps me to my feet, pulls up my shorts and hose, and re-ties my apron in a big bow. It strikes me once more how beautiful she is, especially with the slightly rosy tint to her olive skin from her exertions. The low neckline on her oversized sweater reveals her cleavage and the start of her perfect rounded breasts. They are the same size as mine, I remember, and my thoughts return to my own predicament.

"Come here, silly." She adjusts my wig, and grabs a kleenex to dab my eyes. "Good job this mascara's waterproof. You could probably use a touch up, but I kind of like it. I don't know why, but I find it sexy knowing you've been in tears feeling so defeated." She sees something in my face, "Oh sorry, baby. Is that bad? Am I horrible?"

I get out an automatic "No, Miss Slater," which she pretends to take at face value. She smiles her appreciation and wrinkles her nose.

After settling me down, on the other end of the couch to Mr Fuller, she disappears through to the kitchen, then pops her head back round.

"Honey, I'm making tea, would you like one?"

Confused, I look up, but of course she's not looking at me. I should have realized, my old pet name of ‘honey' is now reserved for him. I get ‘baby' or even worse, ‘sweetie,' hardly the most masculine of terms.

"That's a good idea. Why don't we all have one? There's something we need to discuss." Those words prick up my ears - they don't augur well for me.

Once we're all sipping our drinks from the china mugs on the coffee table, Mr Fuller and me on the couch, Miss Slater on the armchair, he slowly gets round to his intended topic.

"Ah, my two favorite girls. Let's draw a line under all that unpleasantness before. It's good to do something nice together like this, as a family."

Every word is designed to push my buttons I'm sure, but I've long since given up the fight, and sit there nodding, trying to smile.

"You see, even as our maid, there's time to do things together, if you're a good girl, if you're obedient and follow the rules. You won't be punished unless you break them.   Don't forget that."

"Yes, Mr Fuller." Despite my shame, my response and the terms of respect are automatic now, ingrained into me. But the word ‘maid' sets my head spinning. It came up before, but I guess I glossed over it - this time it resonates with significance.

"Now I know you researched this lifestyle, and you probably read about boundaries, consent, hard limits and so on, which ordinarily I'm all over. But yours is a special case, Stephanie. You're so special it's a little different."

Miss Slater reaches forward to stroke my forearm in reassurance. "It's OK, sweetie. No need to look so worried." I try to adjust my expression, but I can't change my panic beneath the surface.

"B's right. This is a wonderful opportunity for you. To really serve someone. Really I'm… we're providing you with a service too, a chance to relinquish the stress that comes with control and power. We're absolving you of all responsibility for your life, and replacing it with a sense of purpose, if pride. All you have to focus on is the chore at hand. And the pleasure that you bring us through your servitude.

"You'll learn to relinquish self-will, give up trying to control everything, and discover the peace of mind that comes from that. Your will power wasn't working. We had to try something else, a new approach, to relieve you of all that stress, the responsibility and inevitable disappointment. And that is obedience, service, purpose. And whether or not you can admit it to yourself, you've submitted to that, to giving up that control to a higher authority. You crave the subjugation. So we'll decide your boundaries and limits, there'll be no safewords, and if you're struggling, you just come to us and we'll help you understand. OK?"

It takes me a few seconds to realize he's stopped. "Yes, Mr Fuller," I blurt out.

"Good. We know what a responsibility that is, and we don't take it lightly. But I promise, it will always be in your best interests - not in the manner your social conditioning made you believe perhaps, but by giving you what you really need, to be the best version of yourself, to live your best life, regardless of what anyone else might think of it. Your emasculation is not a punishment, it's a freedom. Your servitude is liberation. I know you don't really understand that yet, do you, Stephanie?"

He's talking in riddles, justifying his perversions with fucked up philosophy, but what can I say? "Not yet, Mr Fuller."

"No, but you will. You just need to fake it till you make it. Try that again but in a happy girly voice."

I get a tiny pang of self-loathing that I'm jumping to it without delay. My best high-pitched happy voice somehow makes my mannerisms more girly too.

"No, I don't fully understand it yet, but I will I'm sure, and until then I'll try my best, and try to make you proud of me, Mr Fuller, sir."

I surprise myself, and also him, from the look of the smile playing with the corners of his mouth.

"Good, you see? This is all for the best. And don't forget what you bring to this partnership, what you enable. Your loss of power has directly empowered Bailey. Have you noticed her confidence, her happiness these last few days - she's glowing. You did that, you gave that to her. And the love you have for her will only grow. To give up your claim on her so we experience that kind of pleasure in the bedroom is a wonderful thing to do. The compersion you must feel when you see her satisfaction - her dreamy post-coital state must fill you with love. And don't forget your own chance to lick her to orgasm - you know how much she loves that."

I turn to Miss Slater who gives me a loving look. I can't think about all he's just said, my little head can't contain it all, the implicit repercussions, the lack of reference to release from this cage and my own cock - in this feminine role, Miss Slater's term ‘clitty' almost seems more appropriate. Until I can break free, escape this whole situation, I just need to please him, please them. That's all I can do. By accepting my subservient, feminine role.

Hating myself for it, I try to be girlier. I sit up and push out my chest, then flutter my lashes, smile, and bite my lip. "Yes, Mr Fuller, thank you, and thank you, Miss Slater, too."

They share a glance and seem happy.

It's Miss Slater's turn to speak. "We're so proud of you, Stephanie, the way you're adjusting, and we know you're going to be a good girl while Max explains a few new things to you."

Breaking eye contact after a second, I continue to nod at the floor. I do, I just need to make them happy.

"Wait here, girls. I'll just grab something from the car." I can't allow my imagination to ruin riot, but it does anyway.

25 The Uniform

He's back in a flash with a suit bag, and a small box.

"I think this will really help you take on your new role in our household," he says as he passes the bag to me. Miss Slater joins him on his feet, standing over me.

I slowly pull down the zip, each click ratcheting up my anxiety. I see gray material, and white, and when I pull it free of the bag, it's obvious - a housemaid's dress.

I look up at them in horror. "A maid's outfit?"

"It's not an outfit - this isn't cosplay. It's a housekeeping uniform, from the same supplier as the Ritz-Carlton downtown. Professional, and not cheap I can tell you, but classy I think. There should be a half-moon apron and a little headband thing in there too."

In my shock, I almost forget what earned me my whipping. "Th…. Thank you, Mr Fuller, Miss Slater."

"Aww, that's OK, sweetie. You're going to look just darling."

"You're most welcome, Stephanie. But this isn't about fashion. This is to help you enter your new role, new life, with a sense of pride, professionalism, with respect and discipline… Well, what are you waiting for? Try it on."

My heart stopped at ‘new life'. Was I really going to do this, to step into this maid's uniform and role? I stare too long at the gray and white thick cotton.

"Come here, silly." Miss Slater breaks the silence and grabs the dress from me. She shakes it out, undoes the top buttons, and starts fussing behind me with my polka dot apron.

"Mind your head." She takes it off me and throws it onto the couch. It takes a second to realize I'm back in just my lingerie and shoes.

"Step into this." She pulls it up over me, fitting it on my shoulders, adjusting the thick white cuffs around my upper arms, and smoothing down the broad white lapels, which are unmistakably feminine and cut low enough to reveal my cleavage. Just that sight is like a bodyblow. She does up the buttons on the front, pulling it into place around my bust, and seems content. I'm trapped again, fixed in place. The dress done, she flicks the pleated skirt to see it flair out around my smooth pantyhosed legs.

"Now the hairband…" She looks above me as she makes adjustments, taking hair pins from somewhere to attach it firmly.

"And finally the apron…"

"Wait a second, B." Oh no, what now? Can this get any worse?

"You see that?" He points to my crotch. "I see a little baby bulge. Now I know it'll probably be covered by her new apron, but what if someone saw it without her apron on? She'd be really embarrassed, wouldn't you, Stephanie?"

I don't know the destination, but the journey is familiar. "Yes, Mr Fuller."

"So I got you this."

My fingers tremble as I open the box to reveal a different cage, steel, with the hood of the one I'm wearing. He takes it from me.

"It's curved to fit the contours of your body better, and flat at the front, so no unsightly bulges. Not after we squash those little marbles down anyway."

I feel the blood drain from my face, but Miss Slater seems ecstatic.

"Oh wow, it's so small."

"Yeah, it will actually push most of her clitty back inside her."

I hear the laughter in her breath as she exhales.

"I think it's better I do it this time, though, B. It might be a bit fiddly. There's a little bit that the head fits into so she can still pee."

"Sitting, of course."

"Of course. But she'll be getting used to that by now, even enjoying it maybe, as it reminds her each time of who she is now."

No this can't be happening. He said he'd free me, this afternoon didn't he? He can't fit another one? I know he claims I was disrespectful, but that was just once and I've been punished for that already. I haven't cum for a week, I need this. I've been good, so good, I've let myself become their maid, they can't do this…

He interrupts my panic. "You look agitated, Stephanie. Tell me what's wrong."

I don't know, I don't know. Should I say? I'm on high alert, I know he'll use whatever I say against me. There are danger signs everywhere.

"Stephi?"

I take a breath, remember I need to be super girly to get him on side, then bite the bullet.

"Yes, sir, sorry sir. It's just that… you said you'd take this chastity cage off… if I was polite and obedient. And I know I was ungrateful, but I understand that now, thanks to my training, but apart from that I've been so good, I've been such a good girl, I have, I…"

He steps forward, and I immediately shut up, intimidated. I think he's going to make a shushing gesture, but this time raises his finger to my lips. He's so close, and the physical contact makes me tremble.

"I know, Stephanie, I know. All that is true, and despite your rudeness earlier, I will keep my word. Now, hands on your head."

It takes me a second to understand it's an order, then obey quickly, at first surprised by the headband I'd forgotten I was wearing.

"B? Can you assist and hold up her dress?"

She steps behind me. "Sure, honey."

He crouches in front of me, and once more I feel him peel down my shorts and hose, this time bringing him eye to eye with my little cock in its tiny pink cage. My eyes flit around anywhere but down, like I'm having an injection and know something painful is about to happen, but can't bring myself to look.

And then click. I feel the unlocked cage being slid off, then my balls eased through the ring. He's touching me! I guess I'm free, but it's the opposite of elation I'm feeling. I close my eyes, not able to accept the reality of this humiliation scene.

"It's hardly sprung back to life, has it?" He handles me in finger and thumb, and I hear the mirth in Miss Slater's breathing behind me.

In my peripheral vision I sense him reach for the new steel cage, and can't stop myself. "But, but…"

"Yes, Stephanie? I want you to think about your words carefully before you speak, OK? We're so proud of all the progress you've made. Don't say anything that might disappoint us."

No, what do I do, what can I say? I want to shout about how fucking unfair all this is, about how he said he'd release me, not trick me into being locked up even worse immediately afterwards. I need to be free, to escape this whole fucking nightmare, start to put things right, start a new life if I have to. I can't do this, I can't let this happen. But… I'm so scared, so vulnerable. He literally has me by the balls, and I'm terrified, of him, of this new role, what I might become. Or am I terrified of who I really am? Of the submissive cuck he's seen in me? Of the sissy maid I've allowed myself to be transformed into, without running, without fighting back.

Panic and self-loathing wash over me. I'm drowning, gulping for air. I'm desperately trying to grab a life raft, some words I can say to stop this, but every plea I think of is immediately punctured by the voices in my head. "But you were released," he'd say, "twice - once in the shower. But it was on condition of you not being disrespectful, and we had to punish you for that. But it's better for everyone, especially you - look how it helps you focus and adjust to our new relationship."

Whatever I come up with instantly crumbles and blows away, and all I'm left with is begging.

Eventually, I master my breathing enough to speak. "Please… please Mr Fuller, you don't need to do that. I've learned my lessons… I'll be such a good maid, you don't need to put that on, I promise, please…"

"Shhh, Stephanie. But then you might get confused, might start thinking you're a man, and then where would we be?" I feel him wiggle my penis in his finger and thumb for effect, to emphasize the point, and I hear Miss Slater sigh.

"You might even start thinking about leaving us -"

"No, Mr Fuller, I wouldn't, I -"

"Shhh, Stephi. I won't tell you again."

That clamps my mouth shut. I can't let my panic earn me another punishment.

"We love you, Stephanie. We can't have you leaving us, you hear? Ever."

No. I can't speak, but my eyes are screaming.

"And what kind of Bull would I be if, as head of the household, I didn't support you, didn't help our cuck fulfill her true self? That's not the kind of guy I am, and I don't think it's who you'd want me to be either, is it."

It's not a question but it demands an answer, and my shaking head doesn't feel sufficient. "No, no Mr Fuller."

"Aww, that's nice, my two favorite people getting on." As she says it, she leans in behind me so I can feel her breath on the nape of my neck, then her chin resting on my shoulder. "So, are we doing this?"

"Yes," he nods and stares straight at me. I'm more vulnerable than ever. He takes hold of my sac, then my cock, and it tingles wherever I'm touched. I don't have the luxury of time to think about that. I feel the cold metal, him fiddling with something, then my cock being pushed back into me, a very strange sensation, not unpleasant in other circumstances. Then the click of the key in the lock, trapping me in these feelings of confinement, of fluttery submission, obvious emasculation.

"There we go, all done." I don't think I'll be going anywhere soon. My fate is sealed.

"Let me see, let me see!" squeals Miss Slater, coming round and lifting the front of my dress. "Wow, that's amazing! There's nothing there!" she laughs, then catches herself. "How does it feel for you, Stephi? Is it comfortable?" and she adopts a sympathetic expression.

I want to yell, but what can I say? "Yes, Miss Slater, it's OK, I guess."

She lets her mask drop. "Well it looks great, really suits you!" This time it's Mr Fuller who's amused.

They pull up my padded shorts and hose, and coo at the lack of bulge, the front almost completely flat. Miss Slater lets the dress fall, and attaches the white half-moon apron tightly, giving me a pronounced waist accentuated by my C-cup chest, and my padded hips and butt and flared pleated skirt. I realize for the first time, I am dressed fully as a maid, headband, gray dress with white cuffs and collars, white apron, low heeled shoes, hair and makeup. How can I have let this happen?

"You look very smart, doesn't she, B?"

"Oh, yes, feminine, professional, subservient - perfect!"

"Your uniform should really help you, don't you think? To take pride in your work, make our relationship more professional, give you a sense of purpose. It's all going to work out wonderfully."

Completely defeated, I manage yet another, "Yes, Mr Fuller."

"I thought the gray looked elegant, and it matches my own family's servants back home when I was growing up, but you might have your own preference I guess, so I got a black and a navy one too. You'll be able to rotate them when one's in the wash."

What? No? It's a slap in the face. I thought this uniform was for the day, another humiliation to put me through while he was here. No, it isn't supposed to be like this, this isn't a long term thing, it can't happen.

"They're in the car, why don't you fetch them for me?" His look is a strange mix of sternness and curiosity. I turn for help but am met by Miss Slater's excited disbelief.

No, please, it's the middle of the day, I can't go outside like this. Anyone could see. Please…

"Stephi? I said they're in the car," and then he does something I'm not expecting - throws me the keys to his Porsche SUV.

Is this a test? Am I going to take his car, drive off, flee this nightmare? But I'm dressed like this… How could I get this cage off, or even explain it? Where would I go? I don't even have my phone or wallet anymore. Would the car even work? It probably has some swanky tech I don't know about, like fingerprint ignition or something. If I took the car, and he reported it, what would happen to me then? God, if I got pulled over like this? Or even arrested, locked up? It doesn't bear thinking about. But what can I do? If I do as instructed, will the neighbors see me? It's a quiet street, the middle of a Friday when most people are out at work. Should I just do this, risk it? It's the line of least resistance, the least to lose? Oh, I'm so shaky, like I'm hypoglycemic, as though I might faint.

But my feet start making their way to the door. I hate myself, but know I'm going to do this.

Quietly pushing open the door, I peek outside. All quiet, thank goodness, not a soul around. I think. I bib the keyfob and the car unlocks. It's louder than I was expecting, and I'm already paranoid people's heads will turn at the sound. It's just a car noise, calm down. I try to walk like a woman, like Miss Slater taught me, so if anyone does notice, they'll just see a maid. God, I'm actually trying to be mistaken for a maid. What's wrong with me?

A breeze tickles my legs, and I feel exposed. I just need to do this as quickly as possible. To me the Porsche Cayenne looks top-of-the-range. I hate to think how many times my annual salary it's worth. Grabbing the two suit bags hanging in the rear seats, I scuttle back inside the house, all thoughts of escape a distant memory. Can you imagine if anyone saw me like this? I lean my back against the closed door and heave a sigh of relief. How is it I feel safer in here?

"That was quick," says a smiling Mr Fuller as I return his keys. I guess I've passed the test.

"Aren't you going to put your new dresses away, Stephanie?"

I hate the idea of these clothes staying in our bedroom, a constant reminder whenever I open the closet.

"In our room?" Their faces tell me it's a stupid question.

Mr Fuller takes over, speaking like I'm a child. "Well, let's think about this. What did you sleep on last night, Stephanie?"

I don't really understand. "Er, a bed?"

"Good, good. And where was your bed?"

"In the guest room?"

He shakes his head. "If your bed is in a room, that must be your bed room. See?"

They can't, can they? Kick me out of my own room?

Miss Slater tries to smooth things over. "Max just thought it would be best, you know, as he's the man of the house, that he should have the master bedroom with me. You understand, don't you, baby? Just while he's here this weekend?"

He's staying the weekend?! No, please, they can't be doing this to me. "But, but…" What do I say?

He speaks again. "Be careful with your words, Stephanie. You wouldn't want to make me feel unwelcome."

No, no, how am I trapped like this again, unable to voice any of this frustration, injustice, fear? But the time for fighting back has long since passed. I'm beginning to know my place, that I'll just meekly accept whatever indignities they put me through, like the submissive subservient little cuckold I am.

After enjoying my torment a little too long, Miss Slater twists the knife. "Is that OK? You do agree he's the man of the house now, don't you?"

As if I have a say in the matter. "Yes, Miss Slater.

"And you don't have a problem with this?"

"...No, Miss Slater."

"He's very generally offered to oversee your first few days in your new role. God knows I don't really know what I'm doing. So he'll be able to train you properly. Isn't that great?"

A little more of the old me dies inside. "Yes, Miss Slater."

"Well? Go and hang them in your room. Then maybe you'd like to get Max's case from his trunk, and make him some lunch to say thank you."

"Yes, of course."

As I walk to the spare room with my uniforms, I hear the muffled conversation and laughter from below. I feel both empty and full of swirling thoughts and fears about the weekend to come.

26 Friday Night Treat

Waiting in bed in the guest room, the memories and humiliations of the day's events haunt me. I wince at everything they said and did, and made me do, but mostly what I didn't do, how I just took it all with nothing more than a ‘Yes, Miss Slater' or ‘Thank you, Mr Fuller.' And the new cage! I'm pretty sure that if I'd left before that, I'd have been able to cut through the pink silicone, but with this steel one, there's no chance. Why didn't I go?

What with the chasity, my weakness, and Bailey's excitement about this whole thing, I don't see how I can get out. Much as it pains me to admit, I'm too scared to take him on, and can only hope she comes round, if I bide my time. Great plan, sissy boy! Do nothing but carry on being the feminized cuckold maid, and wait for your wife to want her husband back, if she still sees you as that by that time.

God, how will I feel about myself? I've been sitting down to pee for two days. Here I am in the wig and makeup she told me to leave on, and I'm even wearing another new set of lingerie - the same style pink lacy thong and bra as I declined last night, but in a larger size to accommodate my breasts. ‘My breasts' - that phrase, another nail in the coffin of my masculinity. Putting the bra on I eventually figured out I could fasten it at the front then spin it the right way round to fit the cups, and looking down, they looked frightening real. For a second I started imagining they were, the sensations through them, from the nipples, but then I caught myself. You need to get out of here before all this affects you permanently.

If I did actually pluck up enough courage to try to leave, the car's still blocked in by his stupid Porsche, and with the two of them in and out of our bedroom, I can't even get my wallet or phone back, which they've probably hidden or locked away anyway. And I have zero access to any male clothes other than my trench coat in the hall cupboard. A trench coat and pink skimpy lingerie? I'd probably get picked up by the cops for being a crossdressed hooker. Shit, I remember he now has photos and video of me dressed like this too.

Where would I go anyway? The number of my own friends has dwindled to naught over the years, replaced by couples, who, let's face it, would come down on her side if we did split up. The people at my remote job are only virtual colleagues, who I'm not sure would even recognise me in the flesh, without a rectangle around my head. And the only family I have I  see just once a year, and they're a flight away, my Mom with dementia in the home and Sophie, the sister three years my junior who is literally the last person on the planet I'd want to see me like this. Who could I go to? The dawning realization that I have no-one is terrifying.

My own lack of phone leaves me with nothing to do except lie here, tortured by these churning thoughts, waiting as instructed. It's only just after 8pm but I was told it was my bedtime, another of the ignomies I'm sure she's having fun dreaming up. I'd had a big day and must be tired, apparently, and had lots of chores to get up early for tomorrow. They wouldn't be needing me this evening, which you don't need to be a genius to work out the meaning of.

But Miss Slater also promised to come in first, to give me a reward for having learned the lessons of my punishment at her own hands with the belt, and for being a ‘good girl' for the rest of the day. Something strange is happening whenever she calls me that, more than a little disconcerting. It's like the solid rock of my masculinity, under the intense pressure and heat of the earth's mantle, is transforming into plastic magma. At those words, I melt somehow. The height of my humiliation and shame at my feminization fuses with her control, and affection and praise, sending out these submissive little tremors that scare me.

In kind sympathetic tones, she also thanked me for embracing my new role. Not that quietly obeying orders out of fear is ‘embracing' it exactly, but I wasn't going to turn down a chance to spend time with her alone. That's the only time I'm likely to get through to her, but who knows? Sometimes she's worse than he is, especially when she speaks down to me like a child and checks I've understood what I'm to do next. She's got a naturalness in her condescension that feels horribly permanent.

And the maid thing wasn't just for shits and giggles at my humiliation. They actually gave me a whole bunch of stuff to do. I prepared them a light lunch, served them, then disappeared to clean the kitchen. Nothing for me as they said I was watching my weight. Then dusting, vacuuming, polishing, which took forever. The house had never seemed bigger, despite Mr Fuller's comments on what a cute little place we had. By the time I'd cooked them dinner, I was exhausted. I was allowed a simple salad and glass of water, and felt a bit shaky but didn't know if it was from the lack of food or everything else.

I was still washing the dishes and thought they were snuggling up on the couch, when hands around my waist gave me a start.

"Hey, baby. Thanks for clearing up." Like I'd had a choice. But her dreamy voice piqued my interest.

"We… I'm really proud of you. You've really embraced this. You've done so well, honestly, been so patient, accepting… hardworking." She was hugging me now from behind, but I was on guard, wary of how genuine this affection was.

"I just wanted to say thank you, for being such a… good girl." There it was, the attack I'd suspected might be coming. But she wielded her weapon so deftly as to penetrate my defenses, and I hated myself for the subby little tingles it gave me inside. Solid rock melting into magma.

"I came through to tell you it's your bedtime. We thought 8 o'clock was reasonable. We won't need you later on, and you'll be tired anyway, and there are so many jobs for tomorrow that aren't going to do themselves, so you'll need to be up early."

I just stood there, staring into the washing up bowl. Every word cemented my role further.

"But I wanted to show you how much I appreciate you, love you, Stephi. It's time for your fun - not that you aren't loving every minute of it, deep down, all that submission and exquisite humiliation. Can you admit that to yourself yet? You will, in time. But now let's focus on your pleasure, shall we, to remind you what you're getting out of all this. Why don't you finish up here, and get changed out of your uniform. I've left some lingerie to change into on your bed, but don't take your wig and makeup off yet, OK? You must be wanting to get out of those shoes too, aren't you? New shoes always pinch a little, and women's shoes are obviously going to be a bit narrower anyway. I'll be in in a minute, to give you your treat."

I didn't know what she meant, but was too exhausted to think about it. But she was right about the shoes. Taking them off was a blessed relief, not to mention the shapewear constricting my groin and tummy, and the bra straps digging into my shoulders from the weight of my breasts. And now I'm here in ‘my' bed, not yet 8:15, and my gray uniform is hanging in the wardrobe next to its navy and black counterparts.

There's a light tap on the door and in walks Bailey. Her hands are full of sex toys - the vibrating magic wand thing she got when we first started thinking about livening up our sex life, tubes of something, that strappy harness she made me wear this morning, but not the dildo replica of Max's cock, instead a smaller paler one, but just as realistic. She puts them on the chair, pauses for a second at the foot of the bed, then grabs a corner of comforter, and whips it off. I feel so vulnerable, naked but for my wig and this pink lacy bra and panties, that I instinctively cross my legs and try to cover my chest and tummy with my arms.

Her smile broadens, eyes twinkle. She looks amused, excited even. "You know I'm as surprised as anyone, but you really do look kind of cute." I remain silent - is that supposed to be a compliment?

"I mean, you need to lose some weight, work up that booty, maybe a little nose job, but the foundations are all there. I reckon a couple of years on hormones you'd be passable." No, she can't mean it, she can't be serious! Is she?

She starts laughing, "Your face! Oh, Stephi, I know I shouldn't, but you're so easy to wind up." But I'm still not sure. Many a true word spoken in jest.

"It does turn me on though, seeing you like this. You know that right?"

"Yes, Miss Slater."

"Oh, there's no need for that, baby. I spoke to Max, and we agreed you need some downtime, and some aftercare."

"Yes… Bae?" I try the name cautiously, to see if it still feels natural.

She takes my arms and pulls me into a sitting position with her, at the end of the bed.

"So how are you, Stephi? How's it been, today? Pretty full-on, I bet."

I don't feel confident yet that this isn't another trap, and don't want to say anything to earn me another punishment.

"Erm, OK? I guess?"

It elicits genuine laughter. "OK? Is that it? We turn you, a grown man, my own husband, into a sissy cuckold maid, and that's the adjective you choose? Come on, baby, you've got nothing to fear now, I promise. Just open up, will you? Let me in."

Is this real? It feels like my Bailey's back, but that only makes all these horrors more real. My breath becomes erratic and I try to keep the tremors from my voice.

"Err, it's…horrible, it's awful. I hate it. I don't know how you can put me through it all, and with him. You make me feel so…powerless, so inadequate, so degraded!"

She looks sympathetic, concerned. "Don't sit on the fence, tell me what you really think," and after a second her face breaks into a warm teasing smile.

"Oh, silly! Of course! That was what we meant to do, that's how you're supposed to feel. But don't you also feel the tingles of humiliation, get a kick from your inadequacy, waves of horniness and frustration from being controlled, locked away even?"

"But… no… but…"

"Oh come on, Stephi, you're a cuck, of course you do. As much as you protest, it's obvious. Apart from a couple of lapses, you've been so compliant all day. The place is spotless! Even now, look at you, baby, how you're dressed, just because I told you to. You need to accept it. Just give it the weekend, let's see, give it a chance. You're the archetypal cuckold, and if you can get over your reluctance, stop beating yourself up about all this, you'll reap the rewards, we all will. OK… Cuckie?"

She ended softly, lowered her head to try to look up into my eyes, which had been steadfastly staring at my pink nails resting on my smooth thighs.

"Cuckie? Do you like that pet name? Will it help you accept your place, do you think?"

She continued to lock eyes, until I nodded my consent. What did it matter anyway?

"Don't worry, we'll help you push through this resistance. But let's just take things slowly, one day at a time. Let's just get through the weekend, and when Max goes, we can take stock. OK, Cuckie?"

It's fucked up, but I do appreciate her trying to bring me a little comfort, despite her being one of the main perpetrators of the crimes against me.

"Thanks, Bae."

For a fleeting second, this new situation fades from my mind and I lean in, on muscle memory, for a kiss. But then I see the micro-expression of surprise in her eyes, and her head turns so my lips land on her cheek.

She must see my surprise in return, and wrinkles her nose affectionately, then speaks with a mixture of embarrassment and sympathy. "I don't think that's… I mean, it's just…" It's like she doesn't want to tell me, then resolves to. "OK, I'm sorry, Cuckie, but Max wants me to keep some things just for him."

I thought we were making some progress, but now I crumple inside. One more thing he's taken from me.

"Actually, he doesn't think you should be allowed to fuck me either, even with the strap-on. He thinks it won't help your mindset."

No, he can't do that! She's my wife. It's not fair.

"Aww, Cuckie, don't be like that. We can still cuddle. Look, I've come in to see you, haven't I? To treat you."

She catches me looking down at the outline of my steel cage through the pink thong.

"Don't be so defeatist! It's like Max said, we just need to find a way to help you cum in your cage. Which is where these come in."

She picks up the magic wand, which is buzzing in a second and, before I know it, is applied to my cage. Wow! The volume increases but the vibrations shooting out around my body, up into my brain, are deafening.

"Oh, you like that, do you Cuckie?"

I lean back, arms propping me up, to give her all the space she needs. The epicenter of these shockwaves moves, around the cage, down onto my balls, up between my legs. Oh my God. It's so good. Am I getting hard? It's so weird, the tension. I look down and see the cage is still flat. But the pulses come harder. My back arches, my toes curl. And then it stops.

When I open my eyes, Bailey's excited. "See! There's so much we can try. I really think this is going to open up a whole new avenue of our sex life, you know?" She reaches across for the harness. "Let's see if you like this as much!"

I go to take it, but she pulls it back. "Not you, Cuckie, that's for me." She's not going to make me kiss it again, is she? I don't know why, but I'm nervously licking my lips.

"No, not like that, although making you a cocksucker was pretty hot!" She's still attaching the harness to around her waist though. "Turn over, get on your knees."

She can't be serious. The blood drains from my face.

"Oh, I knew you'd be like this. Lots of people do it these days, straight couples. It's just pegging, it's just anatomy. That's where you've got, you know, your main erogenous zone. What's there to be sacred of? It's just me…" Over the last few days she's proved she can do a lot that scares me.

I try to speak. "I don't know, Bae, it's just… it's too much. I don't want…" but she cuts me off before I can form a coherent argument.

"You don't want me to lose respect for you? Is that it? I won't, baby. I love you. I'll only have more respect for you, if you can stop running away from this, if you can embrace it. You'll enjoy it, I promise. And let's face it, how else are you going to get your kicks this weekend?" Her wink surfaces again to mock me.

"Come on, Cuckieee? Please…" She puts on a sad face and implores me with her playful pronunciation.

I'm at a crossroads. I mean, she's right about so many things, and just her vibrating wand felt amazing, but this? Is there any coming back from this? I don't know what I'm doing, but before I can decide, I'm turning over, on all fours, on the edge of the bed.

"Aww, thanks, baby. You won't regret it."

A moment later, I hear a squelch from one of the tubes, and am shaking as I feel her fingernails on my ass, pulling aside my thong, then shock at the cold wet sensation of her smearing the lube around my asshole.

"Now, butt up, put your chest down on the bed, arch your back, that's it…" I have to suspend any thought, and just do as instructed. I wish I could hide behind the long hair falling over my face. I press my pink bra and tits to the sheet, push my thong covered ass up in the air, and have never felt more vulnerable.

"I'll be gentle"

And then I feel it, the head, next to my quivering hole. Her hands grab my waist, and she starts to push. As she leans in, I feel the pressure growing, and suddenly it gives. Oh! This is really happening.

I become aware of being rocked, forwards and backwards, and I can feel her edging deeper into me each time. One last big push. Oh my God. She's in to the hilt, I can feel her fake balls on my ass. I feel so full, so vulnerable. After too many sharp intakes of breath, I finally exhale. God I want to get into my cage so badly, I need to jerk off right now. It's unbearable. But also it's kind of weird, kind of… good? My male brain starts to fill with shame. What am I doing, kneeling here like this, being fucked like a girl, like a sissy? But I can't let it win, I need this, I need to get over that, to get off on this, I need to accept it and just focus on the pleasure, just focus on the pleasure…

She begins to get into her stroke, slow, long, deep strokes that push my buttons each time. My head clears long enough to realize I'm moaning, and she's speaking to me.

"Oh, Cuckie, you see! I knew you'd enjoy it, being my little bitch, being my little… slut."

These sensations are all-consuming, I've never felt anything like it before. I can't even attempt to speak.

"Tell me, tell your mistress how much you're loving this, how much you love being my slut."

I hear but can barely process the command. A second later, she stops. Why is she stopping?

"Look, Cuckie, don't disobey your mistress, or you won't get any more of the good stuff, I'll withdraw your pegging privileges." No, please don't do that. I'm so horny now, so frustrated locked in my cage, I need this, want it so much. How have I become this so fast? But it's true, I'll do anything for her to continue.

"I'm sorry, Mistress, I love being your slut, please…"

She waits a second, and then... Fuuuck! I'm still hearing the "good girl" when she thrusts hard up inside me. That combination, the words, the sensations, they penetrate my being, blow my mind. It's not an orgasm exactly, but I'm so near, I want it so much. What is happening in my cage? The pressure, there's nowhere for it to go, it's coming back up into me, through me. I'm face down on the bed, rocking back and forth now, impaling myself on her cock, and then…

All senses end. There is nothing but the feeling, the vibrations, emanating out from my core. I begin to feel a body through which they spread, begin to hear the noise of silicone on steel. My erased mind starts to return, filling in the details around me, and I figure out she's using the magic wand on my cage, on her dildo, while fucking me at the same time. Fuck me, fuck me. The words are coming out of my mouth now.

"That's it, baby, that's it…"

But then it slows. I fear the worst, that this will end before my sexual release. No, I need to orgasm, I can't bear this, so close to the edge, but still so far, no.

"Please, please Mistress, don't stop, please, I'm close, I must be nearly there, please."

But her sympathetic tone shows she's had enough. "Aww, that's nice, Cuckie. I'm so pleased you enjoyed it. But I think that's enough for now.." I feel her withdraw, and am left empty.

"Please…"

Her voice becomes stricter. "No, I just said that's enough, didn't I? It's very rare to have an orgasm like this on your first go. It takes some sissies lots of practice to get there. So let's take it steady and we'll try again for your first sissygasm tomorrow, OK?"

I come to my senses slowly, and notice the drool on the sheet beneath my cheek. Fuck, what was that? I was close to - what did she call it - a sissygasm? Fuck, what does that make me? That was so intense, maybe they were right about me.

"OK?"

"Yes, Mistress." As the name comes out, I know somehow I've already taken on board that new title for her. It strikes me that I've been lost in myself, and failed to pleasure Bailey, although she does seem to have enjoyed exercising this new power over me, possibly even more than if my dick hadn't been locked away. "What about you, Mistress? Should I put on the harness?"

"Aww, that's sweet, Cuckie, but, no. That's alright. I'll get the real thing later."

It's delivered as a simple matter of fact, not designed to humiliate me, but it does, and the pangs mingle with my horniness, the physical sensations that throb inside, and I get even more turned on. I'm aching, shaky and mentally fragile. Damn, this can't be good for me.

"We'll leave these toys in here from now on. Make sure you wash this dildo - we'll douche you properly tomorrow. And then take off your wig and makeup. I put some remover and cotton pads in these drawers, and the basics for your makeup tomorrow. I hope you were paying attention earlier because I'm not going to do it for you every time! It's just a few things, foundation, highlighter, blush, lip and eye stuff. I'm sure you'll figure it out. We'll get you your own stuff of course, a palette better suited to your coloring, but it'll do for now."

Any hope that they'll grow tired of my feminization is forlorn.

"You should sleep in your lingerie. So you can't escape that girly feeling, especially when you wake up in it tomorrow. I want you to instantly remember you've been fucked like a girl."

I wince but with the obvious sexual pleasure I've just shown, I don't feel in a position to object, and simply accept my sleepwear. When I turn around and sit up, to show her the respect I know she's going to demand, she glances at my panties and smiles. I look down to see a small spot of pre-cum darkening the pink material, and spreading.

"Aww, you've done so well tonight, you know. I'm so proud of you. And this is so promising. If we can just take that extra step tomorrow, you'll have no reason to be released from your cage at all, will you?" The teasing is back, at least I think it's teasing.

"No, Mistress."

"Actually, you can call me Miss Slater again now. I think Mistress and Cuckie should be reserved for our special Cuckie time. OK Stephanie?"

Oh, Cuckie time… Maybe the promise of this again tomorrow might make the rest of the day slightly less unbearable. "Yes, Miss Slater."

"And you'll have to get up early, so I've set that little travel alarm there for 5 o'clock," and she nods to the bedside table. It underlines my position as a pawn in her carefully planned maneuvers. I'd normally just use my phone of course…

"Miss, Slater? Could I have my phone back, please?"

"No, Stephi, I'm afraid you're still a long way off having your phone privileges reinstated, and your wallet for that matter. You've been punished two days in a row now, haven't you. Let's see if you can make it through tomorrow without being disrespectful or disobedient, and then we can begin to see."

Even after all that's just happened, this is what hits me hardest, that I'm being punished like a kid, that I've had all control over my own life stripped away from me. My lips wobble and I decide not to talk right now.

"But I do want to thank you, Stephi." Gratitude's the last thing I'm expecting. "I know it's difficult for you, but taking you further each time, making you do more and more things you don't want to do - that's really hot for me. And you know, it's not so weird, all this." She's warming to her theme.

"There's a whole bunch of people who've broken free of the chains of convention. You only don't know it because they don't advertise it. But just because that businessman doesn't walk down the street with a sissy collar on, it doesn't mean he's not wearing silky panties, you know? We've outgrown all those juvenile restrictions, we're free. We're bigger than all those people trapped in their little vanilla lives, who think everyone's just as bored as they are. Those unenlightened folk have no idea that so many of us evolved beings are walking among them." Wow, quite a speech.

"Sorry, is that silly? It's just how I feel, you know, that we're really making progress and doing something with our lives." I feign understanding with my nod.

"And look, you don't have to worry so much, you know? About punishments? Just because he's our bull it doesn't mean he's going to beat you for nothing. Or get me to. Just show him you understand your place, that whenever he's here he's the man of the house, and everything will be fine. He's only been a bit firmer with you to help establish our roles, I'm sure. It'll all settle down into place."

I'm shaky, empty and scared. "Yes, Miss Slater."

"There'll be a list of duties on the fridge tomorrow, and I suggest if you want to get on Mr Fuller's good side, you bring the two of us coffee in bed around 9, OK?" That really hurts, the thought of them together, in our marital bed, while I'm here in the guest bedroom that's now mine.

"We'll probably want to sleep in. It might be a late night." She gives me a final wink and leaves me with a "Night night, Stephanie, sweet dreams!"

My dreams will be far from sweet, I know, if I can get any sleep at all. After placing my wig on the stand, and struggling to remove my makeup, I give up. I look in the mirror, but can't even keep eye contact with myself. ‘How can you have let this happen to me?' the reflection seems to be saying.

I try to get comfortable, the breast forms a new encumbrance. I need sleep, but as soon as my head hits the pillow, the moans and groans and grunts and squeals begin. This is torture, the laughter perhaps the most painful.

I love her so much. Despite how she's been this last couple of days, what she did to me today with his belt. She's my world, I'd do anything for her. She's beautiful and funny and smart and kind, and to think she might be slipping away from me, growing apart, it breaks my heart. I guess she deserves to be fulfilled, in whatever way she wants, and I guess I'd gift her that, even if it's not with me. But I can't go on like this, I have to protect myself, don't I? Sometimes I wonder what I'd give to stay together, what I'd give up to still be part of her life. I know it's different but, if I had to, would I choose divorce from my masculinity over divorce from her, my lovely sweet Bailey? I mean tonight was weird, but that was just my pride getting in the way, wasn't it? Maybe it is toxic masculinity, maybe underneath all that, the decades of conditioning, this is who I really am? Or who I should become.

A voice in my head starts talking. It did feel amazing, tonight, and you are excited by the prospect of Cuckie time tomorrow, you can't deny that. And she does seem happier than you've seen her for ages, more confident, glowing, which you love. You love her and want this for her. She clearly really likes him, but she still loves you. It's just that it's all changing, and that's scary, but just because you feel threatened, you shouldn't take it out on her. And deep down, maybe you want this for you too? Maybe you are a cuck, even a sissy. Maybe you're so submissive it comes so naturally for them to order you around, but that's down to you, not them. Perhaps this is who you really are…

I can't silence the voice taunting me, but the animalistic noises starting from their bedroom start up again and distract me. It all lasts for what seems like hours, and it's hours after that when, utterly exhausted, I finally drift off.

27 Coffee in Bed

I must have gotten some sleep, but when the alarm went off, it didn't feel like it. It was still dark outside, and I lay there trying to summon up the strength to face the day, painfully aware of what I'd be required to wear, while fearful of the unknown and what they'd make me do.

When I switched on the light, it illuminated an idea. It was a new day, fuck the weak submissive defeatist me of last night, I was getting out of here. I grabbed Bailey's black silky bathrobe with the pink flowers, which she'd hung on the back of the door, and tied the sash around under my bust. In the near silence, my heartbeat pounded, my breathing too loud as I twisted the door knob ever-so-gently and tiptoed to the front door. Keys! Where were the keys? My plan didn't include much beyond this point, just to go, but the keys were nowhere to be seen. They must have taken precautions in case I tried this. The back door? No, those too, and none of the double glazed windows open wide enough to climb through either. I was defeated already. As fast as they'd been kindled, my hopes of escape were extinguished.

Immediately, I could feel the haze of my submissiveness descend, enveloping me once more. At least they didn't know, hadn't discovered my attempt. If I just got ready, and did what they asked of me, they wouldn't find out and punish me. Yes, that was what I had to do. Imprisoned in this house, in this role, I just had to get through it. He'll be gone tomorrow at some point, and then…? I was fooling myself if I thought I could win over Bailey and go back to our old lives after this.

Plan B. If I busied myself, getting ready, getting on with my chores, perhaps that would stop me stewing on my predicament. And maybe taking them coffee would help them get out of bed on the right side today, and minimize my suffering.

I crept to the bathroom for a sitting-down pee and a close shave, then back to my new room to get dressed, trying to suppress the disbelief I was about to do this. My girly booty reappeared as I pulled up the shapewear boyshorts and waist cincher, before I fixed my rack in my wonderbra. I glanced in the closet mirror and noticed I was standing differently, more closed in somehow, more feminine. Maybe that was a good thing. I tried a few more stances and poses, trying to reflect my new gender in their eyes. God, could you imagine if anyone came round and I had to try to pass undiscovered? They wouldn't do that to me, would they? I was panicking but couldn't deny the little twinge I received at the thought. What was wrong with me? In a whisper, I experimented with my girl voice, breathy, less monotone. "Yes, Mr Fuller, Sir," and I got another little pang, a tingle inside.

My makeup took far longer than expected. I kept it light so my lack of skill might be less noticeable, but I did try to roughly copy the order from yesterday - cleanser, toner, primer (whatever that was), eyeshadow and eyeliner, foundation and concealer, bronzer, blush and highlighter for contours, then lip liner and lipstick - it was half a pharmacy's worth. Despite the three goes I'd had at my eyes, they still didn't look great, but the false lashes were OK, surprisingly, as they were magnetic. I'd get better, I'd have to, I only hope it was good enough for today. It was the lip gloss I put on last that felt most claustrophobic, trapped as I was in this film of femininity. The hair next, and there she was in the mirror, Stephanie the maid.

I pinned on the uniform's hairband, and noted the bangs kind of changed the shape of my face, hiding my masculine hairline and forehead. Then I retrieved a dress, the navy one, from the closet, stepped in, and buttoned it up. Remembering the hose, I sat on the bed, bunched up the toes and pulled them up my smooth legs. The sensations were as strong as the first time I'd worn them, and I couldn't stop myself rubbing my legs together for a few moments. Oh, the emptiness, the aching from where my cock should be! But I needed to make some headway with my chores, to make a good impression when they woke up, so on went the low heel moccasins with the bow on the front, and then finally I tied the white apron around my waist.

Turning to face the mirror, the shock almost buckled my knees. I'd never been a hulk of a guy, but here was quite a slim, undeniably feminine maid staring back at me. The stiff white cuffs high up my arms, the large curved lapels framing my cleavage, the narrow waist accentuated by my big butt - I blushed and shrank into myself, and the woman in the mirror became all shy and girlish.

"Yes, Miss Slater, of course, Madam," I said under my breath in response to an imagined order, and the butterflies in my tummy started fluttering. Oh, if I could only get into my cage, I could relieve myself of all the pent-up sexual tension that was twisting my mind like this.

Snap out of it! I needed to get on with my tasks, and dragged myself away from my reflection. The list was pinned to the fridge door with an old comedy magnet I'd forgotten about. It said "House rules: 1) The wife is always right; 2) If she's wrong, see rule 1." I seem to remember our friends Sophie and Bob gave us it one time, to much hilarity. God, they didn't think Bailey wore the pants even then, did they? The magnet seemed a lot less amusing today.

The list was long. Because of the noise, the laundry would have to wait, as would the master bedroom of course. So I donned the rubber gloves and started cleaning all the windows and mirrors I could access, trying not to stare at my reflection. Then a deep clean of all the sinks, faucets, shower and screen, before moving on to the stove and oven. I generally did my share of housework, I thought, but usually these were all Bailey's jobs. They were hard work, and I could imagine how pleased she'd be not to have them on her plate, which almost felt nice, that I could do something for her.

It's now quarter to nine, and I'm physically tired, having been working for three hours already. I have mixed feelings between welcoming the break of making them coffee, and the torment of seeing my wife with another man in our bed, with me serving them, their maid, dressed like this! God, I haven't thought this through. I can't go through with it, can I? Just make the coffee.

The clunks and whirs of the automatic bean-to-cup machine seem louder in the quiet. Maybe I should have one, the caffeine might help my nerves. But they might hear, they'll notice I made three mugs, and maybe I'm not allowed, without permission? What am I thinking, I can't even have a coffee in my house? I'm so jumpy all of a sudden. But perhaps I better not… And does he take sugar? Or cream,  milk? I don't remember… No, I don't think so, no I'm sure he doesn't. Perhaps I'll put some on the tray just in case. When I'm finally ready, I watch the kitchen clock's minute hand do its last lap, then take a deep breath and take the coffees through.

I knock lightly and wait.

There's a pause, then it's Bailey's voice. "Come in."

I open the door and try not to stare, try not to appear shocked, start this day badly. I have to be cheerful, for my own sake, my own safety, and try out a girlier voice from earlier.

"Good morning, Miss Slater, Mr Fuller. I brought you some coffee."

She looks half-asleep, dreamy and beautiful, smiling serenely with mussed up hair.

"Good morning, Stephanie." She sounds genuinely pleased to see me. I stand waiting with the tray. "Put it down here."

I go and bend down so she can remove her steaming mug, which she holds with both hands to sip it. Taking in the sight of her husband as the maid, her eyes narrow, as though processing the voice I used, perhaps interpreting it as acceptance.

Moving around the bed, Mr Fuller and my eyes meet before I immediately look down.

"Stephanie," he says in greeting, and somehow just his voice makes me shrink back into myself.

He leans in to take the coffee from the proffered tray, leaving the cream and sugar. There's a musky aroma, the smell of sex and sweat on both of them, and hanging in the air.

"Thank you, Stephanie." He seems to be scrutinizing me, my uniform, makeup, my whole demeanor. "Well, this is an unexpected treat." Miss Slater must have made it seem like my idea.

His coffee's black but he's smiling like the cat who got the cream, that grin that says he's won, he's taken everything from me, and here I am so broken, I've become their servant, and let him turn me into a girl in the process, in front of my own wife.

"You look nice," he says, but it feels like another barb, not a compliment.

"Thank you, Sir. I tried to do my makeup, to make myself look presentable to you." I get the game now, know what I have to say.

"I appreciate that," he says, but it's Miss Slater that comes out of bed to inspect my work.

"Aww sweetie, you've done so well," she rubs my upper arms, then cups my cheek in her hand. I'll help you with your eyes a little later, but really, you look great." She seems to believe she's being nice and supportive, so I go along with it.

"Thank you, Miss Slater."

"And the navy uniform looks very smart, doesn't it, Max?" They're double-teaming me again, holding me down for the next person's barrage of humiliating blows.

"Yes, she looks very professional," but now he's already more concerned with his phone.

"Why don't you get on, and I'll come and find you in a bit?" She speaks softly, kindly, but I know when I'm being dismissed and given an order to get on with my duties.

"Thank you, Miss Slater," and I return to the kitchen.

I try to process what just happened. The worst thing is how normal the whole scene was. The rich successful businessman in bed next to his beautiful kind wife, the polite maid serving coffee. Without access to the raging anguish in my head, and if you didn't look too closely at the maid's face, it might seem perfectly normal. I'm petrified by the thought, and by how fast we've gotten here.

28 Saturday Lunch

The rest of my day is to be spent doing laundry and clearing out all the drawers and cabinets in the house, cleaning inside, then putting everything back. It's a thankless task no-one will notice, but I know they'll check. For some reason Miss Slater also wants me to find our old iPod, which is probably somewhere in the tangles of electronics in a box somewhere, a needle in a haystack.

Earlier, she oversaw me douche myself 3 times, which I tried not to think about. She lubed the nozzle, but when I inserted it and squeezed, I still gasped. I've never felt so full. And then she kept her word to re-do my eye makeup, giving me a tutorial in the process. I have to learn quickly because she won't be happy if she has to do it again tomorrow, apparently. After being appreciative of the coffee in bed, she's been a little colder to me, like I'm an annoyance to be tolerated. She was buzzing around my home office at one point, but I thought it best to keep out of her way.

Now, from the last-minute packing of Miss Slater's purse, it seems they plan to go out. It stings - but why wouldn't a successful couple go out for the day together, while their maid stayed home cleaning the house?

"Now," says Miss Slater, "You'll be OK, won't you? You've got lots to be getting on with, to keep you out of mischief!" Mr Fuller smiles at that one too.

"Speaking of which, to help you focus, I thought we better remove your computer privileges. Don't want you watching anything naughty, do we? So I went on the computer and your laptop and set up fingerprint recognition, mine of course, so don't think you're going to spend the afternoon on Tumblr or Pornhub or whatever."

So that's what she was doing earlier. I realize now that she knows all my passwords, but has never felt the need to share hers. It's so unfair, that's my laptop. The opportunity to contact someone for support, or even research advice, is only a fingerprint away, but it's not my finger. There wouldn't exactly be a wiki-how on my situation anyway. She said Tumblr and Pornhub - shit, did she check my internet history?

"I'll log you back in for work on Monday." She looks at me like she's already caught me doing something I shouldn't.

Then perhaps she sees some of the old me still in here somewhere, and relaxes a little. "Seriously though, Stephi, you'll be alright? You know my cell number, right? Just in case? You'll have to actually key it in on the old landline. I'm so glad we actually kept that." No chance of me getting my phone back either then. Of course I knew that, but it's still embarrassing they have such control over me.

"Yes, Miss Slater." Hers was about the only phone number I did know. "Where will you be?"

I immediately regret asking it. My lack of sleep these last few nights has left me exhausted, and I know I'm not thinking straight. It's easy to get panicky too, when it all gets a bit too much for me.

"Well actually, Max is taking me to the gallery downtown, not that it's any of your business. Then we might take a stroll in the park, get some lunch, do a little shopping, you know…" I do know. It's all the stuff that until a week or two ago she used to do with me.

The sleep deprivation is making it all worse, clouding my judgment so badly I don't know which way's up, let alone the best way forward. If I could only get my head down for a few hours. But even without them here, the length of my list of chores won't allow a nap.

Mr Fuller goes out ahead to the car, leaving her to check on my welfare.

"You didn't eat yet today, did you?" It's only now I realize I haven't. "Get yourself something from the fridge, a salad or something."

"Yes, Miss Slater, thank you. I think there's a croissant in the breadbox from yesterday."

"Mmm, I don't think so. New rule - you're not allowed pastries. We don't want you putting on any weight." ‘New rule'? That sounded ominous, like I'd be hearing it a lot more this weekend.

"…OK."

"Sorry? What was that?" Oh no, something's snapped. She's instantly testy, taking a leaf out of his book to blow something tiny up out of all proportion. What did I say wrong? How do I respond now to calm this down?

"I was just saying OK, I won't have a croissant, Miss Slater."

"I know you won't, I just told you. Are you giving me permission to uphold a rule?" She was stern now, angry even, and I was scared.

"I'm sorry, Miss Slater, I was just agreeing, I…"

"I don't need your agreement, Stephanie. If I lay down a rule then you follow it. That's it, period. When I have to remind you, I'm not asking if you'll follow it. So don't say, OK, OK? It's totally disrespectful."

My heart's racing, I'm so flustered. I need sleep. Why do I feel like crying?

"If you want something else for lunch, something on plan, I give you permission. But if I ever say no, I don't want any backchat. You say, yes Miss Slater, and that's that!"

She's never spoken to me like this before. I've never heard her so intimidating, so fierce. It's terrifying that this clearly feels natural to her now.

"…Yes, Miss Slater. Sorry, Miss Slater." My mouth starts to grimace and I can't hold back a few tears. But even that doesn't stop her twisting the knife.

"Is that understood, young lady?"

"Yes, Miss Slater." I don't know how else to show my deference, my total submission, and suddenly my body is performing a curtsy.

Finally, that seems to have satisfied her. "Good! And don't even think about trying to leave. We're taking both sets of house keys and car keys."

Before I can abase myself any further, Mr Fuller calls from outside. "Are you ready, B?" and then the clunk of a luxury car door closing.

She puts on her jacket, then stops, seemingly calm again - how can her moods swing so fast?

She speaks quietly, like she doesn't want him to hear being nice to me. "If you're a good girl and stay dressed like this all day, and take care of all your jobs, there'll be a treat when we get back that you'll love, I promise." Was the angry Bailey before just a show for him?

One last wink and she's gone, locking the door behind her. Seriously? A wink? Is this whole thing simply part of a scene for her? Is this just a fucking role play? The floodgates open, I stagger back against the wall sobbing, then slide down into a heap on the floor.

29 Laying the Groundwork

When I heard his Porsche pulling up on the drive, I'd worked myself up into quite a lather. I had done most of the laundry, and just about managed to get all the cabinets and drawers cleaned inside and out, but with a break only long enough to finish off a small pot of tuna pasta salad from the fridge. No time for a nap, but that seemed less important than pleasing them by finishing my duties, and finding the old iPod Miss Slater had requested. Seeing it again, remembering when we were excited by this cutting-edge technology, I was taken back to simpler times.

But what I couldn't get out of my head all afternoon were the mental images of them together, doing regular couple stuff. Her with someone else that wasn't me. It wasn't just emptiness and injustice and self-pity that I was aching with. For the first time I realized it was jealousy, the raging unbearable green-eyed monster torturing me with the knowledge she'd chosen to be with him. It wasn't fair! I loved her so much, and she claimed to love me, so why had she done this to me, turned me into this? It was obvious. He was the better man - the richer, more successful, more confident, alpha lover, whereas I… what even was I to her now? A beta cuck? A sissy maid? I felt so diminished I knew I wouldn't have the strength to even try to win her back. He had won.

This must have been etched all over my face when they came in, arms full of more store bags. Still lost in each other, their laughter quieted down when the door opened wide enough to see me.

"Aww, Stephi, is everything alright?" she asked.

I failed to hold it all in. "Not really, Miss. Could we talk…? About something? In private?"

"Well, I don't think there's anything you can tell me that you can't say in front of Max, but, yes, I suppose so. If it helps…" Despite all this, there was some affection left in her.

Now we're in my bedroom, sitting on the bed together. She turns to me and holds my hand, and I notice our similar pink shade of nail polish.

"What is it, sweetie," she asks with obvious concern.

"It's just…" I knew it wouldn't be easy. "It's just… We've always had good lines of communication, haven't we? But now… I don't know if I should say…"

"Go on, Stephi. I promise you won't be punished, whatever it is."

"It's just that it's all too much for me, I think my mind might snap, and I'm so tired from not sleeping and nervous exhaustion, and today all afternoon, I couldn't stop thinking about you with him, and I was so jealous, it was overwhelming…"

She grasps my upper arms, and still seated, pulls me into an embrace. Holding my head down into the nape of her neck, she rocks me gently.

"Aww, you poor thing me." Her sympathy feels warm and safe, so I go on.

"I thought I was losing you, I think I am losing you. And I love you so much."

"There there, baby. It's OK. Shhh…"

I can't contain the emotion any longer, the dam's going to burst. And then it does. My mouth contorts, my eyelids shut out the external world, and I struggle for breath through the bawling. I know I'm sobbing like a baby in front of my own wife, but I can't help it. I feel her squeeze me tight, and start rubbing my back, but my sobs only get worse.

After an age, I master my breathing again, and feel embarrassed as I sit there sniffling. She breaks off our hug and clears her throat.

"I'm sorry you've had to go through this, Stephi, feeling as though you're on your own. You're not though, we're in this together, all three of us, and it has to work for everyone. And you need to know that I love you, more than ever. Not in the same way perhaps, but nothing's going to break us apart. You have my word on that."

I just sit there in silence and hope she'll weigh up my suffering and decide to put an end to this experiment.

"But you must appreciate, things have changed now. And we can't put the genie back in the bottle, however much we might want to. This has been a wonderful experience for me, but it will be for you too. I know it's been tough, an uphill battle, and you must feel like Sisyphus pushing that boulder up the hill, but believe me, you're nearly at the top and when you get over the hump it'll be all downhill from there. But that requires acceptance, of who you are, who you've always been, what you can and can't do, and how you can contribute to this loving family in the best way possible."

That doesn't sound like there's an end in sight. But I'm empty, spent, and sit in silence, listening but not wanting to hear.

"Don't feel bad about crying. You will come to love the heights of your raw emotions and the depths of your submission. They'll teach you that your greatest desire is to bring others pleasure, to serve, to obey, and that's precisely what your new role lets you do. And I promise I'll always be here behind you every step of the way, exploring these new territories together, pushing you beyond your boundaries, empowering you to become the best version of yourself, who you were always meant to be. You've always needed someone dominant to make the big decisions, to tell you what to do, to serve, and your life wouldn't be in the rut it is now if we'd realized sooner. Can't you see that?

"Locking you away in chastity isn't about imprisonment, it's about freedom, it gives you the freedom to explore your submission. Your cage isn't a punishment, it's a tool to assist you, a flashlight to help you find your way through the darkness. Like those new experiences last night, with the strap-on, and the vibrator? You can't deny how exciting you found those, but would you ever have even contemplated it if I hadn't made you, hadn't locked you up? Would you ever have discovered all these forbidden pleasures? Of course not."

I have to try to speak, to stop her reframing my suffering like this. "But…"

"Shhh… No, you had your chance to speak, now I will have mine."

Admonished, I back down.

"So let's address this jealousy. I mean on the one hand it's a bit ridiculous, like a mouse being jealous of a lion. There's nothing to compare, you don't have the same role any more, baby, it's apples and oranges, and I love you both... differently, who knows if it's equally because how do you quantify these things?"

I wish I could just shut out her words, but they get through and prick my heart.

"But on the other hand, jealousy is a beautiful thing. It shows the strength of your devotion to me, and the depth of your submission to him, to us both. Like the teasing and humiliation, I don't think you'd be able to fully enter subspace without it, wouldn't be able to truly realize your submissive self. They're to help you surrender yourself completely, emotionally, psychologically, physically. To give up who you thought you were, and embrace your real purpose, which is to obey, to serve, to sacrifice your own pleasure for ours. That is what will bring you true satisfaction, not trying and failing to be a real man. Just let that go."

My eyes are drawn to the bows on my shoes, and my smooth legs in pantyhose, then travel up to my navy maid dress, my pink fingernails on my white apron, and then the white lapels around my cleavage, my breasts. My hair falls forward, so I tuck it behind my ear. How can I argue that I've failed to be a real man dressed like this? My mouth twists into a grimace, and I try not to start crying again.

"I know it's tough, baby, but don't deny the waves of humiliation and jealousy, lean into them, and the fuzzy feelings of submission. Know that however mean we appear, it's coming from a good place. Honestly, baby, I'm so proud of you. You're doing so well, you're so close to the top of that hill. And I'm going to be behind you, pushing you every step. Look, just give me tonight OK, then we'll see how you feel. Give me that at least, and then we'll see, OK?"

She leans in to hug me, but pins my arms by my side as she does, and I think she might kiss me so I close my eyes, but then her lips are planted on my cheek instead, as she'd kiss a friend.

"Come on, Mr Fuller will be wondering where we are."

When we do, he raises his brow. "Everything OK?"

"Yes, we just had a little wobble, didn't we Stephi? We just needed a little girl-talk to get things back on track." She looks at me expectantly, for me to confirm her assessment, which I'm compelled to do.

"Yes, I was just being silly. Thank you, Miss Slater."

To my suprise, Mr Fuller looks warmer, more relaxed right now, almost benevolent. "You know, maybe I should say this more often, but I do appreciate you, Stephanie. I know it's difficult, but you're doing your best, and you should be proud of yourself."

I can't explain it, but that shred of warmth, of praise, from him, gives me a faint glow

"Thank you, Sir." We all hear my voice crack under the weight of emotion. Perhaps I should lean into these emotions, like she said.

"I'm serious, maybe I have shown you a bit too much tough love, and I should show you more carrot and less stick."

"That would be nice, Mr Fuller," I manage.

"I mean, you've done a great job with the house, all your chores, and you should be rewarded for that, with my appreciation and praise. You should get your little dopamine hit of pride when you know you've done something that pleases us. I hope you feel that, Stephi."

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

The worst part was, I think I did

30 Saturday Night Treat

She's made me keep my uniform on, all but the pantyhose and boyshorts. I had a lot more lingerie as of today, an ominous sign. The store bags were mostly for me, it turns out, and my first job after they'd got back was to put them all away in my closet and drawers. They hadn't wanted me to make them dinner, so I just finished off the laundry and ironing, and then came to bed.

It's just after my bedtime of 8pm again when she pays me a visit. These discreet bags I recognise from the other sex toy purchases, so I know she's been shopping for more. Her eyes twinkle in excitement, but mine widen with fear and anticipation. I guessed she was going to peg me again, from the douche I was ordered to perform earlier, but I had no idea she was going to get a new dildo. The one she's attaching to her harness has a suction cup on the base and is much bigger than last night's, and black.

"You're going to love this, Cuckie! Look, it throbs." She fiddles with something on her phone and the head grows half an inch and pulses. "And it has a dozen vibe patterns." The vibrations perform a variety of bass accompaniments.

I almost can't swallow.

"I want to see your face tonight though. Stay on your back but bring your feet up on the bed, that's it."

I do as instructed, follow orders. I can't take responsibility for this decision myself in case I realize I actually want this. It's been over a week since I last came, and I know I won't be able to get into my cage any time soon, so maybe I do. The sensations of last night come flooding back to me, the shame, the humiliation, but also the pleasure. I'm beginning to crave that full feeling which took me to the brink.

"Shuffle down to me, arch your back, good girl." Oh, that name! I can't deny it any more, I want this. I need her to fuck me, to bring me off. 

She squeezes lube in her hand, which she smears around the head like she's jacking off. She trails her fingernails around my butt, beneath my cage, up my inner thighs. It almost tickles but feels so good. Then another squirt of lube, up my ass crack, stopping to play with my hole, before inserting the tip of her finger. Instinctively, I take my weight on my shoulders and legs, in a sort of gymnastic bridge, and thrust my ass up against her hand.

"There she is, my little slut!" My eyes close on another little explosion in my brain.

She folds back my dress, grabs my hips, and steers herself into me, her head pressing against my quivering asshole. Then she pushes, forces herself into me. In three thrusts, she's in the full length. Oh, my God. It's so good. I'm so full, body and soul, my head reeling with sensations, emotions. And then something starts deep within me. A pulsing, throbbing, growing and shrinking and growing, pushing every time against something amazing inside me. I can't take this, I can't take this, the exquisite painful pleasure, the growing pressure in my groin with no way of releasing it. God, if I could get into my cage… But no, this is it, learn to love it, lean into it, physically, psychologically. You do love it, you slut, she was right, all along…

I feel the bass rumble in my core, and my mind melts. She plays with the patterns of vibrations, like a DJ, adjusting the bpm to whip up the crowd into a frenzy. She thrusts, pounding me, railing me, and I thrust back, feeling the dildo's balls slapping against my ass. The sweet delicious ache, throbs, pain, pleasure, nothing else exists, there is nothing but this. Am I cumming? I don't know. Have I orgasmed? I feel like I have but there's no explosion, just a constant bliss, on the edge, being edged, on the blade of sweet agony, craving release, but, but…

I don't know how long I was gone, but I feel her pull out of me, leaving me empty, gaping, a little sad it's over. When my eyelids flutter open, and my eyeballs stop rolling in my head, I see Bailey staring down at me, smiling beatifically. She can't speak just now either.

Eventually, her laughter breaks the silence. "Heavens to Betsy! Who would have thought you were such a little slut!" She amuses herself, but I'm still in a stupor.

"You did it, baby. You came!" I prop myself up on my elbows, and look down over my breasts, but I still have to hold the dress and apron up out of the way to see the sticky mess all over my steel cage.

"Well, leaked, kind of," she corrects. "I wasn't sure it was going to be possible, with it being so flat down there and all, but you did it! How do you feel?"

I don't know. Throbbing, aching, hurting, glowing, my body still radiating waves of pleasure.

"Cat got your tongue, Cuckie? That's OK, sweetie, you don't have to say anything now. I can see how much you enjoyed it!"

There was no point in denying anything any more.

"Now, just wait here, I'll be back in a minute." Where did she think I was going to go? "Oh, hang on, I got you something else," and out from the sex shop bag came another box. "I thought you might like this, to wear during your chores, or even to sleep?"

I see it's some kind of silicone plug, presumably for my butt, and I shock myself by wanting it in me. When she pulls it out, it's bigger than I thought, not as long as the dildo, but so much wider that I don't know if I can take it all.

"Shhh, I know you want this," she whispers before I can express any doubt. She squirts on some lube and is already pushing my knees back up to gain access, so I bend to her will and raise my ass off the bed. However gently she's edging it up into me, it hurts, it's too big, it's going to tear me in two, it's… And then it reaches the point of no return and eases the rest of the way in, filling me completely, in every way. My eyes close and I stop breathing.

"You like…?" she teases, and then without warning, the vibrations hammer my insides. My toes curl, my back arches, my face contorts, I grab fistfuls of sheet. The waves, ahhh. I hear my voice squeal "oh, oh, oh… fuck…" It's like I'm being tasered, from within, directly on a deep powerful pleasure organ, which certainly isn't my cock. It's delicious, ecstatic agony, agonizing ecstasy, it's… stopped.

"I knew you'd like that, Cuckie! And the best thing is, I get to control it on my phone. Cool, huh?" I don't know, I don't know, it's almost too much.

"Yeah, so I'll just be a sec. You want me to leave it on?"

"No! No, thank you. Thank you, Miss Slater." I can hear how breathless I am.

What was that? Before I regain any semblance of thought, she's back, her head poking round the door.

"Hey sweetie, why don't you come through? We're ready for you now. We spoke earlier and think that, tonight, you should be allowed to see this. Think of it as a reward for cumming in your cage." Ooph, I don't think my heart can take any more tonight.

"But listen, Cuckie, you're just going to sit there, OK? You don't need to get involved, leave that to the real man who knows what he's doing!"

I'm not even sure I want to be there at all, but I guess at least I'll know, instead of filling the gaps with the worst my mind can conjure.

"Oh, and Cuckie? If he asks you to clean up, just do it, OK?"

What? I instantly panic, my imagination running riot. Does that mean what I think it does? No, no, please! But she hasn't stopped speaking.

"For your own good. It's just what you have to do. He'll punish you if you don't, and I for one don't want to see that, not after we've been having such a fun night. Don't ruin it."

"But… but, I don't think… I can't… it's too much! Please, Bailey…" Her furrowed brow tells me I've committed a violation.

"I'll let that name go this time, but you don't get a second strike, OK?" She speaks to me as if scolding a child, and I immediately feel like one.

"I'm sorry, Miss Slater… I mean, I can watch, but that? It's just, you know, I'm not… gay, I don't want to do... that."

"Aww, look at you all flustered. Of course you're not gay, sweetie. But you're not exactly straight either, are you baby? You're a sissy, and sissies should perform clean up when they're asked to, shouldn't they?" She explains it like it's obvious. I feel defeated already, but have to give it one more shot, and attempt to calm myself enough to reason with her.

"I'm not… I'm not a sissy, I'm not!" But all that elicits is the sucking of her teeth and an impatient eye roll.

"Oh, baby, I know you think we're trying to embarrass you, but we're not, we're just trying to help you feel more comfortable in your new role."

"But…"

"No, listen. Men don't wear panties, sissies do. You're not a man, you're a sissy. But that's OK, sissies can be cute and sexy, sissies can have fun like we did tonight, like we're going to do now. But you have to be realistic, sweetie. You can't fuck me like a real man, not even with Max's replica cock. It was more like being with a girl, my lesbian lover, and that's fine, that was great. When you lick me out, it's lovely, but it's not what an alpha guy would do. Now that I've found a real man who knows how to bring me alive in bed, who made me squirt for the first time ever, you know I just don't see you as a man any more. I'm sorry, I've said it, but there it is. When you wore the apron, the maid's uniform, when you took your spanking and let me fuck you, you lost your male privileges."

"No, but…" I can feel myself welling up.

"No, baby. Just listen. You're sitting there in a bra and dress, a wig and makeup, with a plug up your ass, crying your little eyes out, and you still expect to be treated like a man. Be reasonable. It's just not like that anymore. But it's not a bad thing. You won't have all that pressure, those expectations to be masculine that you could never really deliver on. No more pretending to make important decisions before you defer them to me, no lackluster performances in bed. It's OK, baby, it's better like this. Your role isn't the same as men, you have different assets, so you don't have to compete with them any more. I know it's all moving so quickly, much faster than I ever imagined, but tell me you understand."

I try not to take in what she's saying, but somewhere deep down I know it rings true. Through my tears, I nod.

"Aww, sweetie. Just look around our household. Who's the best at being a man? Think about all those things that makes a man masculine. Is it you? No. Who is it then?"

Again I feel like I'm at school. "...Mr Fuller."

"Yes, that's right. And who's the best at being a woman? Who has all those refined feminine characteristics?"

"You, Miss Slater."

"Good, good. Now, who's the best sissy?" She looks at me kindly, patiently, but firmly, waiting for my response. Eventually, I know I have to give it.

"Me, Miss Slater." I'm so broken and defeated, I think I believe it now too.

"Good girl. Yes, it's you, isn't it? With your hair and makeup and lingerie, but also the way you speak has changed, the way you stand. You even curtsy now!" A pause for it to land. "And who's the best maid? Who's best at doing all those jobs that we don't want to do, but that are so important for keeping the house running?"

"Me, Miss Slater." I know it's the truth now, it's obvious, which is why it hurts so much.

"It's nothing to be ashamed of. There's pride in being a maid to a successful couple, to such a wonderful man. You're an invaluable member of our family, you know? And who's the best submissive, who's best at putting other people's needs and pleasure and desires before their own? At getting the little tingles from knowing they've been a good girl and done something to please their Master and Mistress?"

"Me, Miss Slater," but this time, instead of just the pang of humiliation and shame, there was also a tingle in the groin, a flutter in my tummy.

"Cleaning up the cock of another man, the man who's sleeping with your wife, that is the epitome of submission, and that's what you'll do, because submitting, being obedient, is what you're good at. You have to see that we all contribute to this loving household in different ways, based on our strengths - that's how it all works in harmony. We all fulfill our needs, we all express our true selves, and all get the different types of satisfaction we desire."

I try not to think of what I desired just now, with her cock her up my ass, and now this plug up there. I know I'm so frazzled, exhausted and beaten, but I can't see a counterargument. She's right, she's always right, and maybe without knowing I've been like this all along.

"So you see how ridiculous it is for you to think you're a man who can decide what they do or don't do, to lay down the rules for others. Can you imagine giving an order to someone like Max? Of course not! No, baby, there's a natural order to the world, and there are women and men like me and Mr Fuller at the top, and then there are submissive sissy cuck servants like you at the bottom. That's not being mean, that's just the way it is. OK?"

I whimper, then realize it's not enough for her, and nod my head.

"So tell me, do you think you deserve to be considered a man?" She waits.

"No, Miss Slater," and she continues waiting. "I don't deserve to be considered a man."

"Good. So when I tell you to do it if he asks you to clean his cock, then that's exactly what you'll do. Understand?"

I clamp my mouth shut to stop the sobs escaping, nod again, and close my eyes to block out my new reality.

"Good girl. Just start off by licking the head, you'll probably like it. Anyway, come on, let's go through."

I follow behind her, my tail between my legs, feminized in its cage.

31 Cleaning Up

I'm sitting on the toilet seat shaking, makeup smeared across my face, but the deed is done. My jaw aches from cleaning both of them, but the reason my throat hurts is solely down to him.

At first it was just awkward. He virtually ignored me, as if just letting me be there was a favor to her. I was expressly told not to say or do anything to try to get involved, just to sit in the corner, understand when I'm not needed, and to appreciate being allowed in there at all. Being no-one, invisible, nothing, it felt degrading, just the way they were able to ignore me completely.

And then it started. He unwrapped her like a delicate Tiffany creation, kissing each newly exposed piece of flesh. She peeled off his clothes with an almost religious awe. There was no denying they were both heavenly creatures, his ripped hairy bear-like body and her generous curves, and the combination of her olive skin and his darker tones was beautiful.

In all the porn I've watched over the years, I've never seen anything like what came next. He exuded raw masculinity, not just in the length and girth of his impressive member. He was also more considerate, gentle, generous than I could have imagined. He made love to her in its truest sense, in positions new to me, but also simple missionary, crafted to an art form. I tried to stop the comparison, but it kept entering my mind, and my own ineptitude, which I'd never even been aware of before, made me wince. I wanted the bedroom carpet to open up and swallow me whole. Of course she wanted him - how could she not? Each of her cries of ecstasy was another nail in the coffin of my hopes of winning her back, as my wife, as my lover. Ha! How could I compete with that?

I'd read about some cucks who got off on this, who got a rush from seeing the pleasure their wives received from other men - compersion, I think they call it. That wasn't me. I wasn't energized, I was depressed, ashamed, jealous that I couldn't give her such delights. And it forced me to admit that everything I'd suffered, I'd had coming. I was a sub, I was a sissy, their servant. It was all I deserved.

He brought her to climax three times before he came himself. Even that commanded my respect. I'd paid lip service to making sure she was satisfied, if I was honest, especially if I'd cum first and wanted to roll over and fall asleep. I've brought this all on myself.

I thought I couldn't get any lower, but then was pulled from my dudgeon by Miss Slater. "Stephanie? Did you enjoy the show?"

What could I say? Nobody wanted a discussion right now. He rolled off her, and lay on his back, his slightly deflated cock on display, glistening. Then he moved up to sit against the pillows.

"OK, let's do this. Stephanie?"

All my senses were heightened. I had no choice, I told myself, as I approached the foot of the bed and climbed between his legs. I paused, looked up to him, and he nodded, effectively signing the death warrant on my life as a heterosexual man. I needed two hands to encircle it, like I was eating a sub. The contrast was striking, his darker skin and my pale complexion, with flashes of pink from my fingernails. I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue and leaned forward until… I made contact with his oily head.

That was it, I had crossed a line. I may as well get on with it now, and save myself another punishment. I started licking round the rim, sucking, slurping up the cocktail of juices. The intoxicating smells of sex and moist flesh, the creamy salty-sweet flavors, the slippery texture of his shiny head, all saturating my senses.

And then the buzzing started, the powerful vibrations of the plug deep within me. Miss Slater was determined to have her fun while watching me demean myself. The waves of pleasure emanating from deep up inside me took over my brain, and took me away from the act I was performing. When my mouth opened wide in a moan of delight, he took the opportunity to remind me of the task in hand.

His strong hands gripped the back of my head and pushed me further onto his cock, tripping the gag switch at the back of my throat. I panicked, I couldn't breathe, but it didn't stop. He was face fucking me, getting bigger and harder all the time. Between thrusts, through all my drool, I had to breathe, survival instincts, and I snatched half a breath whenever I could. The vibrations cranked up, hammering my insides, pulsating pleasure mixing with pain and fear and panic at his assault on my throat, all fusing together in my addled mind.

Then it stopped.

A beat, and then, "Clean the shaft," came the order. My head was spinning, but this was a welcome relief in the circumstances. I removed my impaled head, took a huge breath through my nose, and then I went to work licking all around him. Miss Slater changed the pattern to a random one, the vibrations unpredictable in length and strength, each new burst shocking me anew.

"Lower." I moved down. "Lower!" It became clear he wanted me to tend to his balls. "Suck them." So I did.

One at a time, I gently sucked and kissed and rolled them around my mouth, the pleasure from my ass somehow attaching itself to this act of debasement.

Until he patted my head. "OK, that's enough." I wasn't sure if I'd heard him right, but then he pushed me away.

"That was nice, and it served its purpose, but it's not really my thing, if you know what I mean,"

I wasn't sure who he was speaking to. It seems crazy, but I had been trying, and felt a little disappointed he hadn't enjoyed it. Miss Slater killed the buzzing inside, but my balls still ached as though she'd left it on.

"You want to use her? Clean you up?" It was her he was speaking to, as though I wasn't there.

"Oh, definitely!" she chirped. "Are you hungry, Stephi? You've got deep-dish cream pie for supper tonight!"

"Ha, good. I'm going to take a shower," and he left us alone on what used to be my bed.

"That was fun! Did my sexy little sissy enjoy being a cocksucker?" I couldn't answer, couldn't process that literally that's what I'd just become.

"I bet you did, sucking a real man's cock. You naughty girl!" The fizzing in my body was now in my head.

"Well, you're not done yet. Slide over here, sweetie. I want you to gobble up every drop!"

I don't know how long I was at it before she let me go, how much cum and pussy juice I'd swallowed, but at least I'd managed to bring her to orgasm.

Now I'm cleaning myself up in the bathroom, picking the pubic hairs off my tongue, taking the shower head to my cage, washing the dildo from earlier, but I'm still wearing the plug. Even though she said I didn't have to, it somehow felt right to keep it in. I remove my makeup, and wig, then go to my room and undress, changing into the pink lingerie and pajamas, and try to calm my racing mind enough to sleep. I need sleep so badly.

Who knows what will happen tomorrow when he leaves, but something has changed tonight, something irreparable. I have come to accept it, I've been shown the incontrovertible evidence - I'm a submissive, a servant, I am a sissy, and now I'm a cocksucker too.

I'm lying in the dark when there's a light knock, and the door opens to reveal Miss Slater bearing another gift. It's the old iPod I found earlier.

"Hey baby, thank you for tonight, it was wonderful. Is your throat alright? He made you choke pretty hard."

"I'm fine, I guess. Thank you, Miss Slater."

"You must be tired now though - it's way past your bedtime. I know you've been having trouble sleeping, so I made you something. It's just a playlist. I wanted the old iPod because it doesn't have internet access, so you won't get distracted. We could have played it on your phone, I know, but you lost your phone privileges, didn't you? Anyway, I think you'll like it. It's just some hypnosis files, some conditioning. I think you'll find it relaxing, and it should help you slip into acceptance of all this and fall asleep. Shall we try it?"

I do love her, Miss Slater. She's so kind and thoughtful, and maybe the hypno will help. It can't make things any worse.

She sets it up and I plug in the ear buds, then she bids me goodnight.

"Sweet dreams, Stephanie. Love you. Night night," but the throbbing audio, like two heartbeats not quite in time, is already drowning her out.

There's a woman's voice, she seems nice, and then another - the same? - speaking over the top. And whispers, in the background, clear enough to hear if you really concentrate. I can't keep track though, so give up, and just let the calming sounds wash over me, occasional phrases lodging in my mind until they're replaced by the next.

"So relaxed… feel the waves of relaxation… wash away your thoughts and fears… No need to think… no anxiety… thinking is stressful… thinking is tiring… you want to accept this feeling… it's so nice… feeling good… feeling nice… not thinking… just being nice… being helpful… doing things to make people pleased with you… doing what needs to be done… being who you need to be… free from stress… free from making decisions… it's so nice… no anxiety, no stress… just obeying… doing what needs to be done… a tingle of pleasure forgetting your problems… a tingle of pleasure accepting your role… a tingle of pride pleasing your mistress… you love to please her… you live to please her… you live to know she's pleased with you… you love to obey… it's so much fun… it's fun to obey… thinking is hard… obeying is fun… accepting who you are is easy… it gives you tingles knowing you're being good… no thinking, just obeying… thinking is hard… you try to reach for your thoughts, but they float away… let them go… you don't want to think anymore… you want to be dumb… you don't need to think… you just need to serve… obeying is fun… being a maid is fun… you get tingles from being a maid for your mistress… you get tingles from doing as you're told… you get tingles from knowing you're a good girl… Good girl… Good girl…"

32 A New Day

I woke up with the alarm at 5am, or should I say that's when I finally gave up trying to sleep. One ear bud had fallen out but the iPod had finished anyway. What was I listening to again? It didn't matter. I was empty, in a trance, exhausted, devoid of thought beyond what my next task was. Somehow I felt better about today, some kind of clarity about my role that I didn't have to fight. It was a comfort knowing what had to be done. I couldn't live without Bailey, I couldn't leave, I knew what I was now, and what would give my life structure and purpose. I felt acceptance wash over me. The boulder I'd been pushing up the hill had reached the top, and I was relieved to stop, happy that from now on it would find its own natural momentum.

I had a sit-down pee and a close shave, then took a shower. My breasts looked so realistic I couldn't resist feeling myself up, playing with the plump nipples. To my fingers the high-grade silicone felt like real flesh, so it was disconcerting they had no sensation. What would that be like, if they were real, I wondered? For some reason the new dildo Miss Slater fucked me with last night sprang to mind, and I remembered the suction cup on the end. Maybe I could stick it against the shower tiles some time. But I was still filled up by the plug at that point, which felt kind of nice, safe somehow. I looked down at where my cock used to be. Its absence was still shocking, the flat disc and bars of the cage there instead. A little quiver hit me when I thought of their control, and what they'd taken from me.

After drying off, I went back to my bedroom to do my makeup. With Miss Slater's help I was definitely getting better, and when I put on my black uniform, I felt smart, professional, feminine. I could almost hear her telling me she was proud of me, that I had finally embraced my role, that I was a good girl, and I felt fuzzy and tingly at her imagined words. The plug and cage helped with that, so appropriate to my role and sissy status - they were right to insist I wore them. The prospect of taking them coffee was becoming more and more exciting, and I imagined their responses that showed how pleased they were with me, and how Miss Slater might reward my good behavior with a blast or two from her phone. The anticipation left me fluttery and a little breathless.

It didn't disappoint. I put on my best girl voice, walk, mannerisms and even curtsied, which received several nice comments that made me fizz with excitement. Miss Slater even complimented the progress in my eye makeup, which she rewarded with a ‘good girl'! When the coffee tray was safely put down, she turned to her phone and gave my plug a blast of vibrations that buckled my knees and nearly exploded my brain. This is an unusual lifestyle, I know, but it was becoming clear it offered much to enjoy. I still hadn't really slept, but for some reason I was floating through the day like a dream, not some sleep deprived nightmare.

I enjoyed making them breakfast, serving it to them, and hearing their compliments, then when they left, I did as I was told, put the iPod on, and got started on a big roast dinner for tonight - rib of beef and all the fixings. It was a huge joint of prime beef, but I wouldn't mind if Mr Fuller wanted it all, and I just had some vegetables again, like with the strip steaks. The thought of his control over me like that gave me another little hit of excitement. I would be at the mercy of his decisions from here on.

In the afternoon they went out again, and I felt happy for them. Such a wonderful couple deserved to have a lovely time together. I just wanted to serve them now, I knew my place. I was so proud of my smart black maid uniform that I didn't want it to get dirty, so before I started preparing the food, I donned my old apron, the frilly blue and white polka dot one that started my transformation into Stephanie. I tied the ribbon tight around my waist, and twirled to watch the ruffles flare out. My self-consciousness was outweighed by the submissive feelings it gave me, so I did it again.

When eventually I heard his car pull up on the drive, I was genuinely pleased to have them home.

"Here she is," said Miss Slater cheerfully, "in your pretty apron, I see. Did you miss us?" and I think I had.

She asked me what smelled so delicious and told me not to have it ready before 7, because there were things we needed to talk about, and some jobs she needed me to do first. However casually it was worded, I recognised an order, and was more than happy to obey - that was my role now after all. She sat me down on the couch.

"Max and I were speaking and, you know this thing has happened so fast, it's been like a whirlwind, well, I didn't want anything to jeopardize all the progress we've made this weekend, so I've got some good news."

I was confused. "Miss Slater?"

"I've persuaded Max to stay. Only for a week or so. He'll have to move some work things around, but he agreed it would be best. Isn't that great?"

I tried to mirror her excitement.

"I'm really not sure how it's going to work with your job, so it's awesome we have his support, don't you think?"

My job? Oh no, of course. I'd had so much on my mind, I hadn't really thought past Sunday. My anxiety started rising and I could feel the knot twist in my tummy. I guess early on this weekend I'd assumed I'd be going back to Stephen on Monday, but after yesterday, how was that possible? I didn't want to face reality, I wanted my iPod, the warm fuzzy feelings of being safe and secure in my role. I didn't want to think, thinking was hard. I just wanted them to make the decisions, and give me things to do.

"Aww, look at you, sweetie. It's OK, there's no need to panic."

"What will happen?"

"I don't see any reason why much should change. You can do your duties in the morning from 5 till 9, then do your little job, then your housework again from 5 till 8, and if you need more time for that, we can always extend your bedtime." The way she said it was like I should be pleased with the favor, but I was too concerned about work itself.

"But… my job?"

"I know you're worried about it, with your new frame of mind, but the work's not very difficult, in all honesty, and they all kind of give you orders and the menial tasks anyway. It's kind of like being a maid, if you think about it, so I think you'll be fine. I'll unlock your laptop in the morning, and I'll set up some parental restrictions to stop you going on other websites. You'll still have access to YouTube though, and I'll set up some playlists for you, makeup tutorials, maybe some other hypno training files."

"And my uniform?"

"Of course you'll be in uniform. But if that's a problem, we'll just turn off your webcam and tell them it's broken or something. They hardly ever include you in meetings so they might not even notice."

And so that was to be my working life, professionally and domestically.

"So anyway, I thought you'd like to do something nice for Mr Fuller. Now you've got all your new underwear and uniforms in your bedroom, there's really no need for all your old things to be taking up closet space in our room. So I'd like you to pack it all up into refuse sacks, to make space for Max's stuff, so he can settle in properly. OK? We can put it in storage for now I guess, or take it to a thrift store or something."

"Yes, Miss Slater."

It seemed so final, so permanent, that it gave me a little shiver. When I began the task, it was with a strange mix of sadness and excitement, that I was being good and doing something nice for both of them. But also that my old life was over, that all my old clothes, all my shoes, belts, colognes, everything, any evidence of my life as a man was being packed away and forgotten about.

Afterwards, Mr Fuller thanked Miss Slater for welcoming him into her life more permanently like this, and the fuzzy feelings I got from knowing my good behavior had helped bring it about, made it all worthwhile.

Dinner was nice too. I was anxious they'd like it, but they loved it, which left me fizzing as I ate the small plate they'd allowed me on my own in the kitchen while they finished dessert.

And now bedtime. No treats tonight, although Miss Slater told me I'd earned them from being so well-behaved today, but she said I needed my sleep, and should just go to bed. It did feel a little odd leaving them snuggling up and watching the movie, knowing that if they needed anything, I wouldn't be there to serve them. But I was looking forward to listening to my iPod again. I love it so much! When those beats begin to play, I just feel so relaxed and warm and girly and obedient, I just kind of melt, and want to do nice things for them both, and make them proud of me.

I hope work is OK tomorrow. It feels weird going back to do Stephen's old job, when I have my own now. I know lots of people wouldn't think so, but being a maid is wonderful, to two such amazing people, smart, successful, fun and kind. I really am so lucky to have them both in my life, and to be able to do things to help them. And when any little doubts pop into my mind, any fears and thoughts about what's happened to me, I just let go of them, and watch them float away.

33 A New Life

This week has been tough. Miss Slater and Mr Fuller considered my job to be one long break, so before and after it each day, I was expected to work continuously. I still wasn't really sleeping, and the days and nights had just sort of merged together. Miss Slater thought it was better if I wasn't allowed to cum again for a while, so didn't pay me any bedtime visits, or allow me to use the black dildo myself. She still sometimes surprised me with bursts of vibrations from my plug, but just for her own amusement. I'd probably have been too tired for more than that anyway.

It was Wednesday, I think - yes because I was wearing my black uniform again - when Miss Slater came back from work, and wanted to chat while I was doing the dishes.

"How are you, Stephanie? I mean really. I'm worried about you."

"Thank you, Miss Slater, but I'm OK… really. I'm just not sleeping very well, that's all."

"You seem a bit frazzled. I know you're working all hours at the moment, two jobs effectively. We're worried. Would you like us to take some work off your shoulders? You don't need the extra stress and workload, do you? It can't be helping."

What? Stop being their maid? Go back to how it was before? Oh, I don't know, it had already cost me so much to accept that that was who I was now. I'm not sure my fragile mind could cope with much more change. But…?

"Are you saying I won't have to do all the cooking and housework?"

"Oh sweetie, of course that's not what I'm saying! I mean you won't have to do that silly little job of yours - you help us so much around the house, I don't know what we'd do without you."

That ‘we' no longer included me I noticed, and I shuddered that she could even imagine me not being a part of their lives.

"No, we'll hand in your notice, to give you more time to focus on your duties here. No? Wouldn't that be nice?"

I didn't know, I guess, I mean, yes? I could just concentrate on being the best maid I could be. But that would be it, the last tie severed to my old life, as Stephen, a man, a husband.

"And we wouldn't really notice any difference financially, what with Max's salary. Stephanie? It's OK, sweetie, I know you don't like making big decisions. Just trust me, we've got your best interests at heart, OK? Aww, come here, baby." She pinned my arms by my side as she comforted me with her embrace.

It was to be a week of big news. The following evening they sat me down at the dining table for a family meeting.

"OK, so first up, good news. Max spoke to your boss and not only did he get them to waive your notice period, he also talked them into a redundancy payment." That was it, my career in IT was over. I doubted anyone would miss me.

"So you'll still be contributing to the coffers, for a while at least. What great news, hey, baby?"

She spoke to me, but kept looking at him, with pride in her smiley eyes.

"I just introduced him to a couple of contacts of mine, and that seemed to persuade him," he said modestly. I could imagine how impressed my boss would be on meeting such a successful businessman as Mr Fuller.

Next on the agenda was that now I didn't need the home office, it would be converted into my new bedroom.

"How exciting, your very own servant's quarters! I know it's quite a bit smaller than your current bedroom, but we need that back for guests."

Guests! I tried not to get caught up in the thought. One thing at a time is all I can cope with.

"And we'll do it out nicely, get you a proper vanity, with drawers for all your makeup. We'll make it all really cute, won't we, honey?"

"Sure, we will. The decorators are all booked to come and do it next weekend."

She smiled at me and then raised her eyebrows before I realized it was a prompt to thank him.

"Thank you, Mr Fuller, Miss Slater. That's very kind."

She continued. "So I was thinking we should celebrate our new relationship, and I was wondering who we could invite, you know, with the guest room being available again. And I know you haven't seen your sister at all this year…"

No, please. I really hoped this wasn't going where I thought it was.

"I emailed her yesterday, on the off-chance. I know it was short notice but she had an arrangement fall through, and finds herself available in a couple weeks' time. Max and I thought why not? The sooner the better. It's not as if we have anything to hide. We're not embarrassed by you, sweetie, we're super proud of you, of everything you've overcome. So in a fortnight she's staying the weekend. Isn't that great? You'll see your sister!"

Sophie, my little sister Soph, 3 years my junior, who always thought herself superior to me, her gawky older brother. I think she's gotten worse over the years. I mean I love her, but she's so affected, with airs and graces I know she didn't pick up from our household growing up. She never married, despite a few boyfriends over the years, which I put down to her being haughty and high maintenance, but some people must like that, I guess.

She and Miss Slater don't know each other well, as I usually go on my own to visit her and Mom. They've obviously had contact, though, over the nearly 20 years we've been together, the 15 years of marriage. I've sometimes felt she might be a little jealous of that, the marriage I mean, not having a husband like me, and she hasn't tried hard to hide her impression I'm punching above my weight. She seems to like Bailey a lot, respects her as a strong woman, a success, and is perhaps even more disdainful of me in comparison. And for her to see me like this! It would be more than mortifying.

But Miss Slater helped me understand this was my life now, and she would always be my sister, so she would be a part of it too. There was nothing to be embarrassed about, they were proud of me, and I was proud to be helping our wonderful household. I guess it made more sense after that.

We put other long term plans in place the next week as well. Now that I didn't have my old job, I'd have to do even more at home. They set up the parental restrictions on the laptop that used to be mine so I could shop for groceries and household things, from Whole Foods now though, not our usual Walmart. Taking delivery was awkward the first couple times when the young guys didn't quite know what to make of me, but I didn't let it affect my cheerful demeanor.

Mr Fuller said I would have to start going shopping in-store eventually, but that he'd get me something to help with that. Miss Slater seemed to know what he meant, and said that once I'd grown out my own hair nobody would recognise me anyway. She was looking forward to the day she could take me to the salon with her to get our hair and nails done, which sounded nice to do something together.

It was really sweet of them to be so kind and supportive of me. Without my old job, I was feeling a little less stressed, but I still wasn't sure I was sleeping great. I kind of had a bit of a fog in my head most of the time, and just drifted through the days, doing my jobs, feeling good about making them pleased with me. I guess the tablets Miss Slater gave me each day were helping, I didn't really feel anxious any more, and the iPod files of course. They were great, they really calmed down any nagging doubts that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

Mr Fuller even asked his family physician to come and check me over, which was good because he put me on some drugs almost immediately so I must have needed them. I don't even know what estradiol and progesterone are, and without a phone or internet I can't look them up, but I agree it's for the best, because I'd probably become some sort of hypochondriac and start worrying about them too.

Oh, and we had a bell now, like on those old store counters to get attention. Miss Slater had been wanting a coffee one morning and couldn't see me anywhere, so she had to make her own, which I felt terrible about. I was on my hands and knees scrubbing the floor of the utility room and the washing machine drowned out the sound of my brushing. Now the ding of the little bell can be heard all around the house, so I can drop everything to come and help. That also calmed me down a little, knowing I wouldn't miss anything I should be doing.

And my whole energy, aura had changed in some way. I'd been caged for two weeks, and just cum once, if you could call it that. But now I felt my sexual energy was being redirected, kind of, not just frustration focused on my crotch any more, but all around my body, and mainly my head. I was so horny, and got such fizzing excitement and tingly pleasures when I served them, I just melted into submissiveness, and it felt so nice. I hadn't really thought about cock at all for a couple days, apart from when it looked so small and cute when I washed it in the shower. Getting the cage off would be nice, for a bit maybe, but I did kind of feel safer in it now.

So things were OK, I guess. I moved into my new room, which was a lot smaller, but had enough space for my bed, nightstand, closet and vanity, so what else did I need? I didn't have the time to lounge around.

Miss Slater was very excited to reveal it when it was ready. "I know it's a bit young, but it was all so cute we couldn't resist, and we thought you'd love it!" It was all white and pink, with fluffy throw pillows, and a couple of adorable bunny and kitten plushies. I knew how much she hoped I'd love it, and this was another chance to make her happy, so love it I did. I took pride in organizing my things, my medication, iPod and old-school alarm clock by the bed, the satin flowery bathrobe I'd now been given on the back of the door, all my makeup on my vanity, my lingerie in its drawers, and my uniforms and shoes in the closet. I was completely set up as the live-in maid now, which felt nice.

Kind of. It's just, somewhere deep down in the back of my mind, there was that nagging doubt. I tried to suppress it. They'd done so much for me, I didn't want to be ungrateful. We had a lovely family, a nice house, a good life. As long as I showed respect and good behavior at all times, looked presentable and did my chores with a smile on my face, and obeyed all their instructions, I wouldn't be punished. There was nothing to worry about. I got my thrills and tingles from knowing they were pleased with me, and I was happy. Wasn't I? But still there was that little doubt, and when it raised its head above the parapet, I got the creepiest feeling something wasn't right, in fact that something was very wrong, and I felt the dread that my life was in danger, and the terror film knowing there was nothing I could do about it.

34 Ironing Out Wrinkles

I'm working at my desk, when Bailey gets home. I'm feeling good because I helped wrap up a big project on time and under budget, and I'm being fêted at work. She comes into my office and drapes an arm around me, kissing my neck, nibbling my ear, then rolls my chair away to grab my head in her hands, run her nails across my scalp, then plant a full passionate kiss on my lips.

"Hey, baby."

"Hey, Bae." Our eyes lock. God, she's beautiful!

But then she turns, leads me by the hand across to our bedroom, where she removes her clothes, item my item, provocatively, without breaking eye contact. I want her so much right now, my cock stands proud. I tear off my clothes, and throw her back into the bed, filled with lust, about to jump on her, when click.

Cold steel presses against my temple, and I know it's a handgun. The safety has just been clicked off. Someone's got into our house! I try not to panic, Bailey needs me to stay calm. I'll do whatever it takes to get her out of this mess.

"Stand back," growls the deep voice, "Over there. To the closet. That one."

As I go, I see a glimpse of his reflection, which surprises me. He's a big guy, but in a suit and tie, handsome, tanned. What's he doing here? What does he want?

The muzzle presses into my naked back. On a hanger there's a kind of black dress, with a white apron thing.

"Put it on." What? What's he going to do? I feel the handgun, and grab the dress.

It's unbuttoned. I step in, and do them up.

"And the apron. And the hairband."

I realize it's a maid uniform, but what can I do, he's going to take our lives. I tie a big bow in back, and slide the hairband in. I'm dressed as a maid in front of this hulking intruder.

"Over to the chair, by the vanity. Arms behind your back. Don't try anything."

I hear the jangle of metal first, then feel the cuffs close around my wrists. I tug but they're fixed to something.

"It's OK, we'll be OK," I mouth to Bailey, but the expression when she looks back isn't fear, it's more like intrigue.

My eye is drawn to him kicking off his shoes, and the tie he's pulled off and thrown across the room, followed by the rest of his clothes, until he's hopping, removing the last sock. Bailey laughs, not nervously, but rather the warm breathy noise she makes when she's turned on.

"Bailey!"

"Silence!" he snaps.

I'm so scared, for her, for me.

He climbs on the bed, strokes her hair, kisses her nipples. Fear stops me making a sound, but I'm screaming inside. No, no!

He's about to enter her. Noooo!

"Baby? Baby, what is it?" she asks me.

What? How can she not know? "No, don't, don't do it!"

I feel her hold me.

"Shhh, Stephi, it's alright, it's all OK…" She rocks me but my heart is racing.

"It was just a dream, just a bad dream, nothing to fear, I'm here now."

Her lullaby voice calms me a little. Between heavy breaths, I try to explain.

"Oh, Bae, it was horrible. This guy broke into our home. He had a gun to my head. He forced me to wear this uniform. And then, you, you and he we're on our bed. You were about to… It was horrific!"

"There, there, it's OK, Stephanie, it was just a dream."

Wait, what? That name! No, I'm Stephen, her husband, this is our marriage, together, man and wife. I blink open my eyes, but not onto our bedroom. Bailey's sympathetic expression holds my gaze for a moment, but around her, out of the darkness, come the fuzzy shapes of the guest room.

Bailey leans across me to switch the bedside lamp on low. Everything's pink and white. The closet door is open, and there's something hanging up, long dark dresses, with white collars and cuffs. No! This can't be, this can't be happening.

In panic, my head swivels round for any kind of sign my nightmare hasn't morphed into my waking reality. I see my vanity, my plushies, look down at my breasts in my pink pajama top. Nooo!

There's a noise at the door. His face, screwed up against the light. "What all the disturbance?" he grumbles.

"It's OK, honey. Just a little night terror. You go back to bed, I'll be through in a minute."

It's all true, it's all true! It hits me like a freight train. No, how can it be true?

She turns to me and speaks softly but firmly. "Let's get you back to sleep, Stephanie. You'll need all your energy to get the house and the menus ready for your sister this weekend."

I don't know what to do, I can't cope, I can't be Stephanie, I can't.

"No, please, don't make me, please…"

"Oh, don't be like that. We can't go through all this again. You've done so well…"

I'm still Stephen in here somewhere, but it's too painful, as my mind returns, all my recent memories, all the training and conditioning I've been through. It starts pulling me back to the present, Stephen's voice fades to a murmur, he shrinks to a pinprick. I can't experience this terror again, maybe I need to just be Stephanie now, just be their maid. I can do that, no anxiety, no fear…

I remember what I have to say, but can barely spit it out. "...Yes, Miss Slater."

"Good girl. Here, take these, and I think we'll give you a couple of these little ones the doctor gave me in case we had any moments like this. They'll help you sleep."

I take all the pills with a gulp of water, and they instantly have some psychosomatic calming effect, perhaps as they symbolize my surrender.

"That's it, sweetie, you just lie back. Would you like your iPod? OK. It's all good, baby. Everything's OK again now, everything's going to be fine, you'll see, night night, sweetie, sweet dreams…"

My eyes are already closed when she switches off the lamp. Her soothing words nearly send me off on their own, but when the beats start, everything else fades away.

The audio washes over me, nothing sticks, but I love it. It makes me so happy, melty, subby, I could listen to it forever.

"You can't escape your nature…

You can't escape your destiny…

You have always been submissive…

You were meant to serve…

Surrender to your submission…

Compliance makes you content…

You're happiest when you serve…

Serving others fulfills you…

You crave opportunities to obey…

You yearn to be good…

You long to please…

Subservience is your superpower…

Service is your purpose…

Let go of the past…

Relinquish control…

You don't want control…

Responsibility is a burden…

Thinking is hard…

Decisions make you anxious…

Being told what to do is nice…

The attention is a privilege…

You don't need to think…

Freedom from decisions…

Freedom from control…

Trust you'll be cared for…

Surrender to your servitude…

You're a good submissive…

So well-behaved…

Compliance makes you content…

You're happiest when you serve…

Serving others fulfills you…

You crave opportunities to obey…

You yearn to be good…

You long to please…

Subservience is your superpower…

Service is your purpose…

Obedience is pleasure…

You live to obey…"

35 Sophie - Day One

To start off, my sister's visit wasn't quite as bad as I'd been expecting. Miss Slater and Mr Fuller had both knocked off a few hours early on Friday afternoon, a gray day in my uniform rotation. Twenty minutes before she was due, I was made to wait at the front door, but when Mr Fuller saw me, he told me to go and iron my apron. By the time the doorbell went, I was back but already flustered. This was fine, it would all be fine, I told myself, repeating Miss Slater's words. It was perfectly natural, given the particular people involved. I wanted this, to be Stephanie, compliance is contentment, obedience is pleasure, subservience is my superpower!

The doorbell is my cue. I've been prepared for this, rehearsed and critiqued. I adopt my most cheerful demeanor, my most feminine stance and voice.

"Good morning, Sophie. We're so pleased you could make it. Please, come in."

There's my little sister, just standing there, mouth agape. Seconds pass before her head moves up and down to take in the whole sight.

"Stephen?"

"Actually, it's Stephanie now, but yes."

"Yes, yes of course, I can see that. And I knew anyway, from Bailey's emails. It's just… you know. It's quite a lot to take in."

I feel her stare, but can't read her emotion, then a tiny smile plays with the corner of her mouth. I try to mask any potential embarrassment with activity.

"Do come in. May I take your case and coat? I know Miss Slater and Mr Fuller will be so pleased to see you." I think it's my use of their titles that finally elicits a broad grin.

They appear from different directions, but immediately take on the mantle of genial hosts, the perfect couple.

"Ah, Sophie, it's so good to see you. And this is Max."

"Delighted," he says.

She's clearly affected by his large masculine presence. "Oh no, the pleasure is mine."

"Journey OK? I'm so sorry we couldn't pick you up from the airport, but Max and I couldn't get off any earlier, and Stephanie lost her driving privileges."

My sister's eyebrows rise. "No, no, the taxi was fine. You've already been so generous inviting me over."

After their greetings, I'm instructed to hang up her coat, take the case to the guest room, then fix them coffee, and some mini blueberry and banana muffins I baked specially. I'm not required to be a part of their conversation, but I catch snatches on my various trips to the coffee table in the living room.

Miss Slater is explaining our new situation, and Mr Fuller is there to back anything up. It all seems so reasonable.

"...and Max has been a rock. We never would have even thought of this lifestyle without him."

"It's just systems analysis, change management. Forget outdated concepts people have clung on to because ‘we've always done it that way.' You simply feed in your variables and objectives, and see what solutions work best."

Sophie chips in, seemingly over her initial shock. "Well, it seems to be working. These muffins are delicious!" and they exchange pleasant smiles.

By the time I'm clearing up the cups and plates, the conversation has moved on.

"I'm looking forward to getting to know you a little better this weekend, Bailey. I was quite surprised by the invite, but I've always felt we had a lot in common."

"We are sisters, in-law anyway."

"You know, if I can be candid for a moment, I never really understood what you saw in Stephen. I mean, God bless him, I love him and all, but, you know…"

"Yes, I know," Miss Slater concurs, without specifying any of my deficiencies. I know this isn't my problem anymore, but it still hurts, and I feel my lip tremble.

"I mean, Max, if you don't mind my saying so, is leagues above him, so charming and handsome."

"I don't mind you saying that at all," says Max, to their amusement.

"Where did you find him?" jokes Sophie, but it's not entirely in jest.

I've collected the crockery now and return to the kitchen. I don't need to hear our origin story.

But while clearing up in the kitchen, there's the sound of my bell. When I go through to the living room, it's Sophie who rang it, having clearly been encouraged to try it out. She's excited by its power to summon me.

I curtsy and ask, "How may I be of service?" It delights her further that I've been schooled in the etiquette of domestic servants. However, they don't seem to actually want anything, only to make me jump through these humiliating hoops, just because they can. But Miss Slater seems proud of my attentiveness, which softens the blow a little.

"You see, this is what makes her happy, serving others. If only we'd realized sooner, but at least we did realize, thanks to Max. We had a little wobble a couple of nights ago, though, didn't we, sweetie?"

Did we? I don't recall. Although it does ring a faint bell now she mentions it. The medication and my audio training files must have helped with that. It's best not to think about it, though - thinking is hard sometimes. I'm happiest when I serve others, it fulfills me.

"Well, everything seems perfectly in order now," says Sophie, clearly intended as a compliment to all. "I know not everyone would understand, but if they saw how happy you all are, I'm sure most would be converted. And the rest? Well, as they say, those who matter don't mind, and those who mind don't matter," which brings a chorus of approval.

It's a sunny afternoon, and the plan is for the three of them to take a stroll around the local nature reserve. I'm to stay home and prepare dinner. I don't mind in all honesty, being on my own, at least I won't catch them looking at me and smiling as if they're sharing a joke, or worse.

Later, after a long, physically and emotionally demanding day, I'm sitting at my vanity, removing my makeup, in just my wig, underwear and bath robe. It's after my bedtime, but I was granted an extension, to make sure I could get everything clean and tidy before retiring, to avoid the potential embarrassment of a guest encountering any mess in the morning.

After they got back from the reserve and throughout dinner, I performed my duties to the letter, desperate not to give them any reason to punish me in front of my sister. I was allowed a small plateful in the kitchen again, but with no wine. They all grew more lubricated into the evening, and I felt increasingly separated by my sobriety and status, until at one point it was hard not to assume all their giggles were directed at me. I tried not to feel demeaned, I really did, and deep down I know they only want what's best for me, but the humiliation of being a maid to my own sister got the better of me at one point, and I broke down in the kitchen, and had a little cry to myself.

Thinking it's all behind me and that I'm safe behind my closed bedroom door, a light knock pulls me from my memories of the day. I freeze with cotton pad in one hand, bottle of makeup remover in the other. Whoever it is doesn't wait for my response before it opens. It's Sophie.

"Don't mind me," she says. "I wouldn't want to get in the way of a girl and her beauty routine!"

I take it as a barb, but when I spin around to look at her, her smile seems genuine.

"Stephanie? I'm still getting used to the name, but it does suit you."

I blush and close my eyes, but feel like hiding. "Thank you." My high voice cracks.

"Stephanie, I was thinking, earlier on when you referred to Max and Bailey as Mr Fuller and Miss Slater, and then for me it was simply Sophie, well… maybe it would be better if you called me something else, you know, to help me adjust. Maybe, Miss Moore or Miss Sophie - I don't know what the etiquette is exactly. Obviously it's all very new for me - I won't say strange - and I just thought it might help me process it all a bit. How would you feel about just trying it for while, see how we go. Would you mind? I don't want you to feel uncomfortable."

I can't believe I'm going to refer to my younger sister with such a deferential title, but of course I am.

"Yes, Miss Moore, that will be fine. I understand." It stings, but I'd rather that than face punishment for not obeying a guest's request.

"Oh, thank you, Stephanie! And just let me know if it doesn't work for you, won't you?" I'm not sure if her concern is real or just a thin veil over her fun in belittling me.

"Yes, Miss Moore. Thank you for being so understanding."

And that's that, the end of the day's interaction between guest and maid. I block out just what that means, as I return to my makeup remover, and then get into bed.

36 Sophie - Day Two

By mid-morning on Saturday, my sister seems to have forgotten any misgivings. I'm in my navy uniform today, and have already been working for hours when she summons me with the bell, and then speaks to me with a terseness she usually reserves for underlings.

"Oh, Stephanie? I'm glad you're here. My blouse got a little creased in my case, the white one hanging in the closet. I'm going to wear it tonight, so give it a press, a light one will do, and then put it back. I'll need it by 5. These shoes will need a polish too. It's frightful how filthy some corners of airports and taxi stands are. Put some elbow grease into it, mind. I want to see my face in them."

She scrutinizes me, waiting for a reaction, perhaps to gauge how far she can push me. I'm a little overwhelmed, but I suppose she's within her rights to talk to me like this. I am the maid after all.

"And is there a post box in the neighborhood? You need to run out and post this letter. Who writes letters these days? But I know the carers will read it to Mom a lot more if it's a real letter kept on the side."

No, she can't push me that far, can she? I mean, I've never been further than the drive.

"Certainly, Miss Moore," but my voice is anything but certain.

"I've explained most things, that everyone's happy and healthy, but I've left out the sort of thing that would be difficult for someone of her generation to grasp, in her condition anyway."

I think my face must have drained at the prospect of walking the neighborhood like this. We're not that close to people around here, but they know us. Would they recognise me?

"Is everything Alright, Stephanie?" She's enjoying this I know, but won't say anything to give herself away.

"Yes, Miss Moore, it's just… I haven't… been out of the house like this yet."

"Well, even more reason to go today then. Show me your walk."

For the next ten minutes I am tutored by my own sister in short steps and hips ways, how to hold my frame and how to carry my bag. It's horrible, but I do need her help to go unnoticed, and so I try my best.

"You know, Stephanie, when I first heard about... these changes, they seemed a little odd to me - OK, very odd, to be honest. I couldn't imagine what you could possibly get out of it. But now I see it. If one leaves one's baggage at home and looks at this with fresh unbiased eyes, it actually begins to make a lot of sense. It really brings out the best in you, this role, and with your need to serve, you've really blossomed, haven't you?""

"Yes, Miss Moore. It's good of you to say so."

"You're so helpful, I can't imagine how Bailey and Max would cope without you. I wish I had a Stephanie to run around after me at home."

"Thank you, Miss Moore."

Later in a gap in my schedule I brave the world outside the front door. I have on a camel trench coat, Miss Slater's not mine, but it does the job of covering my uniform. The cold air around my exposed legs is still a shock though. My heart pounds for the three blocks there, as the blue postal box gets larger, and even harder on the way back, with my catastrophizing that someone I know will stop me. In the end it's an anticlimax, but I am so pleased to be back safe at home, having passed Sophie's test. How can this place be by haven?, but it feels like it is.

They're in the midst of conversation that seems serious. I dawdle a little too long returning the trench coat to the hall closet

Miss Slater brakes off to question me in a reprimanding tone. "Yes, Stephanie? Can we help you?"

"No, sorry Miss Slater."

I hurry to get back to my tasks in the kitchen, but catch Sophie say, "My Mother always says servants should be seen and not heard, and better yet, not seen!" and I hear the murmur of agreement. Since when did our mother have servants?! She's so fake.

I wish I could hear what they're talking about. Or do I? Maybe I don't. But I work out if I do the quiet cleaning jobs in the nearest part of the kitchen first, I can just about overhear them.

"Will you two stay here long, do you think?"

"In this house? I don't know. Max has a mansion in an upscale suburb across town, an amazing gated place, pool, gardens, a tennis court, staff, security..."

"Impressive!"

"Oh, Bailey's exaggerating, it's just my humble abode."

"It is not!" says Miss Slater, with faux outrage.

"So why are you both here? No offense, you have a lovely home Bailey, but why not over there?"

"We're just starting really, there's no rush. And he'd have to make an honest woman of me!" You can hear she's teasing him, but the shock of that comment almost makes me drop my Mr Clean.

"Really?" says Sophie, "You're thinking of getting hitched?"

"Maybe," says Max, taking command of the conversation. "There are a few obstacles we need to remove first before I get down on one knee."

"Oh, how exciting!" exclaims Sophie, as though I don't exist. "It must be nice to have a man chasing you."

"Well, there's Stephen…" and after a second of tension, they all laugh at Miss Slater's comment.

"You know what I mean," clarifies Sophie, "...a real man."

"Yes, I know," she replies, "Yes, yes it is."

My cleaning has ground to a halt, but then I hear a noise, as though someone is standing, and jump into life. But no, it settles down, no-one's coming, so I go back to eavesdropping.

"And Stephen? Sorry, Stephanie? What will happen to her?"

Mr Fuller takes this one on. "Oh, she'll come too. I know how important she is to B."

"Yes, I wouldn't want to let her go." Was that a relief or a sentence? "Her hair will have grown out soon, and we've started on hormones already. We'll be able to see those making an impact within a year, I'm thinking, so she'll develop her own breasts."

"We might give her a helping hand with those, though, hey B?"

"Yes, it would be nice to speed things up a little, but pretty soon she'll fit in anywhere."

I'm rocked to my core. Of course, the doctor, the pills! But what else did I think was going to happen, after they put me in this uniform, decorated my bedroom, gave me this role?

The next few minutes, I try to rein in my panic, then Mr Fuller's head appears around the door. "We're giving your sister a little tour downtown, maybe do a little shopping. Don't worry about lunch, but make sure you pull out all the stops for dinner, OK?"

"Yes, Mr Fuller."

I'm left on my own once more, shaking at their plans, for them, for me, but after my trip to the post box earlier, there's no way I could even consider making a break for it. To avoid thinking of it at all, I get on with ticking the chores off my to do list.

That evening, dinner is fine, in fact they seem to think it's very fine indeed from their comments to each other, but I only get a cursory thank you, from Miss Slater, as it's expected of me now.

For the second night in a row, after being left to clear up by myself, Sophie comes into my room, this time without even knocking. I'm still fully dressed, thank goodness. She's carrying a store bag, and still persisting with a pretense of concern, though she's not concerned it's fooling nobody.

"Aww, are you OK, Stephanie? They make you work so hard, don't they?" I wasn't required to answer, she was just going to lay into me with all the humiliations she could think of.

"I'll just say this - before I came to visit, I'll admit I was worried that you were being coerced into this, the servant's role, the hormones and everything. But now I see how fulfilled it's made you, I know it suits you perfectly." She watches me intently, waiting for a microexpression she can jump on. I try to remain impassive.

"Do they punish you, Stephanie?"

"Only when I deserve it, Miss Moore."

"And do you deserve it often? Are you a good girl? Or are you a naughty girl?" Each short question is like a dagger, designed to inflict as much pain as possible.

"I'm a… good girl, mostly."

"And when you're not, how do they discipline you?"

"I lose privileges." She waits for more. "...or they spank me." That's what she was waiting for. She even claps her hands together in amusement before she stops herself.

"Seriously, though. It must be so humiliating for you, Stephen, to be so weak, to be such a poor excuse for a man…"

No, please, I can't think of myself as Stephen now, it's too much, the depths of my despair, and the lengths they've gone to to make me Stephanie, their maid.

"...to stand here before me, curtsying in your little dress uniform. Aren't you embarrassed, Stephen? To be so weak you let them turn you into their sissy maid? To work so hard to serve them, to treat them with such deference, your captors, your jailers? But they're not to blame. You're so feeble, it's nothing less than you deserve. You always were so pathetic, I should have known."

Every word lands. I know it's true, it's all true. It hits so hard. I'm sobbing now, my face aches in its grimace, I can't speak, can barely breathe. Something about her reference to Stephen, though, wakes him up inside me, his faint voice somewhere in my head, I hear him. "Help me! Help me!" I have to try, this might be my last chance. I let his voice grow, and come out of my mouth. When it does, it's a whisper.

"Help me, help me, please."

"What was that, Stephanie?"

"H..Help me, please." But I see immediately the glint in her eye.

"Help you with what, Stephanie? Surely not help you escape your fate as their maid? You wouldn't be asking me, a guest, that, would you? That would be so naughty, you'd surely be punished if they found out you'd asked me that…"

"Sophie, please, don't be like this. You have to help me, you can see what they've done to me. Please, you've got to help." Her face changes, and for a second I think she might show me sympathy, but then the onslaught begins.

"Excuse me, maid! How dare you speak to your superiors like that! You'd do well to remember your place, young lady! You need to realize who you are now. Or do you want me to tell Bailey and Max about this? Is that what you want? Are you looking for a spanking?"

She's fierce, goading me into saying something else I'll regret. I'm scared, immediately flustered, panicked, the result of all my training. Then her face cracks into a smile. She's enjoying this so much. What can I do but backtrack?

"No, no, Miss Moore. I'm sorry, Miss Moore. Please don't tell them. I didn't mean it, I didn't mean it."

"No, you clearly said ‘help you'. So help you with what? With being the best maid possible? With looking and acting like the most demure feminine little maid you can be?"

"...Yes, Miss Moore." She's won already, we both know, and now it's time for her prize, and my forfeit.

"You've been given such a wonderful opportunity, I'd just like to play my small part in making you look even better. Here." She passes me the store bag at her feet, in which is a shoe box and a smaller lingerie bag.

"When you were practicing walking earlier, I realized it's so much easier to get that girly sway and posture if you wear heels, not those low ones, but proper four-inch heels" I pull off the lid, and in there are glossy black patent leather high heels, with a round toe and ankle strap.

"And if you're wearing heels, I thought we might as well go the whole hog and get you stockings and a garter belt. I seem to recall that what's most sexy maid outfits have, isn't it? Pantihose can be a bit, I don't know, sensible?"

I stand there staring at what's in my hands.

"Aren't you going to thank me?"

I feel dead inside, and know that her pleasure in tormenting me sounds the death knell for my chances of escape. "Thank you, Miss Moore."

"Well, try them on then!" The gleeful generosity she feigns belies the monster she really is.

I sit to remove my shoes and hose, bunch up the stockings, and roll them up my legs. I slip into the garter belt, but have no idea how to attach the dangling straps until she shows me. The heels are tight but I push my toe then heel into them, then stand up with her support.

"There you go, they look lovely. Give me a little walk, that's it… I knew they would help your posture. Don't you feel it? Don't you feel more feminine?"

"Yes, thank you, Miss Moore."

"And the stockings look super sexy! Just wait till Max sees them…" She leaves the reference implicit.

"So no more ideas of leaving, OK? There's no way back from this, so you may as well get used to these heels and stockings. You should be happy I've decided not to inform them of this episode, but rest assured, if I see anything not befitting of the girliest, most docile little maid for the rest of my time here, I will speak to them at once. Do you understand that, maid?"

"Yes, thank you, Miss Moore."

And somehow after that I was supposed to go to sleep.

37 After Sophie's Visit

The next morning was my black uniform day, the most formal of the three, and perhaps the most similar to the archetypal sexy French maid, especially now I was wearing high heels and stockings. Of course, Miss Slater commented straight away, but Mr Fuller was surprisingly quiet, though I did catch him staring at my legs a couple of times, especially when I bent over to retrieve a dish from the bottom shelf of the cabinet.

Miss Moore left after a late breakfast. To the others, it probably seemed like a loving exchange, but I knew she was twisting the knife with each word.

"So this is it, Stephanie, time for goodbyes. No tears, young lady! Or you'll set me off. OK?"

"Goodbye, Miss Moore."

"Goodbye, Stephanie. You be a good girl now, won't you?"

"Yes, Miss Moore."

We gathered outside to wave her off in the taxi, and with it any chance I had of ever going back to my old life.

Mr Fuller went about his business doing something, and I took the chance to ask Miss Slater something that had been on my mind since overhearing them talking yesterday.

"Miss Slater?"

"Yes, Stephanie?"

"Would it be OK to ask a question?"

"Yes, of course."

"It's just… are we going to live in Mr Fuller's house?"

"Oh, I see. Did some little bird tell you that, or have you been listening in on other people's conversations?"

Although she was admonishing me, I could tell she wasn't really mad.

"Sorry, Miss Slater."

"No, it's OK, you have a right to know, I suppose. We were going to tell you anyway, now the paperwork is organized, but we wanted to wait until Sophie had gone. Listen, why don't we have a family meeting later, and we can talk together properly, all three of us?"

And so that's how we now come to be sitting around the dining table, Mr Fuller on his macbook, and a file of papers in front of Miss Slater. I'm sitting quietly waiting to see if I'm needed to speak, very little it transpires, as they explain everything simply and slowly.

Miss Slater and I are to get divorced. It does hurt, but it also seems so silly that we are still married in the first place, now that our lives have taken such a turn over the last month or two. That will clear the way for Mr Fuller to propose, and seeing the love in their eyes, the wedding won't be long after that. I'm happy for them, I truly am. They deserve each other, deserve love, and the sexlife I could never give her. But I'm sad too, that our marriage is coming to an end.

She will take his name and become Mrs Bailey Fuller, but they didn't want me to feel excluded, so they've arranged to file my change of name too. I'm to be Miss Stephanie Fuller, which they say makes sense because Sophie is already Miss S Moore, so it will avoid any confusion. They place my electronic signature in the required places, and then in 48 hours Stephen Moore will cease to be. It shouldn't, I know, but it gives me a little tingle to take his name, like I'm to be his wife or his daughter or something. They will have complete control over my life, as he will now have power of attorney and become my conservator. I don't mind, I don't like making decisions, and he'll make better ones than me anyway.

The house will be sold. There's no reason to keep it, with so much space in Mr Fuller's mansion, so we'll move in with him. A maid's salary wouldn't even cover half the rent of a room in such a fancy area, so my half of the proceeds from the house sale will go towards my accommodation for the foreseeable future. Not that I'll actually receive any pay. Why would we pay the IRS tax on a salary when it all comes from the same household pot anyway, they explain. I sit there passively, I kind of know this is big news, but they're right, this kind of responsibility is too much for me now, and I just need to trust they are acting in my best interest. And I do. I know they'll take care of me.

Then a thought strikes me, and before I can stop myself, it comes out. "How will I know how to look after such a big house?" Since the moment they said we'd be moving, it's been stressing me out.

"No silly," says Miss Slater, as she strokes my shoulder. "There's lots of staff. Being in charge of the whole place would be way beyond you, sweetie. Aww, look at you, all nervous. We wouldn't put you under that kind of pressure. No, you'll just be a junior housemaid, the bottom rung of the ladder." Was that a relief? I guess so.

Mr Fuller adds, "You'll get all the direction you need from the Housekeeper, Miss Pankhurst, and sometimes the Estate Manager, Mr McQueen."

"You'll like them. Max says Miss Pankhurst can be a bit strict, but it's only because she cares so much about maintaining her high standards."

"Yeah, she's great, best housekeeper ever. I've never had such a disciplined staff."

"I'm sure she'll give you all the training you need," she adds, "and the correction, of course. Knowing how much it's helped you get where you are today, we have sanctioned corporal punishment, if she feels you need it. But I'm sure if you work hard, you two will get on fine. And you'll have your own little room in the servants' quarters with everyone else. It'll be fun, like a summer camp or something. I know we won't see you quite as much, but being seen and not heard is part of your role now, and it would look a little inappropriate if the lady of the house was fraternizing too closely with one of the maids. But we'll still love you, still appreciate you for all that you do to help make our lives easier."

I can't think of not seeing Miss Slater so much, I love her, Mr Fuller too. But I guess if this is what they need me to do, I'll have to wear a smile and do it. I hear the strange beats of my audio training files kicking in, and then the voice in my head. I feel the honor and privilege of serving, their happiness is my reward, I embrace my purpose with gratitude, I immerse myself in servitude, subservience is my superpower…

38 The Wedding

Although everything was clear now, life got tougher after that meeting, as I suspected Miss Slater's love for me was gradually fading. Or maybe I was just being over sensitive, and it really was that I wasn't making enough progress in my work skills. Even in that first week after my sister left, Miss Slater was more testy when I'd done something wrong, with none of the warmth of our earlier mistress-maid interactions.

"I don't enjoy correcting you! It's a chore, it's a burden for me, and chores are what we've got you for!"

"I'm sorry, Miss Slater."

"The annoying thing is you can do it, I know you can, you just need to pay attention, focus. Why don't you focus? Don't we deserve that respect? I'm not saying all this just to denigrate you, it's to help you remember, so remember it! OK?"

"Yes, Miss Slater. Sorry, Miss Slater."

"Why are there fingerprints on the silver? Why are the knives and forks not equidistant on the table? You know all this! Honestly, I don't know why we have you around sometimes."

"Please, I'll do better, I'm sorry, I promise."

"No, no, you've had your chance, you've shown us what you think of us. Argh! Just go to your room, I don't even want to see you right now."

"Please, I promise."

"No, we'll correct this behavior later, you've stored up another spanking there, young lady."

And indeed I had. Miss Slater gave me that lesson herself, and showed no reticence in using her strap to leave an indelible imprint on my behavior. I was good after that, worked hard, no more thoughts of Stephen, no more little wobbles.

When we finally moved in, I realized just how rich Mr Fuller really was, and the perimeter wall, with razor wire and armed guards patrolling it, guaranteed no chance of my escape. My room was small, but there were five other maids living there too, most in their early twenties, a couple of locals, a Mexican, one from Guatemala, and even a Philippina. They were friendly, and seemed not to know about Stephen, so I made quick progress in perfecting my female speech and mannerisms, and the persona I adopted 24/7 quickly became who I really am. My hormones had expedited this of course, as had the breast implants they'd given me when my own weren't developing quite as quickly as they'd wanted. The hormones had shown me a whole new avenue of pleasure to explore, through enlarged areola and sensitive nipples, but the implants changed my posture and entire look so much it had an instant effect on how I carried myself, saw myself, and how others acted toward me too. So despite my previous concerns, I was fitting in.

Miss Pankhurst, the Housekeeper, did indeed run a tight ship, although I was the only one who received weekly maintenance spankings regardless of whether I'd done anything wrong. I might be mistaken but she seemed to spend a little too long caressing my ass both before and especially afterwards, when she rubbed in the soothing lotion. There were also three cooks, four security guards, and a team of five maintenance men who performed the roles of handymen, pool guys and gardeners. Ultimately everyone was overseen by Mr McQueen, the Estate Manager, an older overweight gray-haired man, who took a shine to me, and left his hands on my butt whenever he gave me an instruction or passed me in the corridor.

I saw Miss Slater much less of course, and Mr Fuller, and when I did they didn't really engage with me as they had, treating me like any other of the maids, which is only fair I suppose. So I was most surprised when one day Miss Pankhurst told me I'd been summoned by Miss Slater to her day room in the east wing. I knocked, entered then stood to the side with my head bowed until addressed, just as I'd been trained.

When she looked up from her book, she seemed pleased to see me, and my heart sang. I'd been so busy getting to grips with my new life here, I'd almost forgotten their exciting plans. She showed me her engagement ring and the largest rock I'd ever seen, and her happiness reassured me she'd made the right decisions about all our lives. It made me feel so good I quivered a little inside. She told me there was to be a wedding in a couple of months, and that, although Mr Fuller wasn't sure, she'd insisted I be there too, and had decided I'd be her bridesmaid. I could hardly believe my ears, and gushed my thanks and appreciation.

On her guest list, as well as all her old college friends, colleagues and family, some of our old friends would be there, like Chloe and Bob, who'd bought her the prophetic fridge magnet about the wife being the boss. And my sister, too. I winced at the thought, but none of that mattered any more. There was no Stephen to humiliate, just Stephanie the maid, and I already knew my status could not be any lower. 

The wedding itself was magnificent, and in her jaw-dropping white dress, she looked truly beautiful, they both did. It was held in the gardens of the mansion, and was everything you'd see in Harper's Bazaar, though they'd never be gauche enough to sell the rights, they said. I'd been fitted for my dress three times, a beautiful dusky pink fabric with a silky sheen that draped over my new curves like flowing water. Miss Slater gave me her grandmother's locket, which I was so touched about, and which was so pretty nestled between the mounds of my plentiful breasts. My own hair and makeup had taken three hours, so I dread to think how long Miss Slater had endured to look like such a goddess. Sorry, I should call her Mrs Fuller now, and she's always been a goddess to me. The ceremony was so romantic I shed more than a couple of tears, though I couldn't be sure it wasn't also mixed with a little self-pity and grief for the death of our own marriage.

Now, as the party is getting into full swing, I pick up the single glass of champagne that I've been permitted, and the bubbles go up my nose. One of the waiting staff comes over and gives me a note card on which is written, "Come to the observatory, I want to see you. Mrs Fuller xx"

My heart skips a beat as I hurry up the grand staircase to the third floor, the old observatory, with antique telescopes and ceiling to floor windows out onto the night sky and gardens below. She's alone and seems a little melancholy.

"Stephanie! You came!" It's delivered as if to an old friend who had some sort of choice in the matter. "Look at you, you're beautiful!" She takes my hands as I blush.

"You look stunning, Mrs Fuller," I reciprocate, honestly.

"Yes, yes, enough about me. I want to talk about you. Are you happy, Stephanie? Do you think we made the right choice about our lives?" I'm guessing she's a little drunk, and contemplative on such a momentous occasion.

I just want her to be happy. "Yes, yes, of course. You're so lucky to have met such a wonderful man, and you're both going to be so happy together, it fills me with joy."


"Aww, you're a sweetie, aren't you? But does it really? You know, none of this would ever have happened if you hadn't agreed to let me try to liven up our sexlife and invite someone else in… We were happy together there, weren't we, Cuckie? For a while, more than a while. I do still love you, Stephanie." 

"That's so kind of you to say so, Mrs Fuller." She smiles and I hope I've helped cheer her up a little.

She pulls me into her and links arms like girlfriends, then whispers conspiratorially. "Hey, do you remember our wedding day? It was nice, wasn't it? Small and simple, not overblown like all this."

"Yes, Mrs Fuller, it was lovely."

"And do you remember the wedding night? You were so nervous it was like it was your first time! Hardly fireworks! Maybe you'd been drinking."

She laughs but not at me, she means to be inclusive, so I laugh with her. "I don't suppose I need to worry about that any more," I say, and she laughs again.

"I should have known then, really, but you were so kind, so nice, and I loved to snuggle up with you for a cuddle." I take it as a compliment. "How are things, down there?" She nods down to below my waist. "I don't like to ask, it seems so personal, but I am curious, you know, the effects of everything."

"I'm not really sure. Miss Pankhurst keeps me in my cage, and I'm only released for cleaning, but that's supervised, so I can't really tell. I don't think I could get hard anymore."

I think of something that might amuse her. "...and it's even smaller than it used to be!" I get a little hit of pleasure at the snicker my self-deprecation elicits, and that she seems proud of me. She waits for me to continue, and I know I have to reveal more.

"I mean there's still a little thin liquid that leaks through my cage when I suction that black dildo you got me to the wall of the shower. But orgasms are different now, deeper, longer, and when those vibrations build up, I get these full body shudders like an earthquake. So I don't really miss my little thingie these days."

"Oh that's wonderful news, Stephanie. I guess you don't really need your cage anymore. Maybe we should have your little marbles removed just to make sure. Would you like that, sweetie? Think how nicely your panties will fit, all flat and smooth."

I don't know how to respond, but I don't suppose it really matters. "Maybe?"

"Yes, I think that's for the best. How exciting!"

She takes a beat, and then her smile fades again. "I know it's all been so hard for you, we've all changed so much but no-one more than you. I hope you know it was from a place of love, that we did it to help you find contentment, to become who you were always meant to be. But are you fulfilled, in your work, in life? You can tell me if you're not, you know."

I start to well up, perhaps at her kindness, but can only nod, as my lashes flutter and I bite my lip to stop myself crying.

"Good, good. You know I think Miss Pankhurst might like you. She's a lesbian of course, and Mistress to most of the maids, but there's always mutual consent, I'm told, or at least consensual non-consent. They're all subs, that's why they applied in the first place, and they are all very satisfied, I hear. You know, there's no reason you shouldn't have a healthy sexlife, if you wanted, you know? I mean with someone."

"Thank you, Mrs Fuller." I haven't thought about being with someone else like that since she grew tired of pegging me.

"And Mr McQueen has a soft spot for you too. Although his spot is not very soft, I imagine!" This time she laughs at her own joke. "He normally goes for cis girls, but I've seen him staring at you. Apparently, he has this terrible line he uses on the girls. If I married you, I'd be your King and you'd be McQueen!" and her howls of laughter are so infectious I can't help joining in. "Awful!" she cackles, "I can't believe he's still using it - he's never even been married!"

Would that make me gay? I don't know, it doesn't seem important now. Sissy maid seems to be my gender, and I'm not sure I get to have a sexual preference - my satisfaction comes from serving others, whoever they are and however they want. Whatever Mr McQueen or Miss Pankhurst demanded I'd have to obey, that's what I do, it's who I am now.

The laughter dies down once more. "I know I'm in a funny mood right now, but I am happy," she says. "It's just that wherever you go, you always leave something behind, you know?" Although it's a little cryptic and over my head, I nod to encourage her to keep speaking.

"But I'm sad because this is when we have to say goodbye." I try not to panic, just stay calm and listen. "Maybe not goodbye… au revoir? If you love someone let them go, they say, don't they?" I'm really lost now.

"OK, out with it," she tells herself. "We're going away. Not just the honeymoon, but we're going to the Emirates for another ceremony with all Max's friends and extended family, and then we're touring for six months, for business and pleasure, around the Middle East and then the European Mediterranean countries he's expanding into. It's such a fantastic opportunity to see the world."

It's me who's sad now, knowing that this is why she summoned me up here tonight, to say goodbye.

"So we won't see you again for at least that long, and then after that, who knows? We might just travel for the rest of our lives and not come back at all. But whatever happens, I want you to know something - I've loved you in many different ways, but I have always loved you, Stephi."

"I love you too."

That chokes us both up. We hug, holding on to each other, not wanting to let go, but eventually we have to.

"Oh, look at us!" She tries to lighten the emotional load. "A couple emotional wrecks! I know you're on hormones, but what's my excuse?"

Even when she's crying, she's beautiful.

"Right, enough! I'm going to check my makeup and return to the party. I suggest you get to bed. I'd hate for you to be too tired to do your chores properly tomorrow morning. I don't want to be responsible for Miss Pankhurst punishing you."

"Yes, Mrs Fuller, thank you. For tonight. For everything."

"Goodnight, Stephanie."

"Goodnight, Mrs Fuller."

THE END

(Or is it? Keep an eye out for the next book, Forced Sissy Muslimah Servitude, to find out Stephanie’s fate…)
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The ultimate ‘cuck book’ - a recipe for cuck angst
and a perfectly turned out sissy cuck maid.
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Lottie Madison

“You shouldn’t be so hard on her, Max
- she's accepted her new role pretty
well, considering..."
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