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Forward

Frank and Kate have a happy and successful marriage. But Frank has a secret, a desire that grows till it becomes an obsession – Frank wants Kate to dominate him, and not just in the bedroom. What he really wants is to become his beautiful wife’s sissy maid. He hopes for a new life that involves Kate keeping him in chastity and taking lovers, forcing him to wear sissy maid uniforms, teasing and frustrating him, making him do housework and punishing him for failing to perform to her requirements.

Kate loves Frank and wants to please him, but these new ideas seem rather extreme and what’s in it for her?

Read on to discover how she finds out and poor Frank – now Sissy Maid Francesca - discovers that he may have underestimated his wife’s drive and determination.

Things really heat up when Kate discovers she has a sadistic streak she knew nothing of but is determined to explore.
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Ch1. The Maid Dares To Complain

Kate was sitting on the edge of the king size double bed she used to share with her husband of seven years, Frank. Still in her dark blue silk pyjamas, she crossed one shapely leg over the other and let her Ugg slipper dangle from her foot. It was an innocent enough action in most circumstances, but this was not most circumstances. At his own request, Frank was no longer the man of the house. Far from it. If the maid’s outfit he was wearing didn’t give it away, then the large pink badge pinned over his left breast showing his new name of Sissy Maid Francesca, left little room for doubt.

It was now almost two years since the 35-year-old Kate had finally given in to her husband’s repeated pleading for her to be more dominant with him, to lock him in a chastity cage and become his Mistress. At first Frank, who was ten years older than his wife, had tried to ‘top’ from the bottom and dictate how their new relationship developed, but he had reconned without his gorgeous wife’s steely determination once she decided on a course of action. Theirs was now a full-time Femdom relationship with him being dressed and treated as a maid 24/7, responsible for all housework tasks, cooking and laundry. The transition was, at first, difficult for Kate to make, but once she realised that the more dominantly, she behaved, the more cruel and heartlessly she treated her former husband and now maid, the more satisfied and content he became.

On the few occasions, early on when, feeling sorry for her new maid, Kate had relented and cut him some slack or given in to his pleading to be allowed out of the chastity cage, Frank could not hide his disappointment, which had resulted in some arguments. The only thing Frank needed more than the freedom to cum whenever he wanted was to have his sexuality strictly and cruelly controlled by his beautiful wife. The unfair treatment, the frustration and humiliation of his position were essential to his deep-seated need to be dominated by his beautiful wife. It might have been a situation doomed to failure had Kate not realised, to her surprise, that she had within her a hitherto unrealised sadistic side. Once she got past the restrictions of ingrained morality, she was able, not only to accept her role, but to initially begin to enjoy it, before eventually coming to terms with the fact that she needed to be a heartless bitch to her devoted husband just as much as he needed it.

It did not take long for Kate to realise that the key to ensuring her maid’s unquestioning obedience was through chastity and sexual denial. Frank, now Francesca had a hard time coping with the increasingly long periods without relief but knew himself that his sexual frustration was a powerfully addictive drug, one that he might desperately want to give up but knew he would only ever want more of.

The chastity cages had progressed from plastic to metal, becoming smaller and more secure as Kate’s knowledge of male chastity grew because of her online research and conversations with like-minded Mistresses. Security was increasingly important as Kate experimented with longer periods of denial alongside increasingly ingenious methods of teasing her husband/maid to the point of despair. It was, in fact, that despair that had led Francesca to approach his Mistress this morning.

‘Please Miss Kate, I just can’t keep going like this! It’s driving me insane. It was bad enough when we started, and you were making me wait a couple of weeks! It’s been over four months now; no man can be expected to cope with that!’ Francesca pleaded as he knelt in front of his Mistress. ‘I want to be your maid, and I want to obey you. I know I can’t expect to have anything like the number of orgasms you do. You’re my Mistress, you should have many more orgasms than I do. But you haven’t even allowed me to get an erection for five weeks now. I used to be able to get hard when you unlocked me for cleaning and shaving, but since you introduced the cold baths, I don’t even get that!’

The cold bath system had been suggested to Kate by a fellow Mistress called Vanessa that she had become quite friendly with. It involved running a cold bath and having her maid strip and sit in the water, wrists cuffed and locked behind him. After allowing about 15 minutes for the uncomfortable temperature to negate any possibility of erection, she would don a pair of pink rubber washing up gloves, unlock the cage, remove and wash it before applying a harsh cleaning and shaving routine to her husband’s shrivelled privates. The process was quick and efficient but most importantly, entirely without opportunity for enjoyment for poor Francesca; that being the whole point.

‘It was not my idea to lock your little thing in chastity, Francesca, it was yours. I seem to recall you insisting that your erections and sexual relief be entirely at my discretion. Or are you suggesting I have misremembered our discussion?’

‘No, of course not, it’s just that… ‘

‘No of course not, what?’ Kate interrupted.

‘Sorry Miss Kate,’ Francesca apologised, knowing he could not afford to upset his Mistress if he wanted to have any chance of gaining her pity and consequently some small measure of relief from the constant ache in his swollen blue balls. I meant no, of course not, Miss Kate.’

‘You expect me to take pity on you, but you can’t even be bothered to address me correctly. Have you no respect for me at all, maid?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate. I have huge respect for you. I love you. I worship you!’

‘It looks to me like the only thing you worship is that tiny shrivelled little appendage between your legs! I warned you to be careful what you wished for. You know very well that I do not do anything by halves. I have made no secret of how much I enjoy frustrating and teasing you, or of my intentions to gradually increase the periods between releases for you. We agreed that you would go for as long as I wanted you to with no orgasms, not even ruined ones and no erections either. I’ve told you that the incredible rush of sadistic pleasure I gain from the idea of that is one of the things that has led to the exponential growth in both the frequency and the intensity of my orgasms. It has been a revelation to me so, if you think there is anything you can do or say that will distract me from that course, I’m afraid you are very much mistaken. Your sex life will fade as mine grows. The only way you can stop that is to end my domination of you, but you won’t, will you, Sissy Francesca? Because you can’t. You need this lifestyle as much as I do. So, accept it. Domination my way, or no domination at all.’

‘You’re right, Miss Kate. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. It’s just so hard! Last night watching you have sex with your boyfriend in what used to be our bed, just brought it all to a head. It was torture! Seeing you giving yourself to another man, seeing how much you enjoyed it, how much you wanted him. I wished so much that I could be him!’

‘Ridiculous!’ Kate laughed cruelly. Tony is a real man. He knows how to satisfy a woman. You were never in his league but the idea of you even considering it now is hilarious! Even if I was desperate enough to invite you into my bed, I doubt you could last long enough to get your little dicklet inside me, could you?’

‘No, Miss Kate. I’m sorry. I know I could never satisfy you. But it hurts so much seeing you with someone else!’

‘I thought you liked watching me with another man. You used to pester me often enough to do it. Now, when I’m kind enough to let you, you complain. You’re just an ungrateful little sissy slut!’

‘I know it was me who put the idea in your head and you’re right, it was always a huge fantasy for me. It’s incredibly erotic, a huge turn on, but painful too. And it’s made more painful by the fact that I can’t do anything to relieve the massive arousal it causes.’

‘If I understand your cuckold desires correctly, the enforced inability to relieve the sexual arousal caused by my infidelity must serve only to heighten it still further.’

‘It does, Miss Kate, it really does! But it’s too much! It might be more bearable if I knew when you might next unlock this damned cage, but you keep changing your mind.’

‘No dear,’ Kate smiled, ‘It’s you, or at least, your behaviour that changes my mind. My having a lover was your idea, as was your enforced chastity and your demotion from husband to maid. But for some reason, the better I become at catering to your perverted little fantasies, the more you complain. Well, I’ve had enough. I’ve worked very hard to make this work for both of us but since my efforts don’t meet with your approval, we can end it right now and go back to a vanilla relationship.’

‘No, please, Miss Kate, I don’t want that!’ Francesca pleaded, suddenly worried he may have ruined everything. ‘I’m sorry, I won’t complain again I promise! It’s just that I love you so much! I know how hard you’ve worked at this and I’m sorry if I seem ungrateful. Please let me make it up to you!’

‘There is only one way it can possibly work. You know what that is.’

‘Yes, Miss Kate.’

‘Say it!’ Kate snapped at the trembling maid.

‘Domination your way or no domination at all,’ he mumbled.

Suddenly Kate lashed out and smacked him across the face, ‘Louder!’

‘Please Miss Kate, domination your way or no domination at all!’

‘And, for the last time, which one do you want?’

‘Domination your way please, Miss Kate.’

‘Good,’ Kate smiled. ‘We will not have this discussion again.’

‘No Miss Kate, thank you,’ Francesca attempted one of the curtsies his Mistress had been making him practice recently, hoping to please her enough to lighten her mood.

‘I am aware that you have been struggling with your chastity Francesca,’ Kate spoke softly, raising the maid’s hopes that he was back in her good books. ‘I’ve been thinking about what I could do to help you.’

This was looking very promising, and Francesca could not help the grin that was spreading across his face at the thought of being free of the infernal chastity cage for long enough to gain some relief from the endless torture of sexual frustration.

‘Why do you think I tease and deny you?’

‘Because I asked you to, Miss Kate. Because I’m a pathetic sissy maid who doesn’t deserve to cum.’

‘That’s true,’ Kate smiled cruelly. ‘But if that were the only reason, it would be enough for me just to keep you in chastity. The real reason I tease and deny you is that I’m just a sadistic bitch. I love to excite and deny you. I love being heartless and cruel to you. I never would have believed it, but it’s true. I adore the fact that I get to keep you in constant pain. Knowing that I can deny you sexual relief for as long as I please gets me so horny!’

Kate leant forward looking straight into her maid’s eyes as she spat in her face. ‘I love denying you. I love being a bitch and a cruel Mistress. I love what I’ve turned you into. Tell me how frustrated you are right now. Are those little balls bursting?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate. It’s like a red-hot burning coming from inside my balls and spreading through my cock!’

‘Good, I love it when you tell me how much it hurts. My pussy just starts bubbling! Do you ever get mad at me because I don’t let you cum and I never let you fuck me?’

‘No, Miss Kate,’ Francesca sobbed. ‘I am your sissy maid, and I must submit to your will. But it really is so very hard!’

‘Poor sissy,’ Kate soothed. ‘Never mind. You’ve made me all horny now. Why don’t you lick my feet while I masturbate with my favourite vibrator?’

As Kate writhed and screamed through three intense orgasms, the sissy kept on devotedly licking his Mistress’s tiny feet.

‘Mmmm, that was very nice,’ Kate breathed after getting her breath back. ‘Do your cock and balls still hurt sissy?’

‘Yes Miss Kate. The pain is terrible! My cock aches and I feel a tremendous desire coupled with intense frustration. It’s so bad that my balls feel like they are being held over an open flame!’

‘Oh dear,’ Kate soothed her maid. ‘You poor sissy. Perhaps I can help you take your mind off it. I’ve been thinking I should focus more on your corporal punishment.’

‘What?’ Francesca almost blurted out. This was not what he anticipated.

‘As you know, I have struggled with the idea of beating you and causing you pain. I want you to know that I’m over that now. Thanks to my growing acceptance of the sadistic side of my personality and to the advice from my friend Vanessa, I’m ready to move forward in that area. Punishments will now be far more frequent, longer lasting and more intense. Alongside that, reasons for those punishments will, going forward, be expanded to include minor offences and may even be administered on a whim and for no reason at all except that I can.’

‘Please Miss Kate… ‘

‘Those reasons will include disrespectfully interrupting me or questioning my decisions!’ Another slap to his face, harder this time, which caused tears to form in his eyes. ‘Don’t worry Sissy Francesca, we’ll soon have your tiny mind off your equally tiny cock and focussed on more productive pursuits. Which brings me to another announcement. Vanessa, who is a much more experienced Mistress than I, has very kindly agreed to pay us a visit. She will be here tomorrow to have a look at you and give me some advice on your training. One thing she particularly mentioned was her desire to demonstrate her skills with the different implements she uses to punish her own sissy maid. I expect her visit will be a valuable experience for us both.’

‘Please no, Miss Kate! Please! I don’t want anyone else to see me! I’m your maid, I don’t want anyone else involved. It would be humiliating! Please!’

‘And there it is, you don’t want… You still don’t get it do you. This is not about what you want. It can’t be. To work it must be about what I want. Any discomfort or inconvenience that may cause you, any humiliation or embarrassment, is of no concern to me. In fact, as I’m sure you are aware deep down inside, all those elements are essential to ensure you feel helplessly in the power of a dominant woman with a mean streak. You should know how privileged you are and accept your NEED to regret what you wished for to feel totally content. And that contentment is as addictive for you as it is for me to cause it. I love how you react when I am ultra-strict, the enhanced respect and deference you show me, which inspires me to be even more strict and pitiless! Which, in turn causes you to feel even more privileged, and you can’t help but show it, and so the ratchets keep on clicking! Now get on with your housework, I want this place immaculate for Vanessa’s visit.’

As the maid curtsied respectfully and turned to leave, he wondered how the desperate attempt to get relief that he’d been working up to for days had turned out to be such a disaster that only made things worse for him.


Ch2. The Visit Of Mistress Vanessa

On the afternoon of the next day Francesca was busy ironing in the basement laundry, desperately trying to take his mind off the upcoming humiliation of being shown off to a complete stranger as his wife’s sissy maid. The noise of the doorbell ringing caused his stomach to do somersaults. Ten minutes later, the sound of two pairs of lady’s heels on the wooden stairs leading down from the kitchen turned his blood to ice. He desperately wanted to keep his head down and continue with what he was doing but dared not go against his training which required him to stop what he was doing, turn and curtsy respectfully to his wife then stand to attention until told to carry on.

‘So, this is Sissy Maid Francesca?’ the immaculately dressed lady he assumed to be Mistress Vanessa asked.

‘Yes,’ Kate answered before stepping around behind him, lifting his uniform skirt and, without ceremony, delivering a dozen quick hard smacks to his backside with the heavy wooden hairbrush she had brought with her. Francesca let out a surprised girly yelp, his face scarlet with embarrassment.

‘Oh dear,’ Mistress Vanessa sympathised. ‘What has she done to deserve that?’

‘Answer the lady, Sissy Francesca,’ Kate admonished him as she dropped his skirt back into place and came around to stand beside her friend, arms folded in front of her with a face that clearly warned, don’t you dare show me up in front of my friend! ‘Tell Mistress Vanessa why I just spanked you.’

‘I erm… it… I mean…’

‘Take a deep breath dear,’ Vanessa smiled. ‘I won’t bite you. Your Mistress gave you an instruction. I think she would like you to demonstrate your obedience to her by obeying it. Now, go ahead.’

‘Yes Miss, I mean Mistress, erm, Vanessa. Miss Kate has kindly decided to beat me randomly without reason to help take my mind off my chastity.’

‘I see,’ Vanessa cast an approving glance at Kate before turning back to the maid who was now shaking visibly with nerves.

‘And does it work?’

‘I’m not… I mean, I think so, Mistress Vanessa.’

‘You think so? Mmmmm. Why don’t you drop to your knees, crawl over here and kiss my boots?’

Francesca stole a quick glance at his Mistress who glared at him. Then, falling to his knees he obeyed the instructions of the intimidating lady in front of him. The smell and taste of her expensive-looking leather boots coupled with the humiliation of what he was doing and the frustration of many weeks of chastity combined to force a raging torrent of blood to try to force his neglected cock to expand. The cold hard walls of his chastity cage however, made any such proposition impossible, which forced an involuntary groan of pure longing and frustration from his lips.

‘As I thought,’ Vanessa drawled. ‘No man with even an ounce of self-respect would behave in such a way. For a born sissy like Francesca here though, such humiliation serves only to excite her pathetic excuse for a libido. I applaud your use of unwarranted punishment Kate dear, but I think that with such a pathetic specimen as your maid, such punishments must be exaggerated to match and then subdue such inappropriate behaviour. Perhaps you will allow me to demonstrate later?’

‘That would be wonderful, thank you Vanessa.’ Kate smiled at her friend, feeling definite signs of arousal herself as she witnessed her husband/maid’s subjugation by her new friend. ‘Francesca, you may serve wine in the lounge when you are quite finished making an exhibition of yourself!’

As the ladies turned and walked away, their sexy heels clicking on the wooden treads of the staircase once more, poor Francesca’s mind filled with a mixture of excitement and dread at what might lay ahead for him.

After checking and adjusting his appearance in the hall mirror, Francesca knocked then entered the lounge with two glasses of chilled white wine on a silver serving tray. The ladies were engrossed in conversation and took the proffered glasses without even acknowledging the maid who stood to one side as unobtrusively as possible.

‘Come and tell Mistress Vanessa what you did last night Francesca,’ Kate eventually summoned him.

Francesca hurried over to stand in front of the two ladies who sat side by side on the couch. Should he curtsy once to both ladies or give an individual curtsy to each lady? And what was his Mistress/Wife referring to? Surely not that! Please, not that!

‘One curtsy each when you present yourself to two or more ladies sitting together, Francesca,’ Kate informed him after he’d predictably made the wrong decision and curtsied just once. ‘Now, tell the lady what you did for my Tony last night.’

That hurt, her calling him ‘my Tony’, but not as much as what she wanted him to do now. His glance of desperate appeal to her was met with another warning glare which left him with no option. With the feeling that he was drowning in humiliation, he turned to the sweetly smiling lady beside his Mistress and licked his suddenly dry lips.

‘Mr Tony, my Mistress’s lover, put his penis in my mouth, Mistress,’ he mumbled feeling his face burning with shame.

‘Sissies like you have a penis, Francesca,’ Kate reminded him coldly, ‘Real men like Tony have cocks which sissies like you love to suck. Now say it properly!’

‘Please Mistress Vanessa, I sucked Mr Tony’s cock.’

They two ladies looked at each other and laughed as the maid stood red-faced and staring at the floor in front of him.

‘How wonderful for you, dear,’ Vanessa commented. ‘And did you enjoy sucking the cock of your Mistress’s lover?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled with another glance at his wife. It had been the most humiliating and emasculating moment of his life, but he knew better than to say so, especially in front of Kate.

‘I suspect you wouldn’t dare say otherwise,’ Vanessa laughed. ‘Was this your first time sucking a man’s cock, Francesca?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You’re very lucky that you have a Mistress who is prepared to indulge your predilection for cocks, aren’t you? As well as a Master who is comfortable with the fumbling attentions of a sissy.’

‘Answer the lady!’ Kate demanded.

‘Yes, Mistress Vanessa. I’m very lucky, thank you.’

‘How did you like the taste? Did you suck it until he came in your mouth or just to get it hard for your Mistress?’

‘Just to get it hard, Mistress.’

‘I hope he allowed you to suck him clean after he finished fucking her.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You do like the taste then, don’t you? Which do you prefer, before or after?’

‘Erm, after Mistress.’

‘Is that because it tastes of your Mistress too?’

‘Yes, Mistress Vanessa.’

‘How cute! I wonder if your poor wife thinks you may be turning gay. Or perhaps you’ve always been gay.’

‘I’m pretty sure he swings both ways,’ Kate laughed.

‘Is that true Sissy Francesca?’

‘No, Mistress. I’m not gay at all. I do it to please my Mistress.’

‘A convenient excuse if ever I heard one,’ Vanessa responded, and both ladies laughed.

‘Tell me, Sissy Francesca,’ Mistress Vanessa went on, ‘What do you imagine your wife thinks about you when she sees you sucking her boyfriend’s cock?’

‘I don’t know, Mistress Vanessa.’

‘Well, let’s ask her. Kate dear, why don’t you tell your maid how you feel about her on those occasions? Do you see her as a man, as a husband?’

Kate leaned over to her friend, grasped her hand and confided to her in a quiet voice, ‘I noticed how you just referred to him as ‘her’, I love it!’

‘I’ve found the enforced change of gender pronoun to be a most effective emasculation tool,’ Vanessa agreed softly. ‘There are four stages involved. Firstly, you begin referring to your maid as her and ask anyone else who encounters her to do the same. Secondly, you work at actually starting to think of the sissy as a her. The third stage is having the maid refer to herself as female.’

‘So, the fourth stage must be to train her to think of herself as female,’ Kate finished for Vanessa.

‘Exactly, my dear. I knew you were a natural at this. There is one caveat to bear in mind, however. Francesca may not be much of a man and become even less so as a result of your rigorous training. But she will never be truly female. She can only ever be a sissy, a creature largely bereft of any annoying remnants of masculinity yet unable to ever reach the status of a woman. Neither male nor female, just a pathetic sissy whose only purpose is to serve and amuse her owner.’

‘I love the sound of that,’ Kate laughed, speaking more loudly so Francesca could hear her. ‘And, to answer your question, when I see HER sucking my boyfriend’s cock, I do not see her as a man or as my husband. I see a pathetic wimp desperate to please her Master and her Mistress.’

‘And how does that make you feel inside?’ Vanessa prompted.

‘I feel powerful,’ Kate smiled at her friend. ‘Cruel because I know how much she hates doing it. And heartless because I don’t care.’

‘Wonderful,’ Vanessa beamed. ‘So now you know Francesca. How do you feel about that?’

‘I… I just… I just want to please Miss Kate, Mistress.’

‘Of course you do. And you want to please her boyfriend too, I imagine, since that will also, please your Mistress.’

‘Yes, Mistress Vanessa.’

‘What about Tony though? What do you think he thinks about you as he looks down at you in your maid’s uniform, submissively sucking his big cock?’

This woman was relentless! Would this nightmare never end? But if her questions were so humiliating then why was his cock straining so hard against the unrelenting walls of his damn chastity cage?

‘I think he sees me as pathetic, Mistress. A pathetic sissy.’

‘A pathetic, cock-sucking sissy, wouldn’t you say?’ Vanessa teased.

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘Say it then. Tell your wonderful, beautiful Mistress what Tony thinks of you. What you undeniably are.’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca obeyed, unable to look his Mistress in the face. ‘I’m a pathetic cock-sucking sissy.’

‘No argument from me,’ laughed Kate. ‘Bring us another glass of wine,’ Kate ordered her maid. ‘Then you can prepare lunch. We’ll take it in the dining room.’

‘Yes, Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied, a feeling of relief washing over him. Did she just dismiss him to allow him to get away from the torture her friend seemed so determined to inflict on him? A tsunami of love for his wife hit him so strongly he felt faint as he curtsied and turned to make for the door, hoping to get out before Vanessa said anything else.

‘If you can wrench your mind away from your wife’s boyfriend’s cock for long enough,’ Vanessa added mockingly. So much for hope.


Ch3. Vanessa Wants To Hear How Kate Began Cuckolding Her Husband

After serving the wine Francesca left to go back to the kitchen to prepare a lunch of salad, fresh salmon and a dessert of tiramisu. He had never prepared food for a guest and was rather nervous about doing so despite, or perhaps because of the detailed instructions he had received from his Mistress the previous evening. But at least the task got him away from Mistress Vanessa and her cruel and embarrassing teasing. In the maid’s absence, conversation between the two Mistresses turned to cuckoldry with Vanessa asking Kate if Tony was the only man she had slept with since their marriage turned to a Femdom relationship.

‘No,’ Kate replied. ‘My first was Jake.’

‘Oh, please,’ Vanessa encouraged, ‘Tell me more!’

‘It was actually Frank’s idea that I should take a lover. The idea of seeing his wife in the arms, not to mention bed, of another man had always been a huge fantasy for him and one he had disclosed to me some time before I eventually gave in to his repeated requests for a Female Led Relationship. I had teased him about it, and we had used it to stimulate each other during lovemaking, but I had never seriously considered it. When I decided to give in to my husband’s entreaties and become his Mistress, making him my maid, I anticipated placing restrictions on his sex life and access to opportunities to make love to me. A lot of online research and advice from more experienced dominant ladies, coupled with lots of encouragement from Frank, led to me locking him in chastity and eventually, banning him completely from making love to me.

I told him that the idea of a maid making love to his Mistress, was so inappropriate as to be ridiculous. But if he was good, I might allow him to please me with his tongue. Maybe I’d buy a vibrator too.

One of my online friends had suggested I could have orgasms from clitoral stimulation alone without penetration. The same lady also introduced me to a mains-powered wand. As soon as I began with my new source of orgasms, my husband became sex redundant. I simply did not need him for sexual satisfaction. That hit Frank hard and a total ban on pleasuring me with his tongue, hit him even harder! I soon moved on to a rechargeable wand because it was so much more convenient, allowing me to move around the house giving myself huge orgasms wherever and whenever I pleased; much to my poor husband’s distress.

When I later moved on to a sonic clitoral stimulator, I experienced an even greater revelation. I suppose I was cuckolding poor Frank with an appliance long before I did so with another man. He never saw that coming!

I remember one night I really felt like driving home his new status in our marriage. I told him to start licking my clit but, after just a few minutes, I pushed him away with my foot and told him to get my toy from the drawer beside my bed. “You don’t get to give me orgasms anymore wimp,” I told him. “You have been relegated from that role forever. You are not needed by me for that anymore. You’re not my sexual partner, not anymore. How could you be?” I was being purposefully and enjoyably spiteful. I took the device from him in a hurry to begin the delightful climb to my next orgasm. I knew he would be patiently waiting to take it from me when my orgasm finished and clean it before putting it away. I was sure he would be worrying that he was now extraneous to my sex-life. He had been replaced by a vibrator. My vibrator lover that brought me all my orgasms.

Once I recovered from my huge orgasm, instead of passing the clitoral stimulator to him I kept hold of it, brought it to my lips and gave it a lingering kiss. That really got his attention! I looked at him and said, “You know I am having more and bigger orgasms now than at any time in my life. It just dawned on me that this wonderful device is my lover now, isn’t he. This hunk of latex and plastic is far more of a man than you are. He gives me ALL my orgasms doesn’t he. You don’t give me any now, do you? Your value to me and my physical sex-life is zero isn’t it.” I laughed loudly. He looked like he might cry. I was destroying his male ego with my words and deriving an unexpected excitement from doing so. “You’re certainly not my lover, are you?” I laughed again.  “This is my lover.” I gave the vibrator another kiss.

My tone continued to be mocking yet matter of fact. “So, as he is my lover, he should get the deferential respect from you, my human lover would get.” He looked confused. I continued. “It is now a default rule that you will curtsey to me every time you enter or leave a room I occupy, and if my wonderful mechanical lover is present, you curtsey to him too. He is of much higher status than you sissy! So, you will curtsey to me and then curtsey to him. Two separate curtseys.” He breathed out loudly through his nose. He was quite upset,  no doubt anticipating the deep humiliation that would be involved.

‘“Poor little maid,” I teased him. “I really am becoming such a bitch, aren’t I. But you introduced me to femdom didn’t you. I ADORE my life now, with you as my maid. I will never ease up. I will only ever get worse. But that’s what you want isn’t it? What you need? I understand that now and I will not let you down, I promise.”’

‘That sounds wonderful, you really are a woman after my own heart. So, what made you decide to take a real flesh and blood lover?’

‘It had always been a fantasy of Frank’s, sorry Francesca’s when he, sorry I really need to start referring to him as her, don’t I? When SHE used to be Frank. I’d teased her about it but never seriously considered it. Then one day I just thought – why not? My husband clearly wanted me to do it, as her Mistress I felt I had every right to cuckold her, so why not take advantage of the situation and enjoy myself. I wasn’t entirely sure how Francesca would deal with her fantasy becoming real but there was only one way to find out. If it didn’t work out, then we might as well find out now. If it did, then it would be an important milestone in the progression of our Mistress/maid relationship.

I placed an ad on a specialist dating site for people looking for some extra-marital fun. For my first go at it I thought it best not to introduce the complications of cuckolding and Femdom relationships. I thought it might put some men off. So, I posed as just an ordinary married woman looking to have a fling without my husband’s knowledge.’

‘You naughty girl!’ Vanessa laughed. ‘So how did it go?’

I had not told Francesca about my plans, fearing she might change her mind, or something might go wrong resulting in disappointment for her. It was on the morning of my date that I broke the news. I had taken extra time and trouble over my appearance, wavering over what to wear. I wanted to look sexy, partly to tease my husband, but also to encourage my prospective lover, but without looking like a tart. In the end I settled on a short skirt in soft brown leather that I knew Frank loved, and a cream cashmere sweater that clung to my body showing off my figure. The skirt was just long enough to hide the tops of my hold ups, but I knew it would ride up to give a teasing glimpse when I sat down. Knee length leather boots and a short leather jacket completed my outfit. My long dark hair shone with health as I checked my makeup for the last time before using a little silver bell to ring for my maid.

“Wow!” was Frank’s reaction. “You look amazing!”

“If I want the opinion of my maid on how I look,” I responded, trying not to smile at my husband’s reaction, “I’ll ask for it. How I look is none of your business. It’s not for you anyway. I’m going out.”

“Out?”

“Yes, if you must know, I have a date.”

“Who with?”

“It’s none of your business who with. As your Mistress I am free to seek my pleasures where, when and with whom I choose. As my maid you have no right to know anything about it, correct?”

“Yes, but I thought… I mean I didn’t expect… you never said you were arranging a date.”

“Why would I? I called you in here to tidy up now that I’m ready. You will need to give my bathroom a good going over to. Then you have your usual housework to complete. I may be out late so you can occupy yourself by writing me a letter too. You can title it, ‘Why A Sissy Maid Should Not Pry Into His Mistress’s Love Life’. If I’m too tired to read it on my return, you can read it to me in the morning while I have breakfast. That is assuming I don’t decide to stay out overnight.”

“Kate, I mean Miss Kate, you need to be careful.”

“Are you telling me what to do, Sissy Francesca? If I decide to stay out overnight, I will text you to let you know I’m safe. You will not try to contact me except in an emergency. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Kate.”

“Now bring a cloth and give my boots a polish. I want to look perfect for my date.”

As I sat down, Francesca submissively knelt to polish the already perfectly clean, soft leather of my boots. As I knew it would, my skirt rode up to give a tantalising glimpse of the darker bands around the tops of my stockings.

“Eyes down, Francesca,” I warned her. Her eyes were out on stalks. “The stockings are for a real man not a sissy like you. While I’m out you can imagine my lover running his hands over them as he kisses me. Do you think he will like the feel of them wrapped around his waist as I give him what used to be yours, what you are not allowed now, what you’ll never have again?”

“Please, Miss Kate,” she groaned in a state of frustrated lust.

“Please, Miss Kate,” I mocked her. “You really are pathetic, aren’t you? What kind of man polishes his wife’s boots so that she can wear them on a date with another man? It’s no wonder I’ve decided to take a lover, is it? Is it sissy?”

“No, Miss Kate,” she whispered.’

‘You really turned the thumb screws on her, didn’t you?’ Vanessa laughed.

‘Wait until you hear what I said next. I told her that if my date wanted me to keep my boots on while he fucked me and if my maid was good and completed all of the tasks I’d allocated to my satisfaction then, on my return I might allow her to remove my sexy boots and kiss my stocking feet while she imagined my tiny toes curling as I came on my lover’s big manly cock!’

‘Oh my! Perhaps it’s you who should be giving me tips, not the other way around!’ gasped Vanesa.

‘I was actually quite proud of myself,’ Kate smiled. ‘I thought I struck just the right chord for maximum effect.’

‘Indeed, you did Kate, I’m proud of you. I’m not sure I had your confidence when my own relationship with my sissy husband was at that early stage. I hope your date turned out well.’

‘It did,’ laughed Kate. ‘I wasn’t sure how far things would go but my date was really nice. We ended up back at his place where I had my first ever extramarital sex. He was a considerate lover, and I enjoyed it very much. What surprised me though was how my mind drifted back to my husband/maid. Thinking about her slaving away at her housework and writing the letter I’d demanded while desperately struggling with the anxiety of being cuckolded by the woman she loves and worships caused me to have the most wonderful and powerful climaxes. I lost count, the orgasms just kept coming. As one died off, I would think about what I was doing, how I was treating my husband, how her cock would be straining so desperately but so futilely against her little chastity cage as she imagined me with my lover, then off I would go again! John, the guy I was with, must have thought either I was a complete slut, or he was a king among men!’

‘Did you stay the night then?’ Vanessa asked.

‘No, John asked me to, but I was really keen to get home and tease my maid. I wasn’t sure what kind of reception I would get, but I need not have worried. As soon as I was through the door Frank was on his knees… sorry, her knees, kissing my boots and swearing her undying love for me. It made me wish John hadn’t used condoms so I could give my devoted husband the cream pie I’d always teased her about. Safety first though. Sex with a stranger was one thing, unprotected sex with a stranger was another. I did keep John’s used condoms though. I told John I was flushing them down the toilet, but I hid them in my handbag. I made Francesca tie them to some string and wear them as a necklace the next day. The poor dear was desperate to hear all about my adventure, but I made it clear I would tell her what I wanted to when and if I wanted to. My extra marital affairs were for my enjoyment, not hers.’

‘And how did she react to that?’

‘I love how we’re both referring to Francesca as ‘her’. It takes a bit of effort for me to remember but I totally agree with you, it changes how I think of her. I think she was partly turned on and partly shocked. Over the next day or so she went through some denial, a touch of resentment that I’d actually done it, but mostly acceptance. I adopted a caring attitude of reassurance combined with my blunt stance and some mischievous teasing. She hadn’t had an orgasm for over a month at that point and she admitted later that she expected me to ‘seal the deal’ of her compliance by at least letting her masturbate.’

‘But you didn’t?’

‘I said she must never see things as some kind of trade off or bargain between us. That I would never ‘pay’ for my fun by allowing her some of her own. Her orgasms would have to be earned through dedicated service and obedience and would not be related in any way to my own.’

‘Did you see John again?’ Vanessa asked.

‘I did. I remember the next time Francesca was sweetly brave as I left the house, wishing me a good time. I told her to shut up and get on with her list of housework. I reminded her that I was now an independent woman who could make up her own mind when to have sex, where, how and who with. It was none of her business. When I returned, I summoned her to my bedroom where I undressed and let her see my rather red and swollen labia. I lay back on the bed, my legs splayed wantonly over the side, and stared up at the bedroom ceiling, while Francesca licked me. She still had on the pinny over her maid’s uniform and all I could see as I looked down was her cute little maid’s mob cap. Neither of us needed reminding that it was over seven weeks since she’d had any kind of orgasm.’

‘You must have felt so powerful,’ Vanessa smiled.

‘Oh yes,’ Kate returned her friend’s smile. ‘After I climaxed, I gave her the key to unlock her chastity cage. I said she could put her erection inside of me for five super-slow strokes. She groaned with desperation as she eased it inside me bit by bit. I asked her if my pussy felt different. She gasped no. I told her that her cock did feel different. It felt smaller, thinner, second-rate. She whimpered. I instructed her to pull out after only four strokes, saying I was disappointed. I sat up propped on my elbows and told her she could wank herself while I watched. I continued to chatter, while she frantically fisted her shaft. I asked her, one final time, if she regretted our new relationship and my freedom to fuck other men. With her eyes gazing into mine, she gasped no. I told her I wanted to see real enthusiasm for my sexual progression and her further demotion over the months to come. She nodded, unable to speak.’

‘You really are a natural Mistress,’ Vanessa complimented Kate. ‘Francesca is so lucky to have you! Did you allow the poor dear an orgasm?’

‘No,’ Kate laughed. ‘I snapped at her to stop. She somehow tore her hand away and her glistening erection bobbed between us. Her expression was a picture of awe and adoration, deference and desperation. I coldly informed her that I was bored with her pathetic fumbling and wanted her cage back on immediately as I was going to have a nap. It was hilarious watching her trying to force her erection back inside the tiny cage. Eventually I told her to run and get some ice from the freezer. I gave her just thirty seconds to get back with it and another thirty seconds to use it to get rid of her inappropriate little erection, fit the cage, lock it and offer me the key. She was crying with frustration as I sent her off to get on with her housework.’

‘Did John become your regular lover?’ Vanessa asked.

‘No,’ Kate replied. ‘I was hoping I could maybe slowly come clean to him about my Femdom relationship with my husband, but it seemed clear he was not into anything like that. So, I decided to try a different approach to dating. One where I could state my position clearly up front thereby ensuring any future candidates would not be put off by my domestic situation and preferably would want to engage fully with it. I also wanted to take the opportunity to involve Francesca in the most teasing and humiliating way I could.’

‘Oh, I can’t wait to hear more!’ Vanessa gasped.

‘”Finish scrubbing the kitchen floor then meet me in my study with your camera,” I ordered Francesca one morning.

Having collected her camera, she knocked on the study door. “Enter.” I answered. She came in, stood on her sissy spot and curtseyed. I was wearing a tight, short black chemise, black hold-up stockings and, for effect, I had on 6-inch heels that were bright white. Francesca has always had a huge fetish for my shoes and couldn't look away when she saw them. I think I wanted to make her feel stupid for ever thinking a sissy like her could look sexy. To be reminded that real women like me are sexy! Sissies are just pathetic.

“We're going to set up a FetLife account for me,” I announced. “You're going to be my photographer. And my bio writer! And you're going to pick my matches. Before bed tonight, you'll identify 5 matches for me. You'll write up 250 words on each of the men you pick detailing why they are better than you, and worthy of me. I'll review your write-ups in the morning. Now, take some photos for my profile.”’

‘Wow!’ Vanessa laughed.

‘For the next 20 minutes I posed while my maid took photos. I teased her by asking her opinion on which poses looked sexier, the best angles to show off my legs, my ass, my breasts. When I felt we had enough shots I told her to draft my bio. I said she could write whatever she wanted, but it had to attract men, real men and it should reference her - I wanted it to clearly state that I had a sissy husband, and she could be as involved or not at these men wanted.’

‘What a wonderfully humiliating task for a sissy maid husband,’ Vanessa approved.

‘Francesca confessed to me afterwards that it took her an age to write something she was even vaguely comfortable with. Offering her wife was humiliating enough, including herself was so much worse! In the end she simply added, “Please note I do have a sissified husband. He can be involved - or not - as you please.” She was hoping desperately that none of the men interested in me were interested in her!

She spent the next 3 hours working on possible, suitable matches. She found 5 men in no time, but writing those 250 words on each of them was really hard. She settled on a standard paragraph on why they were better than her; they were 'real' men, unlike her their interest was in pleasing a woman, not what the woman was wearing. They had big cocks (no doubt) and knew how to use them - again, unlike her. Then, she described how they looked. What made them attractive. She printed out her work and left it on my desk as agreed and headed to her lonely bed.

Francesca’s alarm goes off at 6am, she must shower, pick out her underwear, add stockings and heels and head downstairs to make my breakfast. She loads up her silver serving tray once ready and heads to my room. After knocking, she waits for permission to enter then heads in and sets the tray down on the dresser. That morning was slightly different. I was awake and had been out of bed before she came in. I was reading the sissy’s work from last night.

“Goodness me! You have quite the eye, don't you? I always wondered if you were bi. Reading these reports, I could be convinced you are flat out gay! Don't pout Francesca. It's not becoming.” My voice took on a stern tone. “I was sure I saw you looking at men sometimes. You looked at them differently from women. More longingly. Wistful even! Plenty of time for gawping now with your magazine subscriptions of course! What you'd give to be able to masturbate to those eh”

One of the humiliating things I was most proud of was signing my maid up to a variety of gay magazines. “Well?” I teased. “Would you like to be released on occasion to masturbate to your magazines?” The poor dear didn’t know how to respond. Eventually she settled on, “Um...yes Mistress. Yes please. Thank you.” She curtsied, red-faced with embarrassment. It was so humiliating pretending to go along with my assertions of her being gay. She’s not of course, but I just can’t resist teasing her about it. On the one hand she desperately wants to deny it. But, on the other hand she feared the consequences of disagreeing with anything I said.

“Well, if you behave after you have served however many days in chastity I decide to impose on you,” I smiled sweetly, “Perhaps that can be arranged.” Unable to find her voice she curtsied again, clearly dreading the possibility of her long-awaited eventual chance of an orgasm involving gay porn. “Don't pout Francesca! I have told you once already. I'll teach you not to pout with the whip if I must! I'm just teasing. You have good taste is all. You've chosen some very strapping young men. I would welcome any of those men into my bed! And that's the plan for today. I want a date setting up quickly. I miss being fucked.”

The poor dear looked devastated and shocked at my language. “Don't look like that. This could have all been avoided. You had your chance to be my man. You blew it! Because you wanted to be my maid instead. Now, I've decided on Tony. We can discuss your favourite later! I suspect it's Mike from your description of him! Let's see if we can rouse my first choice. Follow me to the study. I'll skip breakfast; I'm too excited to eat!” On the way I explained my plan; I was going to send him a message, then if he replied I'd video call him and see how things went from there.’

‘Oh, I hope he replied!’ Vanessa cried.

‘Yes, he replied to my message almost immediately. So, I proceeded to video call him while Francesca stood on her sissy spot and awaited further instruction. It was clear we were getting on. There was plenty of flirting & giggling. We tossed around a few date ideas. It seemed going out for a meal was the consensus. Until Tony asked about my sissy husband.

“Your profile mentions a 'sissified' husband. Tell me about that.”

”Well Tony, I discovered a few months ago that my husband wanted to become my maid. He tells me he's not gay, but I'm not so sure. I mean, he no longer owns a single item of male clothing. He prefers to wear sissy maid outfits and do housework and laundry. He gets his kicks wearing heels, stockings, that sort of thing. Or he did. I think he enjoys it a bit less now it's permanent. And he certainly doesn't enjoy wearing his chastity device!”

“A what?”

“A chastity device. It's a steel cage that prevents him from cumming, prevents him from having erections even. It keeps him...attentive, eager to please. As you can imagine, not only were his desires a shock for me when discovered, but also a complete turn-off. So, I did some research. Apparently, it's a quite common thing. And one approach - for want of a better word - is to embrace it. To play along essentially and 'sissify' your husband. That's what I have done. He wears his chastity device and women's clothes 24/7 and he serves me. He's in the room with me now - wearing a French Maid's uniform of all things! It's quite pathetic. Why do I put up with it? The trade for me is he does all the housework. He's little more than a servant at home. But one that amuses me.”

“Wow! That's crazy! He does all the chores?”

“He does. He cleans, he washes, he irons. He cooks. He's quite talented in the kitchen to be fair. He's improved massively now he doesn't see his friends anymore. He never leaves the house, is not allowed to watch TV or read. All his time is spent on being the best sissy husband he can be. Being sissified has been the making of him really.”

That’s when Tony said, “Let's not go out for dinner; let's have your sissy husband cook for us. He can serve us too! He can play the maid! I'm dead curious to see him in action. How about tomorrow night?”

“Oh Tony, that's a wonderful idea! He'd love to. Sissy, come here and thank Tony for his suggestion. Don't forget to curtsey by way of introduction.”  This was Francesca’s worst nightmare! She moved towards the laptop & curtseyed, “Thank you Master Tony for such a wonderful suggestion. It would be an honour.”

“He means that you know, I told Tony. “He really does consider serving his superiors an honour. He picked you out for me actually, Tony. I think he might have a little crush on you!”

“Ha! Until tomorrow then!”’


Ch4. Kate Prepares Her Maid To Meet Her Lover

‘So that’s how you found Tony?’ Vanessa smiled at her friend. ‘I bet Francesca was very anxious about meeting him for the first time.’

‘Yes, and I took full advantage of the situation to tease her terribly. I had her help me pick out my outfit for the evening. I went for a triple boost plunge bra in red with a matching thong & a short dress that was so tight it hid nothing. I made Francesca 'help' by rating each of the things I tried on. We'd been at it for more than two hours when we settled on the “perfect” look for Tony. In the end I dismissed my maid’s thoughts though; after all, she couldn't tell me what a man would find sexy could she? Since she no longer was one.

Picking my maid’s outfit was far quicker. When I had decided to embrace feminising my husband, I purchased the clothes I felt I'd need. One purchase was a classic-look black & white French Maid's uniform that locked at the back. That’s the uniform she is wearing today. As you’ve seen, it’s short, with a circle skirt trimmed with lots of white lace. The petticoat underneath pushes the skirt out giving it an even shorter (and totally impractical!) appearance. There are large puff sleeves with large ribbon bows and the bodice laces up at both sides and across the front creating a bib effect. It's finished with more lace around the neckline and satin bows to the front, covered with a small apron. A matching hat was bought too along with a pair of black, 4-inch heels. It was to be worn with white stockings and a white garter belt. A similar outfit was bought; except instead of black & white it was pink & white. This was matched with white stockings and a white garter belt too, but with pink, 4-inch heels. “This set is for when we have guests,” I said on revealing them. That was the outfit for Tony’s first visit. If Francesca thought her usual attire was humiliating, this was worse still! I’m sure she couldn't believe a man she had never met - beyond briefly saying hi by video message - was going to see me her in that outfit. I didn't give her too much time to worry about it though, she needed to hurry and get dressed and then help her Mistress.

She put the stockings on first. She knew she needed to be quick, but also careful - snags & runs would be punished. She'd been whipped on this issue before. She certainly didn't want to give me an excuse to whip her in front if Tony – or, worse still, ask Tony to do it! She put the garter belt on next taking care to ensure it was symmetrical. Then she picked up the uniform and stepped into. It barely covered her ass when she was stood stock still, everything was on show when she moved, especially when she bent down to put her heels on. Tony was going to see everything! I handed her a white apron & a pink and white maid's hat. She looked ridiculous! I had not started making her wear makeup at that point, so she looked very obviously like man in a pink French Maid's outfit!

The finishing touch to Francesca’s outfit and her humiliation was a ball gag, in matching pink. “I was texting Tony last night,” I told her, “And we can't see why you need to talk tonight so I picked this up for you. Well?!”

“Thank you, Mistress, I'm very grateful.” She curtseyed deeply trying to rescue the situation.

“You don't look it. I will correct your attitude in front of Tony if I need to you know.” I don’t think she doubted that! “Stand in front of me.” She did as she was told and started to fit the gag. The ball was massive! She really had to open her mouth wide. I wasn't gentle with securing it either. I wanted it very tight.

“Turn around. Wonderful! Try to say something.” She just mumbled. She had a hard time swallowing let alone speaking.

“That's great! Really suits you. I love how it's making you dribble! Now, as you can't talk, Tony & I will still need a way to know you've understood any instruction we give you. So, it's one curtsey for 'yes', two for 'no'. Got it?”

She curtseyed once. I clapped my hands! “This is such fun! I might use the gag more often. I mean, do you need to talk when you're doing your chores?” She reluctantly curtseyed twice for no. “Exactly! Now, one last thing. I produced a collar. It was leather but again bright pink. And it had a big bell on it. “I saw this when I was buying your gag, and I couldn't resist! I thought the tinkling of the bell might be a nice reminder of your place. You're a plaything. An amusement. Let's get downstairs.” The bell tinkled with my every step she took.

Right on time the doorbell rang. “Answer it Francesca,” I ordered. “Don't make me tell you twice.”

Seeing Tony in the flesh was quite an experience for both of us, I think. You could see that even if Francesca wasn't dressed as she was, this was no contest. He was tall with broad shoulders, but more importantly he carried himself differently. And he looked so strong! He had a real presence. Perhaps the situation fed into this, but I wasn't so sure. I suspected he was always like this. I was a bit in awe. Since she couldn’t talk Francesca pointed like an air hostess towards the dining room (jingling as she did), then walked that way hoping he'd follow.

“Tony! How lovely to meet you.” I quickly pulled him in close and kissed him on the lips. “You’ve met my husband already. Quite the spectacle, isn't he?”

“Yes. Quite something,” he answered with a grin.

I could see out of the corner of my eye; my maid was dying of embarrassment. The table had been set for two. There were candles and flowers. It was quite the romantic setting for a meal. And it passed without incident. Francesca served the food, waiting stood to attention in the corner providing service - filling drinks, removing plates etc - as necessary. It was when we moved into the living room that things picked up pace.

“So, tell me Tony, are you enjoying yourself enough to want to stay? I was saying only yesterday to my dear sweet sissy husband that I could, to be frank, do with a good fucking. You won't be surprised to learn that isn't something he can provide,” I said shooting Francesca a look. “Even before I locked him in chastity he always failed miserably in that department.”

“He’s quite the picture of manhood, isn’t he?” Tony laughed.

“Let's go upstairs,” I suggested to Tony. “You,” I said, pointing at my maid, “Tidy up and then kneel outside my bedroom door in case we need anything. You can listen to the sounds a woman makes when she’s in bed with a real man!” With that I took my new lover upstairs.

In the morning my maid followed her usual routine initially. She showered, picked out some underwear (a white ruffled set), added some stockings and heels and headed downstairs to make breakfast - for two. Her jaw must have been aching terribly as she had it in her mouth all night. She didn't know what Tony would want so she simply did extra coffee and toast but also added some jam and marmalade to her silver serving tray. She headed upstairs, took a breath and knocked on the door of her Mistress' room. I made her wait before I gave her permission to enter.

Poor Francesca obviously tried to keep her composure but the scene in front of her was something she was unprepared for. Tony was naked on top of the covers. I was lying between his legs with his very hard cock in my mouth. Francesca just stood there in her sissy maid’s outfit, her cock straining in its cage. I stopped after a few moments. “We're going to get a shower. Tony needs his suit ironing for work. I want you working on that whilst we do.”

Francesca took Tony's suit, and his shirt, ironed them then returned to wait, stood to attention, until my lover and I finished our shower. It took a while as I finished off the blowjob I’d started in the bedroom.

“I'm sorry I have to dash,” said Tony.

“No worries. I've had a lovely time. We can do this again.” I said, looking at my maid. “Time for a treat Francesca - you can dress Tony,” I told her.

“What are you waiting for? Dress me sissy!” Tony snapped at her. She pulled his boxers on, clearly intimidated by his cock. It was soft now but still looked powerful. I imagined she was wondering what it must be like to have a cock like that. Next was his trousers, his belt. Then she put his shirt on and buttoned it up. Tony fastened his own tie whilst Francesca put his shoes on and finally helped him put his jacket on. She lowered her gaze to the floor when finished.

“Say goodbye sissy. Curtsey for Tony,” I could not resist teasing. “I know you can’t speak but I’m sure you are very grateful to him for making love to your Mistress, aren’t you?”

She curtsied once for yes. Tony shook his head in disgust at her, kissed me and left.

I told Francesca to get on her knees and sidled up to stand over her. “Get your head up and look at me,” I ordered. “You know being fucked by Tony, knowing you were kneeling outside my bedroom door was incredibly erotic. The fact that Tony knew you, my husband, were there and didn’t care, he just fucked me hard anyway, just sent me over the edge… more than once, as I’m sure you could tell from the noises I made. Noises I never made with you, did I, sissy Francesca?”

Her eyes brimmed with tears as she shook her head.

“When Tony opened the door and told you to go to bed, that’s when I knew for sure,” I explained as I tilted her chin up and leaned down until our faces were almost touching. “I knew then, he was the one. The man in my life. The man I wanted in my bed. My lover. My man. The final part of the jigsaw that makes my life perfect and seals your fate. I’ll never see you as a man again, never speak to you as one, never treat you as one. You are just a stupid sissy maid now. A convenience. An amusement. I hope it’s everything you hoped it would be, because you are stuck with it forever.” I spat in her face to seal the deal.’

‘Oh, my goodness, what an experience for you both!’ Vanessa thrilled.

‘It was a huge turn on for us all but only two of us were able to do anything about that,’ Kate giggled. ‘The rest, I guess is history. Progress has been remarkably quick, I think largely owing to Tony’s willingness. He’s been very open minded considering he is only 29 years old.’

‘And your obvious natural talent, don’t underestimate that my dear. You’ve come such a long way and so quickly,’ Vanessa smiled as she took each of her friend’s hands in hers. ‘From a husband with a fantasy to a maid prepared to suck your young lover’s cock. You are to be congratulated!’

‘Thank you, Vanessa,’ Kate beamed. ‘Him being six years younger than I am, and sixteen years younger than my husband/maid has added to the naughtiness of the whole thing. He’s so virile compared to what Francesca was and quite dominant! Oh, I think the maid is here to inform us that lunch is ready. Is that correct Francesca?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate.’ Francesca curtsied from the doorway where she was standing waiting for one of the ladies to notice her, thoroughly embarrassed by the conversation but not daring to interrupt.

After the maid served lunch and poured tea for the ladies, he stood to attention off to one side. Mistress Vanessa looked her up and down before commenting, ‘I notice Francesca is wearing the same uniform to serve food as she wears for housework. Is that normal, Kate?’

‘Yes, I suppose so. I never really thought about it,’ Kate answered her friend.

‘Perhaps you might consider expanding her wardrobe if it pleases you. My own maid, Tiffany, has a plain hotel maid type uniform for general duties and a slightly fancier and more elaborate version for serving food. She also has a much more humiliating very sissified version she must don at my whim and finally a ridiculous pink, super frilly version she must wear when I am entertaining guests. She particularly hates that one, but I love it, so it’s here to stay. Unless I happen to find something even more girly and humiliating. The one constant is a pair of cute frill-topped white ankle socks with ribbon bows and bells attached. If she is stored away in a cupboard, or in sensory deprivation bondage for a long time I may diaper her. All her outfits are cut so short they leave her chastity caged redundancy on full display as well as the marks from recent thrashings to botTony and thighs. I’ve been considering trying a latex maid’s outfit. She, like many sissy men has a fetish for latex and the feel and smell would, I’m sure, add to her frustration immensely. Perhaps I’ll get her one for her birthday.’

‘But doesn’t it take a lot of time for your maid to keep changing outfits?’ Kate queried.

‘Indeed, it does. Which only serves to make things more difficult and inconvenient for her and, since I make no allowances in her workload for uniform changes, it adds terribly to her anxiety. Then, of course, there is the added inconvenience of additional washing and ironing of all those uniforms. Not to mention the delicious opportunities it affords me to declare random uniform inspections, which I always ensure are unrealistically demanding. The poor dear tries ever so hard but she still fails quite often and usually for the tiniest infraction of the rules. She gets so angry and frustrated but of course would never dare show it. I find the tears she sheds as a result of the inevitable beating, particularly sweet.’

‘You’ve convinced me!’ Kate declared. ‘Francesca, we will be shopping online for some new uniforms for you tonight.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the maid answered with a curtsy, looking less than pleased.

‘You know,’ went on Vanessa, ‘You’re very lucky that you can have Francesca as your maid 24/7.’

‘Yes,’ agreed Kate. ‘It was all part of our big plan for her to retire early. Some sound investments made it possible. But, unlike most people fortunate enough to be in that position, we weren’t planning holidays or cruises or anything. We were planning a female-led relationship.’

‘I envy you,’ Vanessa smiled. ‘I hate that my husband/maid still gets to dress and act as a man for the forty hours a week he spends at work. She suffers for it; I can assure you. Hopefully it won’t be for much longer though. She has been offered a redundancy package which should be more than enough for me to live on quite well. I’ve told her the day she leaves work for the last time will be the last time she will be dressed as anything but a sissy maid. I’m going to have her grow her hair too. I have a wonderful young girl who comes to the house to paint the sissy’s nails, help with her makeup and style her wig on a weekend. We’ll do away with the wig and young Julie is going to train her to do her own hair styling, makeup and so on. She is not looking forward to that. It’s so humiliating for her to be worked on by such a pretty, young girl. It will be even worse for her to have her as a teacher. She’s very good. She specialises in working for trans people, so she has plenty of experience. I could give you her number if you’re interested?’

‘Oh, I am soooo interested,’ Kate clapped her hands in glee. What do you think Francesca? Shall we grow your hair so Julie can teach you how to style it? Some nail extensions would be nice too, I think. And I love the idea of you wearing makeup, just like a real girl. Although you can never truly be a girl you can only be a g. u. r. l. I can’t wait to see you in stupidly long false eyelashes. And to complete the picture, maybe some false breasts so you can fill out the lovely new outfits we’re going to get you! What do you say to Mistress Vanessa for being kind enough to offer us her advice?’

Francesca had moved to pour more tea for Vanessa and distracted by his Mistress’s humiliating question, overfilled the cup allowing tea to run into the saucer then onto the tablecloth beneath. Vanessa pushed her chair back fearing the tea might end up on her.

‘Francesca!’ Kate yelled, making the maid jump in shock. ‘How dare you embarrass me in front of my friend? Apologise now!’

‘I’m so sorry, Mistress Vanessa!’ he blurted out.

‘It’s fine, Kate, don’t worry. In fact, it provides us with a perfect excuse, if we needed one, to try out the punishment implements I brought to show you. Is there a particular room in which you normally administer correction for your maid?’

‘I usually just do it wherever we are,’ Kate answered. ‘For more serious beatings I have her bend over my desk in the study.’

‘Excellent,’ Vanessa smiled. ‘Francesca, you may fetch the large holdall I left in the hallway. Take it to the study. I’m going to demonstrate to your Mistress how I deal with a clumsy maid. You’ll find leather wrist and ankle cuffs in the bag too. I brought them in case your Mistress didn’t have any. You’re going to need to be tied down for what I have in mind. Remove your uniform, put the cuffs on, lay out the various implements of correction on the desk and then stand to attention while you await our arrival.’

‘Yes, Mistress Vanessa,’ the maid curtsied before hurrying from the room, filled with dread at this new and unexpected development.

‘There’s no rush dear,’ Vanessa smiled at Kate. ‘I find that it adds greatly to the woes of a maid when she knows a severe punishment is coming and has no choice but to wait for it with the dread building and building, the longer I make them wait. I wouldn’t be surprised if poor Francesca is in tears by the time we get to your study, before we even begin.’


Ch5. A Demonstration By Mistress Vanessa

Dominating the study was a large antique oak desk with a green leather inlaid top. Standing to one side of the desk was a very nervous maid wearing only stockings, heels and panties.

‘My, what a wonderful piece of furniture!’ Vanessa complimented.

‘It used to be Francesca’s pride and joy back in the days when she was known as Frank. This was his study, his mancave, and I was never allowed in here. We soon changed that though, didn’t we, Francesca?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate.’

‘The desk has a rather different significance now, doesn’t it?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate.’

‘Why don’t you tell Mistress Vanessa what the desk reminds you of now, Francesca?’ Kate smiled.

‘It’s where I watched Miss Kate give Mr Tony her bottom, Mistress Vanessa,’ Francesca admitted.

‘Oh, I see,’ Vanessa laughed.

‘I’d never let Frank have me there,’ Kate explained. ‘And obviously I never will now. I wanted her to see me giving Tony something very special that I never gave her. It was quite an occasion. Tony had me on my back on the desk to begin with, fucking me in the usual fashion with my stocking heels over his shoulders. I came so many times! I was quite emotional. So much so that I found myself calling out to Tony that I loved him. It wasn’t the first time I’d told him, but it was the first time I’d done it in front of Francesca. The thought of what I’d done, what a bitch I was being, just made me cum again, even harder. Then an idea came to me, and I whispered in Tony’s ear what I wanted him to do. He had a huge grin on his face as he withdrew, flipped me over and tried to slide his huge erection into my virgin bottom. We needed some lubrication though, so Tony stepped back and told Francesca to get on her knees and lick my ass to get it ready for him. I can’t tell you how turned on I was when the wimp just did as my lover told him. After a couple of minutes Tony pushed the maid aside and forced his rock-hard erection into my bottom. It hurt at first, but I soon relaxed into it. I even managed to have my first anal orgasm; it was wonderful. Then I came again when Tony had Francesca lick his cum out of my ass.’

‘The desk certainly does have a very special significance for your maid then, doesn’t it?’ Vanessa smiled at Kate. Then, turning to the red-faced maid her tone changed to one of annoyance, ‘Lose the panties you silly gurl! You’re going to be thrashed; thrashings require a bare bottom. Quickly now! We’re going to give you another reason to remember this desk.’

Francesca looked pleadingly at her Mistress, but Kate just smiled as she took a seat in the leather chair behind the desk. ‘Please Miss Kate!’ The sissy begged. ‘My chastity cage.’

‘I’m sure Mistress Vanessa has seen a chastity cage before, Francesca,’ Kate answered sternly. ‘Although perhaps not one as small as yours,’ both ladies laughed.

‘Are you going to be a good gurl or shall I double your punishment?’ Vanessa asked, hands on hips. ‘That’s better. Oh, it is small, isn’t it? You poor dear,’ she consoled Kate, ‘Having to put up with that for so long. No wonder you were keen to find a lover.’ The ladies both laughed again as a red-faced maid, shivering with nerves shuffled over to bend forward over the desk.

‘She knows the drill then,’ Vanessa smiled.

‘Yes,’ laughed Kate. ‘This is where I usually smack her bottom when I decide she needs it. Or, more recently, when I happen to feel like it. I use either my hairbrush or one of my heavy Ugg slippers. Sometimes my riding crop. Tony uses his belt when he does it. We’re not as well equipped as you obviously are,’ Kate marvelled as she picked up and examined a thin bamboo school cane from where it had been placed on the desk with various other mean-looking items by Francesca.

‘You are now dear,’ Vanessa smiled. ‘These are all for you. My gift to you both.’

‘Really? Oh, you are too kind!’ Kate gushed. ‘What do you say to Mistress Vanessa, Francesca?

‘Thank you, Mistress Vanessa,’ the maid squeaked.

‘With your permission, I’m going to demonstrate each item so you will know how to get the best out of them.’ Vanessa grinned.

‘That would be lovely, thank you Vanessa,’ a happy Kate beamed. ‘What are the wrist cuffs for though? Are you going to tie her down? I’ve never had to do that. I just warn her that, if she moves out of place or tries to protect herself, we start her punishment again. That’s always been enough.’

‘I’m sure it has Kate, but we have a lot of implements to get through and I’m keen to show you what each can do. I’d like you to have a try of each one too. It’s going to be great fun for us, but I rather doubt that even the most devoted and obedient maid could be expected to take what we are going to dish out. Much as she might want to obey you, I’m afraid there is no way she will be able to. And if we must start again every time, she can’t take any more and moves, we’ll be here for a week!’ Vanessa explained as she used some short lengths of rope to secure the trembling maid’s ankles to the legs on her side of the desk before going around to Kate’s side to secure his wrists to the legs on that side. The result was a maid bent over the desk, ankles pulled wide apart, body laid flat over the desk with arms outstretched.

‘You’ve obviously done that before,’ Kate laughed. ‘She can’t move a muscle!’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca whined, as he struggled not to panic.

‘Shut up sissy Francesca,’ Kate reprimanded him. ‘You should feel honoured that a lady like Vanessa is prepared to spend her valuable time correcting you!’

‘We’ll begin with the one you’re holding, the school cane,’ Vanessa suggested. ‘It’s very light but quite effective. As you’ll see, it also leaves some rather delicious marks behind. You can have a lot of fun trying to get the angry red wheals perfectly straight and parallel. I’ll show you on this bottom cheek then you can try the other one.’

Francesca had never felt pain like it. Kate’s beatings, and even those from her boyfriend were always painful but, for a submissive like Francesca, there was a certain amount of submissive enjoyment to be had. Not this time though. This time it was agony, and he was soon crying out and begging them to stop, tears rolling down his face to pool on the leather desktop.

‘For your first attempt, that’s really quite good,’ Vanessa encouraged Kate when they finally took a break.

‘I’ve never heard Francesca scream like that before,’ Kate answered.

‘I rather like the sound,’ Vanessa smiled as she ran her delicate fingers over the rapidly swelling red lines of fire on each of the maid’s quivering buttocks. ‘But if it bothers you, we can soon shut her up.’

‘I don’t mind it,’ Kate answered, ‘But I think it might be interfering with my aim.’

‘Spoken like a true sadist, my dear,’ Vanessa beamed. ‘Let’s gag the naughty little bitch.’

Vanessa reached under her skirt to pull down her panties, looked to Kate for permission, then rolled them into a ball before stuffing them into Francesca’s mouth. She then retrieved something from the desk that had leather straps and a bit, like a bridle for a horse, only the bit was rubber rather than metal. With some pulling and tugging the two Mistress’s soon had it secured in place reducing poor Francesca’s heartfelt entreaties to a muffled, meaningless mumble.

‘Can we try this one next?’ Kate asked, holding up a much longer and thicker bamboo cane.

‘Ah, the dragon cane!’ Vanessa smiled. ‘An excellent choice. Let’s begin.’

That cane was much heavier and produced much more pronounced bruising. ‘As you can see,’ Vanessa said as Kate finished copying the three strokes Vanessa applied to the bottom of the almost hysterical maid, ‘It really was necessary to tie her down. I love the effect of a decent cane. For a short, sharp lesson they are perfect. Unfortunately, as you can see, it’s very easy to split the skin. If what you’re after is a prolonged, drawn-out punishment session, then canes are best avoided. Far better to use this.’

Vanessa was holding up what appeared to me a miniature cricket bat with holes drilled through it. ‘The holes reduce wind resistance making it easier on your part without in any way reducing the effect on the maid. I’ll show on the back of Francesca’s thigh, then you can try it.’

This was a whole new brand of agony for Francesca who made known his feelings with renewed vigour, screaming into his gag and writhing at his bonds. Kate stepped around the desk and sat back in the leather chair, leaning forward to caress Francesca’s hair, placing her own left cheek on the leather desktop so she could stare into Francesca’s tear-filled eyes.

‘Shhhhh,’ Kate soothed her maid. ‘Don’t make such a fuss. Beatings are a part of your life now and they will only ever get worse. Try to compose yourself, it’s my turn next.’

‘I think we’ll try the hood for your go,’ Vanessa suggested after laying an especially hard whack against the back of Francesca’s left thigh. Then you can see if you can create as much redness and bruising as I did.’

‘Mmmmm.’ Kate smiled, ‘I like the idea of this!’

The hood was made of shiny black latex, anatomically shaped to cover Francesca’s head like a second skin, with two tiny holes over her nostrils to allow her to breath.

‘You can spit in it first if you like,’ Vanessa suggested. ‘I usually do. It has quite an interesting effect. On the one hand it symbolises your contempt for the pathetic sissy which, I don’t have to tell you, is extremely arousing for submissives like Francesca. But also, it presents her with a rare opportunity to feel close to her Mistress in one of the few ways still available to her, via one of her bodily secretions. It’s even better if you pee in it too, but spitting will suffice for your first try.’

‘Are you going to spit in it too?’ Kate asked.

‘If you want me too,’ Vanessa laughed.

‘Yes, I do. And I’m sure Francesca would ask you to if she could.’

‘I hope she’s not claustrophobic,’ Vanessa quipped as she pulled the now spit coated hood over Francesca’s head, pulling down the zip at the back.

In complete darkness, with his breathing suddenly restricted to whatever air he could suck through the tiny holes, the smell and feel of rubber where overwhelming for poor Francesca, the knowledge that his face was being coated in the spit of his two beautiful tormenters deeply and emotionally erotic.

The beating was an agony Francesca could not wait to end. And yet, at the same time, the erotic feeling of being tied down and helpless, at the mercy of two completely heartless Mistresses who clearly cared nothing for his pain and distress but only for their own amusement, coupled with having his mouth stuffed with the warm, damp panties of the cruelly beautiful Mistress Vanessa, tasting her on his tongue, all while sweating inside a cocoon of spit lubricated latex, struggling to pull enough air through the tiny nose holes to fill his lungs so he could scream into his panty gag, was driving him insane with sexual longing and frustration. He had felt anger at first, mixed with fear, but that had changed now. As soon as this hellish beating was over, he would throw herself at the feet of his beautiful tormenters and beg for permission to kiss their sexy boots!

‘I like this!’ Kate enthused as she raised the paddle to deliver another vicious forehand blow to the back of her maid’s thigh.

‘Yes,’ Vanessa laughed. ‘I can see you do. You have quite a swing going there. And no matter how hard you hit or how many times, the skin remains undamaged. The pain for Francesca is unbearable during the beating and she will have very painful bruises for days afterwards, so painful she may have difficulty sitting down if we targeted her buttocks instead of her thighs’.

‘I want to do her buttocks next then!’ Kate cried.

‘You will have the rest of your lives together to enjoy sessions like this Kate,’ Vanessa laughed. ‘We still have two more items to try.’

‘Ok,’ Kate laughed, ‘I guess I’m getting a bit carried away.’

‘Nonsense my dear, you are enjoying beating your maid as is your right. But we have limited time and today is just an introduction. I’m sure Francesca has many hours of unbearable torment providing entertainment for her mistress ahead of her. For now, let me show you the tawse.

The tawse was a wide, thick strip of leather fixed to a wooden handle. The leather strip was split lengthwise making two tongues of material that made a wonderfully satisfying crack as they impacted Francesca’s already bruised and welted bottom cheeks.

‘I like to use this one on the palms of my maid’s hands,’ Vanessa explained as she steadily and regularly laid stroke after agonising stroke across the sweating, crying maid’s backside. ‘It gives me such a rush of power to stand over her while she kneels at my feet, humbly offering up her palms, knowing the pain and suffering that is to come but unable to resist her Mistress’s will. My maid usually ends up with quite badly bruised and swollen hands which cause her all sorts of problems with her housework and make line writing punishments so much more fun. For me, not for her, obviously.’

By the time Vanessa stopped, and Kate finished her try of the tawse, Francesca’s voice was horse, and he felt close to fainting. It took a while for it to register with him that the beating had stopped. His heart soared when Vanessa asked sweetly, ‘Now Francesca, do you think you’ve had enough? Have we managed to instil some much-needed fear of consequences in your silly sissy head? Are you going to try harder to be an obedient and useful maid for your beautiful Mistress?’

Francesca nodded his head vigorously.

‘Something I realised when dealing with my own maid,’ Vanessa explained to an attentive Kate, ‘Was the enjoyment to be had by dashing hope. Francesca is now under the impression that her beating may be over. I have given her hope. I can now build on that hope. Francesca dear, I agree. Your bottom and the backs of your legs are looking very sore. I think they’ve had enough. And I really believe you fully intend to improve your behaviour. You can relax we’re not going to beat your poor bottom or your legs any more today.’

The torrent of muffled thankyous that emanated from the tight confines of the rubber hood made Kate to giggle.

‘Now,’ Vanessa announced, ‘As easily as I gave her hope, I can take it away. With this lovely cat of nine tails which I will now demonstrate on your maid’s naked back. You see the renewed emotions I’ve stirred, Kate. Just when she thought her pain was finally over, it begins anew. Listen to that pleading!’

‘Wow,’ Kate laughed. ‘I have so much to learn!’

‘And you are going to have such a wonderful time learning it my dear,’ Vanessa smiled at her friend as she handed her the leather nine stringed whip. ‘Bear in mind though, if you are going to use the hope dashing technique, I just showed you, you must, just occasionally, show pity and give in. That way she will know that, however unlikely it is that you will show her mercy, it is not impossible, there is hope. Believe me, it’s worth giving that little bit of leeway to reap the benefits on another occasion’.

When the demonstration and practice were finally over, Vanessa asked if she should release the maid from his bondage.

Kate thought for a moment before replying, ‘No, its fine, we’ll leave her there for the moment. Tony is a prison officer; his shift will be over soon, and he’ll be coming here. He likes Francesca to greet him at the front door with a curtsy before dropping to her knees and kissing his boots. If we leave her here like this, the silly gurl will probably earn a belting for disappointing him.’

‘Oh my,’ Vanessa smiled. ‘How deliciously unfair. I hope you appreciate what a wonderfully imaginative Mistress you have, Francesca.’

‘Oh, I think she does,’ Kate laughed. ‘It’s so hot watching my maid humiliate herself being so submissive to the man that is fucking her Mistress. Tony gets turned on by it too. He always ends up taking his belt to her anyway, no matter how hard she tries to please him. Then she must suck his cock to thank him for her beating, usually after he’s used it to give me the most incredible orgasms. Its off the scale, turn on wise, for all three of us, although only two of us get to enjoy doing anything about our sexually excited state.’

‘Which is exactly as it should be,’ Vanessa agreed. ‘You really have done a remarkable job of building a wonderful situation for yourself and your silly maid. You should be proud of yourself. Tell me though, how serious is your relationship with Tony?’ she queried, as they both walked out of the room, making it impossible for Francesca to hear his Mistress’s reply.

Downstairs the conversation continued. ‘Tony’s experience and interest in taking an active role in Francesca’s training have been invaluable,’ Kate enthused. ‘And, of course, it doesn’t hurt that he is totally gorgeous! I’ve been teasing Francesca recently that Tony and I don’t have sex or fuck anymore; we make love. I can tell from her reaction that it really pushes her cuckold angst buttons’.

‘Is it just a tease though, or are you two becoming close?’

‘Oh, we are becoming very close. I’d really like him to move in with us so we could be a real couple. It would involve a big increase in workload for Francesca, not to mention the increases in frustration and humiliation. It just seems like the next logical step,’ Kate told her friend. ‘I would really like Francesca to ask him though, so I’m working on a plan’.

‘It sounds like you have everything under control Kate dear. It’s very impressive. You will keep me informed of how it goes won’t you?’

‘Of course I will,’ Kate smiled as Vanessa stood and they embraced like sisters. ‘I’d really like you to visit again, as often as you like. I’ll be very pleased to see you and I’m pretty sure Francesca will absolutely dread it!’

‘In that case, how could I refuse,’ they both laughed, and Kate showed her friend out, embracing her again and exchanging a warm kiss before waving goodbye.

After seeing her friend out, Kate returned to the study where she removed the latex hood from the head of her very subdued maid. When she unbuckled and removed the rubber bit gag and pulled Vanessa’s sopping panties from his mouth, Francesca thanked her.

‘Are you thanking me for ungagging you or for your beating?’ Kate asked.

‘Please Mistress,’ Francesca begged, ‘Please don’t let her come here again!’

‘Vanessa is a very good friend of mine, Sissy Francesca,’ Kate answered coldly. ‘As such, she is welcome in my home any time. As my maid you have zero say in the matter and if you fail to always show her absolute respect and submission, I’ll make sure we subject you to another double beating that will make today seem insignificant. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Sorry Miss Kate.’

‘You will be gurl, if you ever dare disrespect her, I promise you!’

‘I won’t Miss Kate, I swear!’

‘You should be very grateful to her. I’m pretty sure she managed to take your mind off your little cock completely for most of the time she was here. And now that I have so many wonderful toys to play with, I can do the same. So, any time you feel like the sexual frustration is becoming too unbearable for you, just let me know. I’ll be happy to strap you down over my desk and help you focus on something else. Now what do you say?’

‘Thank you, Miss Kate.’

‘Good gurl. Now, I need to go and get changed into something sexy for my lover. You can stay right there, tied to my desk. You can tell him about the beating you got today and how it has improved your attitude when he gets here. Actually,’ Kate reconsidered, ‘When he sees what I’m wearing for him, I’m pretty sure his priority will be to take me straight to bed. So, you may have to be patient and wait for his attention. I’ll see you later maid.’

Kate was right. When Tony saw the gold and black silk basque, seamed stockings and cute little silk mules she was wearing, he had only one thing in mind. Francesca heard his Mistress’s squeal of delight from his tied position in the study, as Kate’s boyfriend threw her over his shoulder and whisked her upstairs. It was nearly two hours later when an unconcernedly naked Tony walked into the study, cold beer in one hand and the leather belt from his trousers in the other. Francesca had been desperately hoping that, when he saw the heavily reddened and bruised state of her bottom, backs of thighs and even her back, he would take pity and let him off the usual beating or at least take it easy on him. No such luck though.

‘You know I like you to greet me at the door when I arrive sissy,’ Tony stated. ‘I will not tolerate disrespect.’ The heavy belt rained down fire to overlie the maid’s already devastated flesh. With no gag in place Francesca let loose screams more than loud enough to reach the ears of a tired but very happy and satisfied Kate, who smiled as she snuggled down under the duvet. Life was good, very good indeed.

Before the beating ended, Tony had managed to encourage poor Francesca to beg him to stay the night with his Mistress and make use of her every orifice. Once released, he fell to his knees and, without prompting, submissively took his Mistress’s lover’s cock into the back of his eager mouth. That had the predictable effect of returning Tony’s pussy juice coated member to a full and ready state of erection.

‘I bet you wish you had a cock like mine, don’t you, Francesca?’ Tony teased.

‘Yes Sir,’ Francesca mumbled around the large rod of flesh that stretched his lips.

‘Shall I unlock you so you can go and fuck your wife instead of me?’

‘No Sir, thank you Sir. Miss Kate wants you not me. I could never give her what you do.’

‘That’s very true,’ Tony sneered. ‘In which case I think you should ask me, no beg me, to make your wife happy and fuck her brains out.’

‘Yes Sir. Please fuck Miss Kate Sir. Please give her what she needs, what I could never give her!’

‘Well, since you asked so nicely, I will. I left some bags of laundry at the front door. While I’m fucking your wife for you, you can get on with that. I want it washed, dried and ironed ready for me to take in the morning. If you do a good job, I might let you taste your Mistress on my cock again before I leave. Hop to it maid!’


Ch6. Kate Helps Her Maid To Come To Terms With Chastity

After Tony left the next morning, Francesca made a cup of tea for his Mistress. He knocked on the closed door of the bedroom he once shared with his wife. The only time he was now allowed in that room was to clean it or to clean his Mistress after Tony had finished filling her to overflowing with his thick potent jism. At his Mistress’s invitation, the maid opened the door and curtsied in the doorway, before carrying the silver tray on which stood a cup of tea in a bone-china cup. Kate was sitting up in bed wearing a soft fluffy pink dressing gown with her name embroidered over the right breast. Her shapely legs lay on top of the duvet, naked but for a soft fluffy pair of bed socks, also in pink.

Francesca was dumbfounded by how beautiful his Mistress looked, how soft and feminine, how cute. Any man would be proud to call her his wife. Any red-blooded male would be overjoyed to fuck her brains out. Unfortunately, Francesca had given up the right to do either, a fact he was especially keenly aware of and wondering, not for the first time, if he had done the right thing introducing his wife to this lifestyle. Too late now though. As his mother used to say, ‘You’ve made your bed, so lie in it’. It was Francesca’s job to make this particular bed every day, but he never got to lie in it, not anymore, probably never again.

With another respectful curtsy, Francesca presented the tea.

Kate took it without a thank you, ‘I hope you remembered to thank Tony for looking after me last night and making me happy when you showed him out Sissy Francesca.’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘Good. Run along now and run me a bath. While I bathe you can change the sheets on my bed and tidy up in here.’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Please Miss Kate may I ask you something?’

‘It had better be important Francesca,’ Kate answered coldly. ‘You know how I hate having my time wasted.’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘Well? Spit it out gurl!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I’m really struggling with the chastity. I’m not coping at all. I can’t think straight, I can’t focus. I know it’s supposed to be hard, but I had no idea it would be this bad! Listening to Mr Tony fucking you and you crying out, screaming his name was unbearable!’

‘I’ve told you before Francesca, we do not fuck, we make love. There is a difference I’m sure even a stupid sissy like you can understand! And I would have thought you’d be grateful for being allowed to listen as your betters enjoy each other’s bodies. You complained when you were made to watch. Now you’re complaining when you can’t watch. It seems to me that you are just an ungrateful little bitch!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I don’t mean to seem ungrateful. I really appreciate everything you’ve done for me, for us, for our Femdom relationship. You are marvellous, far better than I could ever have dreamed possible. But the noises you were making, you never made sounds like that when I made love to you.’

‘And why do you think that is?’ Kate responded coldly.

‘I know, I know, but it just hurts so much to hear you like that with someone else!’

‘In case you haven’t noticed, Sissy Francesca,’ Kate retorted, placing special emphasis on the ‘Sissy’. ‘Tony and I are a couple in love and in lust. I’m having the best sex of my life. If you think I am going to give that up just because you are suffering a little bit of cuckold angst, you are sadly mistaken. Deal with it!’

That was especially hard for Francesca to take. The in-lust part was blatantly obvious, but the in-love part really hurt. Of course, he had heard Kate telling Tony that she loved him when he was forced to watch them fucking on what used to be his desk, but he’d managed to console himself with the idea that Kate was doing it deliberately to tease him. This though seemed more like a simple statement of fact. His Mistress/wife was in love with another man.

‘Please Miss Kate,’ the maid begged as his eyes brimmed with tears, ‘I just need some relief from the constant ache, the unbearable, desperate need to cum! Anything! Just a minute out of the cage. You don’t need to do anything. I’ll be so quick, I promise!’

‘Sweetheart,’ Kate smiled sweetly, cocking her head to one side and giving him a smile that broke his heart. ‘You know as well as I do that allowing you an orgasm or even letting you get a hard on, would be disastrous for our relationship. I know you think you need it but, I promise you, you would regret it afterwards. Worse still you would resent me for giving in to you, for denying you all the amazing feelings and emotions that we’ve worked so hard to build up. I would feel like I’d failed you and that just wouldn’t be fair because I’ve worked so hard to make sure you have the lifestyle of your dreams.’

‘Please Miss Kate, I love you so much!’

‘I love you too, which is why I can’t give in to you just because you are struggling a little. We’ll get through this together. I’m here to help you. When you can’t be strong, I’ll be strong for you. Now run along and run my bath. When you’ve got everything spick and span in here and cleaned the bathroom after me you can write me a nice letter to thank me for working so hard to help you be a good maid and for not giving in to you when the going gets a little tuff. I’ll take it with me when Tony takes me away this weekend. We’ll read it together. It will turn me on and get me in the mood to enjoy his wonderful real man’s cock. You do want me to enjoy myself, don’t you? It was one of the main things you said you wanted when we used to talk about entering a Female Led Relationship, that I should enjoy it and get as much out of it as you. Do you remember that?’

‘Yes Miss Kate, I remember, and I do want you to enjoy it, I really do! I love you now more than I ever did. I worship you!’

‘Who was it who originally brought up the subject of female domination, Francesca? Who suggested you should be locked in a chastity cage? Who begged me to cuckold him?’

‘I did, Miss Kate.’

‘And who insisted, repeatedly, that I should not give in, no matter how hard you pleaded and begged? Who said that the more of a heartless bitch I was to them, the more they would enjoy it?’

‘I did, Miss Kate.’

‘Exactly, you did. Now all I’m doing, all I’ve ever done, is to try my very best to give you what you wanted. Now neither of us could have known that I had such a sadist inside of me, but now you’ve ‘let the genie out of the bottle’, or maybe ‘opened Pandora’s Box’ would be a more suitable analogy. Anyway, now you’ve done it, there can be no undoing it. I suppose, for you, it’s a case of, ‘be careful what you wish for’.

‘I know it’s my fault,’ Francesca babbled. ‘And it’s been amazing, I wouldn’t change a thing. I love you; I love how you’ve taken to your role; I hate how you treat me, but I love it too, I can’t get enough of it. I just need a tiny bit of relief, the chance to relieve the pressure. I won’t ask again I promise. I just need it so much. I’ll do anything you say, just please, please let me cum! A ruined orgasm, anything you decide, please!’

‘What I decided a while ago sissy, is that you will be completing a full year locked in chastity, without any form of relief, without even an erection. You know full well that when I make a decision, I stick with it, so there is no way you can change my mind and nothing you can do to change your fate. I have not yet decided what will happen at the end of your twelve months of chastity. Maybe I’ll reward you with the most wonderful orgasm of your life with the magical touch of my fingers, or perhaps even my toes. Or, if I’m feeling cruel, maybe all you will get is quick jerk off with your own hand. Either way, there is nothing you can do about it, is that clear?’

‘Yes Miss Kate, thank you Miss Kate!’

‘I should think so. I might just allow you one last orgasm before locking your silly little thing away permanently. Wouldn’t that be a wonderful gift for a submissive sissy like you? The gift of a life without sexual relief from your devoted wife and Mistress. What do you think?’

‘Please no Miss Kate. I couldn’t stand never cumming again! Please Miss Kate, I love you too much! Please don’t lock me in permanent chastity! I’ll be good, I swear! I’ll be a perfect sissy maid, I’ll do anything you say, anything! Just please don’t do that!’

‘It could be worse gurl,’ Kate smiled.

‘No Miss Kate, nothing could be worse than that, please!’

‘What about if you already had your last orgasm? How long ago was it? Six months? Seven? Who cares, it was so long I don’t even remember it. Do you? I hope so because that memory may be all you have left.’

Francesca had dropped to his knees sobbing pitifully.

‘Don’t get so upset Francesca, I told you I haven’t decided yet. I really don’t see why it’s so important to you. Even when you were allowed to use that tiny cocklet for something other than pissing out of, your attempts were never exactly ground-breaking were they. If I never allowed you to cum ever again, it would hardly be a huge loss, would it?’

‘Please Miss Kate, I love you.’

‘I’m sure you do Francesca, but you need to accept that your sex life, such as it is, does not even register on anyone’s list of priorities but yours. Whether I allow you to have one, in some very small and insignificant way, or I simply end it on a whim, is entirely up to me.’

‘I’m sorry Miss Kate. Please forgive me. I have no right to pester you. I’m so sorry!’ Francesca sobbed, finally finding the courage to look his Mistress in the eyes, hoping desperately to find there some small hint of pity.

‘Then tell me something,’ Kate smiled mischievously. ‘Do you think a sissy maid like you should be allowed to look her Mistress in the eye?’

‘No Mistress,’ Francesca mumbled after recovering from the unexpected question.

‘Then get your eyes on my feet and don’t ever raise them from there! You should be grateful. Bearing in mind the fascination you have for my sexy little feet; I’m doing you a huge honour by allowing you to look at them. Whether it’s in shoes, slippers, boots, socks or naked, my feet are now the only part of me you will ever look at. Now what do you say?’

‘Thank you, Miss Kate,’ Francesca spoke as he curtsied to his smiling Mistress.

‘Good gurl. And, by the way, I’ll be locking my bedroom door before I go away. I don’t want you being tempted to sneak in here looking for my vibrator or rifling through my knicker drawer. There’ll be plenty of used underwear for you to attend to when I get back. If you’ve been a good gurl I’ll let you suck my stockings and panties clean with your mouth before you hand wash them. Off you go then,’ Kate waved him away. ‘Report back when my bath is ready. And it had better be the perfect temperature!’

Francesca could not help wondering, as he hurried off to obey his Mistress, how his desperate attempt to get some sort of sexual relief, had resulted in yet further subjugation and more frustration and humiliation. Not to mention the dread he now felt for what might happen when his twelve months of chastity were finally over.


Ch7. Playing Happy Families

Kate was sitting at her dressing table, having just finished putting the finishing touches to her makeup. The red silk nighty she wore was covered by a short white fluffy dressing gown with a grey teddy bear logo on the back. The beautifully tanned soft smooth skin of her shapely legs mesmerised Francesca as she turned to face him and crossed one leg over the other, purposefully allowing one of her matching white and grey fluffy slippers to dangle from her foot.

Francesca was not allowed to raise his gaze from his Mistress’s feet and could only curtsy respectfully, chastity cage biting fiercely into his attempt at an erection while he waited to see why his Mistress had rung the little silver bell, she used to summon her maid.

‘You’ll be pleased to Know Francesca that my mom and sister will be paying us a visit today.’

‘Please Miss Kate, can I get changed? They’ve never seen me like this. They don’t know.’

‘On the contrary,’ Kate responded to her distressed maid. ‘They know all about you, about our Female Led Relationship and even a little about Tony. I’ve been keeping them updated once I was sure our little arrangement was going to work and would be permanent.’

‘But I can’t let them see me like this!’

Kate’s Mother, Sandra, had always seemed rather intimidating to Frank, which only served to make her seem more attractive. Dominant women had always given him butterflies and a hard on. Being his wife’s mother didn’t change that; in fact, it increased those feelings. Tracy, Kate’s little sister was only 18 when Frank married Kate and made it clear from day one that she did not understand why her gorgeous sister wanted to be with a man ten years her senior, a man she regarded as not handsome or macho enough for her sister. The girls were very close and fiercely protective of each other, so Frank had done his best not to react to Tracy’s obvious disdain for him. In fact, the way she looked at him and spoke to him as if he were a piece of shit on her shoe, secretly turned Frank on. The little bitch was gorgeous, like her sister and Frank spent many hours fantasising about her and trying not to stare at her when she was around.

‘Pardon?’ Kate spoke asked icily.

‘Please Miss Kate, please will you reconsider? I could just stay out of the way until they are gone.’

‘Enough! They are my family. They love me and they are entitled to know what is going on in my life. I want them to see how well our new relationship works and how happy I am. Not to mention what a wonderful maid I have turned you into. You are much more impressive as a sissy maid than you ever were as a man, or a husband and I want them to see that. Tony will be calling at some point too. I want them to meet him. Partly so they can see what a lovely couple we make. But also, so they can witness the dynamic between you two and see how well it all gels together.’

‘Please Miss Kate, I …’

Kate held up her right palm, ‘There is nothing to discuss. You have two hours to make sure my house is immaculate. Then, after seeing to it that you look presentable, you will wait for me in my study at 1pm sharp.’

Kate wasn't there when Francesca walked through the open door into the study, but he knew where he needed to be - on his sissy spot. He wondered whether to kneel or stand.

'Hello dear,’ Kate eventually breezed into the room. ‘Kneeling like a good gurl! I do like it when you kneel. It's the one thing you do that gets me wet these days. Not always practical - kneeling - in your tight maid uniform I know. We had to spend some time perfecting your kneel as I recall. And we did have that snagged stockings incident that time, didn't we? You know now of course how important it is to be up to standard uniform-wise. But I do like to see you kneeling! It shows your understanding of your subservience perfectly. Although, it does mean you can't curtsey! And I like seeing you curtsey too!’ Francesca went to get up to curtsey. 'Stay on your knees sweetie.'

Kate sat down in the leather desk chair. There were 4 packages on the desk. 'So...' she started, 'I know you’ve been working hard to please me, and I’ve decided to reward you. These packages are numbered 1 to 4, that's the order you should open them in. Come on, don't be shy.'

Francesca reached up and picked a package. It was heavy. It also had a '3' on it so it wasn't the right one to open. The second one had a '1' on it. It said, 'Silence is golden sissy' on the label. He carefully unwrapped it. It was...a ball gag.

'It's a ball gag honey!' Kate clapped her hands with glee and got up. 'Like the one you wore when you served Tony & I that night. There are just a few differences. One, it's black. That's important because this is now part of your standard uniform. Whenever you have your uniform on, you have this on too.' Francesca groaned inwardly, remembering how terribly uncomfortable it was to wear. 'Two, the ball can be swapped out for something different. For example, it can have a penis gag instead, and' she was stood behind him now, 'open up, three, it locks!' He heard a click and the gag was secure. His jaw started to ache almost immediately. He couldn't imagine wearing this all the time. For some reason he found the gag more humiliating than the whole rest of his uniform.

'Stand up for me.' He stood. 'Now curtsey'. He curtseyed. 'That looks great. I am going to love having you wear that. There's no need for any chatter from you, so it makes sense. Whilst wearing it, it's one curtsey for 'yes' and two for 'no' remember. Open present number 2!'

Francesca picked up the package with the number 2, suspecting he knew what this was (it had 'Tinkle, tinkle here I come!' written on it), but he was only half right. It was, as expected, a collar with a bell on, but unlike the one he’d worn when he served his Mistress and her lover, this one was black, was much wider and was shaped differently.

'This is a posture collar. You'll see it has a bell on it; you can recall how much I enjoy being able to hear you tinkle as you go about your duties, but the key aspect to this is it assures the right posture in the wearer. It alleviates slouching, keeps your chin up, your neck extended and stops you hanging your head or looking down. You will now always be standing to attention as a maid should be. As such', he heard it lock in place, 'it is also a standard item to be worn at all times from now on. If you have your guest uniform on you can wear the smaller pink one, otherwise it's this one. Understood?' He couldn't answer with the gag in, so he curtseyed once for 'yes'. The gag and the collar were very uncomfortable! If he thought serving in heels was tricky, his uniform had just got a whole lot worse!

'Now you can open number 3. This is fun, isn't it? You must be so pleased at being rewarded!' He curtseyed again. The third package contained stiletto shoes. They looked like they had 5-inch heels, much taller than the ones he usually wore.

'Put them on, put them on.' He did as he was told but couldn't figure how to fasten them...there were two holes, but nothing to put in the holes. 'Ta-da!' His Mistress was stood over him holding two locks. 'Allow me' and she bent down, threaded the locks through the holes and closed them. 'Perfect! Lockable shoes sissy Francesca. Just another improvement to your uniform. And another good reason to ensure we end the day on good terms - or it won't just be your uniform you're left locked in. And I know how uncomfortable being in heels all day can be. It's important to look the part though! Now, let's have a good old look at you. Walk to the end of the room and back. When you get back here, curtsey for me'.

He did as instructed. The shoes made him feel like he was walking on tiptoe, the gag was making him drool and the collar was giving him back ache - and making walking in his heels harder as he couldn't look down at them. He got back to his sissy spot and curtseyed - and nearly fell over! The collar was knocking his balance right off.

‘This is fab!’ Kate laughed. ‘These changes are perfect. Just what I was hoping for. Now, one last gift to go.’

The last item was a black corset. ‘This goes over the top of your maid’s outfit Francesca,’ Kate explained as she took it from him and placed it around his midriff, going behind him to secure it in place with a series of metal hooks. ‘Now, by using this tool, we can tighten it to give you a lovely girly hourglass figure.’ Francesca heard a series of clicks as the corset tightened, reducing her waist and making it hard to breath in. It was too tight, and he tried to tell Kate, but his protests came out garbled by his gag. ‘Don’t make such a fuss Francesca,’ Kate laughed. ‘We girls must suffer to keep up our appearances. You’ll soon get used to it. Bending your waist will be impossible, so you’ll have to bend your knees instead. Let me see you walk. Remember to place one foot directly in front of the other, that’s right. Little sissy steps. Hold your skirts out to the sides. Better. That’s how you will walk all the time now, no exceptions. I will come down on you very hard if you forget.’

Francesca wanted to protest, how was he supposed to perform his duties, cleaning, laundry, preparing and serving meals, when he could barely move? It was already virtually impossible to reach and maintain the constantly changing and increasingly unreasonable standards his Mistress required. Now it would be a hundred times harder.

‘Now, Mom and Tracy will be here soon. You can await their arrival at the front door. You can introduce your new self when you show them in. You will serve tea in the lounge and then stand attentively in the corner of the room in case either of them wishes to ask you anything. And remember, your behaviour reflects on me. Do not test my patience on this. Now get out!’

It was a very red-faced and nervous maid who welcomed Kate’s mother, Sandra, still an elegantly beautiful lady at 59, and Kate’s 25-year-old sister, Tracy, with a deep curtsy. ‘Good afternoon, ladies. Welcome to Miss Kate’s home. Please come in. My name is Francesca, and I am Miss Kate’s maid.’

Despite having been briefed on what to expect, the ladies could hardly hide their amazed amusement at the spectacle before them. Sandra gasped, ‘Oh my goodness, is that really you, Frank?’

Tracy got a fit of the giggles. ‘That is fucking priceless!’ she eventually managed to gasp.

‘Hi Mom, hi sis,’ Kate called happily as she skipped into the hallway. ‘Francesca, don’t just stand there, take their coats!’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied.

‘I see you finally found a use for the wimp,’ Tracy said as the maid took her coat, catching a whiff of her perfume that made his long-denied penis forget its predicament for a moment and try futilely to grow. Francesca was very conscious of the fact that Tracy had never missed an opportunity to be a bitch to her in the past, and now she would have far more opportunities to really express her feelings.

‘Tea in the lounge, Francesca,’ Kate ordered as she ushered the ladies down the hall.

In her hurry to take the coats to the cupboard under the stairs, Francesca tripped over a hanging sleeve and almost fell. Tracy saw and burst out laughing again. It was just too much for the maid who quickly hung the coats up and minced to the kitchen as quickly as his four-inch heels would allow where he burst into tears.

Wondering why tea was taking so long, Kate entered the kitchen to find her maid kneeling on the floor, his hands covering his face. ‘What on earth is taking you so long Francesca? We’re dying of thirst out here and you’re sitting doing nothing. Come along gurl, chop, chop!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I can’t do it. It’s just too embarrassing. The way your mother looked at me! And your sister is even more convinced I’m a worthless loser than she was before.’

‘Which means that it’s up to you to show her otherwise. The whole point of their visit is for them to see what a wonderfully symbiotic relationship we’ve established. You have found your calling. You are not a loser at all. You are my maid. An important part of my life. You are devoting yourself completely to my happiness. My task today is to show my family how happy I am, how happy you have made me by giving up your former life as my husband and embracing a new purpose as my maid. Your job is to show them how devoted to me you are and how determined to be the very best maid you can be. Now come along, get up off the floor and make me proud. You do love me, don’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Kate, you know I do!’

‘Then show me. Be proud of what you are, what I’ve made you. What you begged me to make you.’

‘I’ll try, Miss Kate.’

‘Good gurl. If you please me with your behaviour in front of Mom and Tracy, I might ask Tony if you can worship my feet for a while after they’ve gone. I haven’t let you do that for a while. You’d like that wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Thank you, Miss Kate.’

‘Right, come on then. No more of this silliness.’

After nervously serving tea to the three ladies, Francesca stood to attention in the corner of the room, hands clasped together over his frilly apron. Hearing Kate talk about him and how much better he was as a maid than as a husband was terribly embarrassing and emasculating. But when she went on to tell her mom and sister about her boyfriend, Tony, it was even worse.

‘Francesca, come over here,’ Kate ordered, startling him from his painful reverie. ‘Mom wants to talk to you.’

‘I have to say Frank, or rather Francesca, I never really approved of Kate’s choice of you as a husband. Knowing my daughter as I do, you never seemed to me to be quite man enough for her. It seems I was right.’

‘Yes, Mrs Downing,’ Francesca curtsied, head down and eyes on his mother in law’s knee length black leather boots. Kate had instructed her maid on how he should address the ladies prior to their arrival.

‘Are you happy to be my daughter’s maid?’

‘Yes, Mrs Downing.’ With another curtsy.

‘And do you agree that you make a much better sissy maid than a husband?’

‘Yes, Mrs Downing,’ yet another curtsy.

‘That wouldn’t be difficult though, would it?’ Tracy interrupted.

‘No, Miss Tracy,’ Francesca turned slightly to direct her next curtsy to Kate’s grinning sister.

‘So how do you feel about your wife having a boyfriend?’ Tracy teased.

‘We don’t really refer to me as her wife now Trace, I’m her Mistress,’ Kate explained.

‘You even refer to the wimp as her!’ Tracy giggled.

‘Yes, we find it helps us both to establish and maintain a sense of perspective over her role now. Don’t we Francesca?’ Kate added.

‘I love the new name,’ Kate’s Mom exclaimed. ‘You really suit it!’

‘Thank you, Mrs Downing.’ Yet more curtsying.

‘You didn’t answer my question,’ Tracy reminded the maid. ‘I asked you how you feel about Tony.’

‘Please Miss Tracy, as a maid it isn’t my place to hold or express an opinion about Miss Kate’s love life,’ Francesca curtsied, feeling embarrassed and quite pathetic but also grateful for the schooling his Mistress had given him on the questions that may be asked and the most appropriate way for him to reply.

‘Wow,’ Tracy admitted. ‘You really have got the sissy trained haven’t you sis?’

‘We’re getting there,’ Kate beamed proudly.

Just then there was the sound of the front door opening, footsteps in the hall and Tony walked in. Kate jumped up to skip over to him, kiss his cheek and take his hand while she introduced him. Francesca rushed to the kitchen to retrieve a bottle of cold beer from the fridge, placing it on a silver serving tray, acutely aware of the contrast between how the ladies were speaking to Tony compared to how they had spoken to him.

Back in the lounge Francesca curtsied and respectfully offered the beer to Tony who took it without acknowledgement.

‘There’s certainly no doubt over who is the man of the house,’ Sandra commented.

‘There’s only one man in this house,’ Kate laughed before kissing her boyfriend’s cheek.

‘And a fine specimen he is too,’ Sandra smiled causing Francesca to wish for a hole to appear in the floor and swallow him. ‘I’m happy for you dear. You deserve a real man in your life.’

‘Thanks mom,’ Kate smiled as she squeezed Tony’s thigh. ‘I must admit, I am loving life now I have this wonderful hunk of a man and, thanks to Francesca finding her true calling, I never have to lift a finger around the house.’

‘The place certainly looks spick and span,’ Sandra complemented. ‘You maid is doing a good job.’

‘She wouldn’t dare do otherwise,’ Kate stated.

‘Who keeps her in line,’ Tracy asked, ‘You or Tony?’

‘It’s a joint effort, isn’t it babe,’ Kate smiled at her lover. ‘Although, if you asked Francesca, I think she would tell you Tony can spank a lot harder than I can.’

‘Oh wow, you get spanked do you, Francesca,’ Tracy teased the red-faced maid who stood at Tony’s side, trembling with shame. ‘That must be terribly embarrassing for you, being spanked by your wife’s lover!’

‘Embarrassing and painful,’ Kate jumped in to answer for Francesca, fearing she might be about to run crying from the room. ‘Especially now I’ve upgraded my equipment, thanks to a lady I met online who has a lot of experience in training her own sissy maid. ‘Speaking of which, did you manage to pick up the new outfit from the Post Office darling?’ Kate asked Tony.

‘I did. Francesca go and get the package I left in the hallway and take it to your room; I’ll meet you there.’

‘Yes Sir,’ Francesca curtsied and turned to obey, feeling relieved at the prospect of getting away from Sandra and Tracy.

‘I love that the maid has her own room!’ Tracy laughed. ‘Does it say, “Servant’s Quarters” on the door?’

‘I never thought of that,’ Kate laughed. ‘I’ll have to look for a sign online. When I originally decided she should no longer be allowed in my bed, I put her in the guest room. I thought it would be a real tease for her when Tony stayed over, listening to the sounds of lust through the adjoining wall. But then Tony had the idea of banishing her to the basement. She was spending quite a bit of time in there anyway doing mine and then Tony’s laundry. It seemed the obvious thing to do would be to have her sleep down there too. We both agreed that a maid really should not be sleeping on the same floor as her Mistress.’

‘I agree,’ Sandra said. ‘I’m hardly an expert but I would think it important for both her mindset and yours, that your differences in status should be obvious in all respects.’

‘Exactly Mom,’ Kate smiled as Tony got up to follow Francesca to her room. ‘I thought there might be some work and some expense involved in converting the basement into a bedroom, but Tony took care of everything. Being a Senior Prison Officer he was able to secure some items the prison discarded. Francesca now sleeps on a rusty metal cot with a rather thin and worn-out rubber mattress. I gave her one of my old dressing gowns to use as a bedcover and a pair of my old worn-out slippers for a pillow. Tony also got her a rather bashed up metal cabinet to use as a wardrobe for her uniforms and a small metal table and chair. That’s where she sits to write any punishment lines or essays either of us might give her.’

‘Wow, she must feel like she’s living in a borstal,’ Tracy laughed.

‘That’s the idea,’ Kate smiled proudly. ‘I live a life of luxury and leisure, and, in complete contrast, her life consists of hard work, drudgery, punishment and humiliation. Not to mention frustration. She’s very sexually frustrated. I’ve found that keeping her in chastity is pivotal to her training.’

‘Wow, it’s like she has a life sentence of hard labour in prison,’ Tracy commented.

‘It’s worse,’ Kate laughed. ‘Prisoners can at least jerk off any time they want to. Francesca’s chastity cage denies her even that freedom. She’s not even allowed to use any of the three bathrooms. She’s only allowed in them to clean.’

‘But how does she…’ Kate’s Mother began.

‘She has a bucket with a lid,’ Kate explained. ‘She must slop out every morning, pouring the bucket down the old outside toilet in the yard. For bathing Tony got her a little tin bath. There’s no hot water supply in the basement so it’s cold washes only I’m afraid.’

Tony came back just then, and both Sandra and Tracy congratulated him on his treatment of Francesca. ‘You’ve really stamped your authority of the sissy,’ Sandra exclaimed.

‘She’s really becoming a useful servant and adding to my happiness,’ Kate smiled proudly. ‘Speaking of which, where is she?’ Kate asked Tony.

‘I don’t know, she should be here by now.’

Excusing herself, Kate went to look for her absent maid. She found him sitting on his cot in the most ridiculously sissy outfit she’d ever seen. ‘Oh my, don’t you look pretty?’ she gasped, in deliberate encouragement. She thought her maid looked pathetic. There was so much frilliness, so much lace, so many bows! And little silver bells everywhere, on the pink dress’s hem, on the sleeves, down the backs of the matching hold-up stockings, around the tops of the cute little ankle socks and even on the straps of the pink Mary Jane shoes with towering five-inch heels.

‘Please Miss Kate, please don’t make me wear this!’

‘What’s wrong with you Francesca, it’s a wonderful outfit. I love it! You look amazing!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I can’t let your mother and sister see me like this!’

‘Now listen to me sissy Francesca,’ Kate demanded coldly. ‘I paid a lot of money for that outfit. It was supposed to be here sooner so you could be wearing it when mom and Tracy got here. Tony has gone to the trouble of collecting it so you can show it to them before they leave. It’s what I want. It’s what Tony wants. If it makes you a little uncomfortable then I’m sorry but, as my sissy maid, you should expect a certain amount of embarrassment and humiliation. All you should care about is that it makes me happy. I’ve worked hard to convince mom and Tracy that you love me very much and you now show that love by your obedience and devotion. If you think you are going to embarrass me, to show me up by behaving like a spoiled brat, you have another thought coming. Get upstairs right now or I’ll have Tony come down here and teach you some manners!’

‘Please Miss Kate, he already did,’ Francesca mumbled as he stood and turned around revealing the fresh angry red wheals crisscrossing the backs of his thighs. If he was expecting pity though, he was disappointed. ‘I love how short that dress is. I can see your stocking tops and the frilly edges of your panties. Very sexy! And those marks on the back of your legs only serve to show you are a properly disciplined servant. You should wear them with pride. Now, no more discussion, upstairs now!’

The comments, insults and jokes came thick and fast as Francesca served a fresh pot of tea to her Mistress’s guests, sporting her new ridiculously sissy outfit. It was Tracy who noticed the cane marks on the back of the maid’s thighs. ‘It looks like someone has been a naughty girl,’ she smiled cruelly. ‘Who gave her those marks?’

‘You may answer, sissy Francesca,’ Kate said.

‘Please Miss Tracy, Mr Tony was kind enough to help me with my behaviour.’

‘So, you deserved it then?’ Tracy sneered.

‘It’s not for me to say, Miss Tracy,’ the sissy curtsied. ‘Mr Tony is very good at helping me to be a better maid.’

‘So, are you scared of him?’ Tracy pushed.

Kate interrupted, ‘Francesca, tell Tracy and Mom how you were so terrified of getting a beating from Tony last week that you peed yourself.’ The poor maid just stood red-faced and frozen with embarrassment until Kate explained for him. ‘We did keep her waiting for hours while we made love and then watched a movie together, but it was still very funny. She was so desperate that the sight of Tony with the cane in his hand striding toward her was just too much. The look on her face as the pee ran down her stocking legs and pooled on the floor around her shoes was priceless.’

‘I hope you made her clean it up,’ Tracy said. ‘And gave her extra whacks for her disgusting behaviour.’

‘She was going to clean it up, but Tony shouted at her to leave it. He made her remove her wet panties and stuff them into her mouth as a gag while her bent her over and caned her. She was allowed to clean the floor afterwards while she cried. Then she had to stand in the corner of her room, sore, wet, miserable and smelly for another two hours. After a shower and change of uniform she was allowed to report to us to apologise for her behaviour.’

‘I hope that served as a lesson to you, Francesca,’ Kate’s Mom stated.

‘Yes, Mrs Downing,’ the maid curtsied, eyes down.

‘Tell them what Tony sometimes calls you now, Francesca,’ Kate ordered.

‘Mr Tony calls me the pissy sissy,’ the red-faced maid responded, cringing at the laughter her admission elicited.

‘And what does Tony do sometimes to tease you,’ Kate pushed.

‘Mr Tony pisses on my bed, Miss Kate. If I have been a good gurl I am allowed to clean it up before I go to bed. If not, then I must sleep in the mess and clean it up the next morning.’

That brought further peels of amused laughter until Kate offered her maid a way out by sending her to the kitchen to prepare more tea and cake for everyone. Kate followed shortly after to check on her maid’s progress. When her mom joined her there, she congratulated her on her new and much improved lifestyle. ‘I’m so proud of you darling,’ she enthused. ‘And I really like Tony. The fact that you have a real man to look after you now shows in your face and your body language, you look so happy. It’s gratifying too that you have found an appropriate role for Francesca.’

‘Thank you, mom!’ Kate smiled happily. ‘You’re right, I am happy, very happy. I have the best of both worlds.’

Sandra’s next words sent ice through the maid’s stomach, ‘Now that you have a real man in your bed dear, can we expect to hear the pitter patter of tiny feet sometime soon?’

Kate laughed as she took her mom’s arm to lead her from the kitchen, saying to the maid over her shoulder, ‘Hurry up with that, I won’t have my guests kept waiting.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied as she strained her ears trying to make out Kate’s reply to her mother. She couldn’t make out very much, but she did hear Sandra saying, ‘Oh, I’m sure your maid would make an excellent nanny.’


Ch8. Kate’s Sister Has Fun At The Maid’s Expense

Desperate to hurry, trying not to make a mistake and cause even more humiliation and embarrassment for himself, the maid did his best to prepare and serve tea to his Mistress’s guests. When he was finally able to clear the plates and cups and escape into the kitchen to begin the washing up, the tears in his eyes blurred his vision as he contemplated the possibility of his Mistress/wife becoming pregnant, having another man’s baby.

Francesca was so distracted by his feelings that he did not hear Tracy entering the room behind him. ‘I always suspected you were gay,’ Tracy announced, making the maid jump.

‘Please Miss Tracy,’ Francesca said as he turned to face her wife’s sister. ‘I’m not… I mean I…’ he stuttered as he curtsied, holding out the skirt of his uniform with his pink rubber gloved fingers.

‘Oh please!’ Tracy ordered. ‘Don’t stand there dressed like that and try to deny it. Anyway, I had no interest in anything you had to say when you were pretending to be a man, so why would I be interested now you’ve decided to admit you’re a worthless pansy?’

‘I’m not gay, Miss Tracy, I just…’

‘Of course you’re not!’ Tracy exclaimed. ‘You’re the epitome of manhood, aren’t you?’

Knowing how futile any argument would be, Francesca merely stood, eyes cast down at the floor. This was unbearable! Being abused by a girl half his age was awful enough. The fact that he had such a huge crush on her made it far worse. How many times had he fantasised about Tracy speaking down to him in that tone of voice, dominating him, treating him like dirt? The reality was worse than anything he had fantasised about though but also better, much better. The adage, ‘be careful what you wish for’, occurred to him even as he winced from the tightness of his chastity cage as his poor deprived penis made another feeble and doomed attempt to erect. How much worse would this situation be if the teasing little bitch knew how arousing Francesca was finding her clear contempt?

‘I want some pictures,’ Tracy announced as she aimed her mobile phone at the maid and began snapping away. ‘Curtsy for me. Look at the camera. Smile. Arms out to your sides, wrists bent, like the pansy you are. That’s it. Now I’m going to shoot some video. When I nod my head, I want you to curtsy and tell me who you used to be and who and what you are now.’

‘Please Miss Tracy!’ Francesca pleaded.

‘If I have to ask again, I’ll go and tell Kate you came on to me, tried to feel my tits. How do you think that will play out for you, faggot?’

‘Please don’t do that Miss Tracy, I’ll do it.’

Tracy nodded her head and pressed the record button.

Francesca curtsied and began, ‘My name used to be Frank Wilson. My new name is Francesca. I am my wife’s sissy maid.’

‘Wow!’ Tracy laughed, ‘What a fucking loser my poor sister married. Tell me why Kate doesn’t need you in her bed anymore, loser.’

‘My wife has a boyfriend now, a lover who sleeps with her in her bed.’

‘Where do you sleep sissy?’

‘I sleep in the maid’s room in the basement.’

‘You’re lucky my sister lets you stay at all,’ Tracy declared as she stopped videoing. ‘I don’t know what Kate ever saw in you. You are less than pathetic; you know that right?’

‘Please Miss Tracy,’ Francesca tried, ‘I love Kate very much and she…’

‘That’s Miss Kate to you, faggot,’ Tracy cut her off. ‘And I couldn’t care less how much you love my sister. All I care about is that she looks happier now than I’ve seen her in a long time. Obviously, that’s because she has Tony now. Having a real man to take care of her is what she’s always needed, what every woman needs. It doesn’t hurt that she never has to lift a finger and gets waited on hand and foot too, I’m sure. What I don’t understand is what you get out of it.’

‘Please Miss Tracy, I…’

‘Oh, shut up pansy! I don’t care what you get out of it. I presume you’re some sort of pervert that gets off on being dominated, cuckolded and even feminised. Yes?’

‘Yes, Miss Tracy,’ Francesca mumbled, red faced at hearing his motivations expressed so simply and unfeelingly.

‘You’re fucking pathetic!’ Tracy declared. ‘I’d throw you out, but if my sister wants to keep you around that’s her business. Understand this though, sissy faggot, if you do anything to spoil Kate’s newfound happiness, I will make it my life’s work to ensure you regret it. I will not hesitate to send these pictures and videos to everyone you know, anyone you try to get to know and any prospective employer. Do you believe me?’

‘Yes Miss Tracy,’ Francesca curtsied, appalled at the potential for ruin Tracy had just laid out.

‘Good, you’d better. Now one more thing. Kate told me she locked your tiny dick in a cage. I want to see it, show me.’

Francesca pleaded that it was too embarrassing, but Tracy was not about to show mercy now.

‘OK, fine,’ she announced as she started pressing buttons on her phone. ‘I’ll start by posting some of your pictures on Facebook.’

‘No, please! Please Miss Tracy! I’ll show you! Anything, just please don’t!’ Francesca performed her deepest curtsy yet, hoping to persuade her tormentor to reconsider.

‘Alright, but I won’t warn you again,’ Tracy smirked. ‘Lift your skirt.’

So, with hands still enclosed in pink rubber washing up gloves, the hapless maid raised her skirt.

‘I can’t see for your girly panties, pull them down to your knees. Wow, why is it so fucking tiny? No way can a dick fit in there! No wonder Kate got herself a boyfriend! My poor sister, putting up with that for so long!’

Francesca just stood red faced with humiliation as his wife’s sister took more pictures with her phone, laughing as she did. ‘I’m videoing, tell the camera how tiny and useless your dick is. Say how sorry you are for making Kate go unsatisfied for so long. Tell me how much bigger her lover’s cock is.’

With no other alternative, Francesca obeyed. The humiliation was unbearable. But then why was his pathetic excuse for a cock trying so hard to erect inside its tiny cage? The excitement of being treated so badly by this young woman, her beautiful face with its look of amused contempt, her stunning hair and sexy clothes! It had been so long since he had relief! Fuck, those sexy Ugg booties she was wearing, the souls squeaking on the immaculately polished floor as she came closer, taking closeups of his caged cock as it bobbed in frustration, trying desperately to erect. The heady smell of her perfume almost made Francesca pass out. What he would give to be able to kiss those boots! To pull them off and suck her tiny stockinged toes!

Tracy was laughing hysterically, struggling to hold her phone still while she videoed the tiny twitching chastity cage, when into the kitchen walked Kate and her mother.

‘What’s all the noise in here,’ Kate asked, laughing.

‘Oh my!’ her mother exclaimed as they got nearer. ‘What on earth is that?’

‘It’s to stop her fiddling with herself,’ Kate smiled. ‘It’s called a chastity cage.’

‘Did he have a habit of doing that?’

‘It’s she not he, remember mom? And yes, in her current sexually frustrated state, if she got the chance, she’d never do anything else! Would you Francesca?’

‘No Miss Kate,’ the red-faced maid admitted, wishing she had the nerve to pull up her panties and drop her skirt.

‘Tell mom why you wear it,’ Kate insisted.

‘Please Mrs Downing, the chastity cage prevents me from touching myself and helps me to concentrate on being a better maid.’

‘I assume you don’t make Tony wear one,’ Kate’s mom said as she reached out to tap a long perfectly manicured fingernail against the maid’s metal prison making her wince as his poor deprived penis tried yet again to break free.

‘Not a chance,’ Kate laughed. ‘Why doesn’t Mr Tony wear a chastity cage, Francesca?’

‘Because he’s a real man, Miss Kate. Chastity cages are for sissies,’ Francesca blushed, wishing a hole would open in the floor and swallow her.

‘I doubt if they make one big enough anyway,’ Kate smiled.

‘I don’t understand why any man would put up with that,’ Kate’s mom said.

‘She’s not a man,’ Tracy laughed.

‘It was actually her idea,’ Kate offered. ‘Wasn’t it Francesca?’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘Tell mom how grateful you are to me for locking away your pointless little cocklet.’

‘Please Mrs Downing, I’m very grateful to Miss Kate for keeping me in chastity. I know I never satisfied her sexually and never could. I hope now to satisfy her as her maid.’

‘Well, it’s all a bit strange but, if that’s what she wants, then fair enough,’ Kate’s Mom concluded, giving the cage one last tap.

‘Come on mom,’ Kate said, ‘I think Tracy was enjoying herself and we interrupted. I want to show you the new clothes I bought to go on holiday with Tony.’

‘Pull your panties up pervert,’ Tracy ordered as soon as they were alone again. ‘Now get on your knees and show me some respect. Kiss my boots and beg me not to ruin you. And I’d better hear total sincerity in your voice faggot.’

With a mixture of relief that his shameful exposure was over, at least for now, and immense eagerness at the idea of being able to worship the very sexy little Ugg boots of his beautiful stern sister-in-law, Francesca hurried to obey. He kissed every inch of sheepskin, imagining the sexy little toes inside, pausing only to beg for mercy and promise to be the best maid he could possibly be for his Mistress.

As Tracy stood looking down on the pathetic creature she felt a rush of sadistic pleasure. This was going to be amazing! She was going to have so much fun torturing and teasing this sissy wimp! There was a moistness between her legs that tempted her to drop her own panties, order the hapless maid to lie on his back and sit forcefully on his face, grinding her engorged pussy to a screaming orgasm. Now was not the time though. Soon, but not yet. She needed to speak to Kate first, tell her how she felt, get her permission. Once she had that then the worthless creature debasing himself at her feet would really be in for it!

Crouching down Tracy took Francesca’s chin in her hand, lifting his head until their eyes met. Smiling sweetly, she spat in the maid’s face. Once, twice, then a third time. ‘Open your eyes sissy,’ she ordered. ‘Now your mouth. Wider. You disgust me.’ With that she spat into Francesca’s mouth. ‘I intend to support my sister fully in her new lifestyle. In the process of doing that I’m going to enjoy torturing and humiliating you, making you as miserable as I possibly can. What do you say?’

‘Thank you, Miss Tracy.’

‘Good gurl. Now ask me to spit in your mouth again before I go.’

‘Please Miss Tracy, please spit in my mouth again!’

‘Since you ask so nicely,’ Tracy spat in the maid’s wide-open mouth three more times before standing and walking out of the kitchen.

Francesca remained kneeling for a while, dazed and confused, in awe of the beautiful creature who had just debased him so cruelly, tasting her wonderful spit and cringing at the pain as his penis struggled valiantly but vainly against its prison.

It was a thoroughly emasculated and properly shamed maid who helped the two ladies on with their coats when they eventually prepared to leave. Kate smiled with pride as, without prompting, Francesca, with some difficulty, dropped to her knees to kiss their boots. After glancing at her sister and receiving a nod of approval, Tracy bent her knees and, with one hand, lifted the maid’s face from her footwear. The thoroughly cowed maid did not react as Tracy spat in her face before standing up kissing her sister goodbye.

‘Door Francesca,’ Kate demanded, and the maid hurried to open the door, curtsying deeply to each lady as they passed her, the younger lady’s saliva running down her face. After closing the front door, she turned to watch her Mistress jump into her lover’s arms, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing him deeply before shouting, ‘Take me to bed darling, I need a real man inside me!’


Ch9. Sissy Maid Francesca’s Trick

'You can start now sissy. Perform your little trick. Go on.'

Francesca was patted on the head like a pet. He was on his knees in front of his wife/Mistress and her lover. He was dressed in his regular maid uniform, including gag, collar, lockable heels and corset.

He didn't want to do this. He didn't want Mr Tony to see. He wanted to ask, beg even; to be excused but he couldn't speak because of the ball gag. He reached under the petticoats under his skirt and took hold of his cock. It was caged, but that didn't matter for this performance. In fact, it being caged is what had made his 'trick' so impressive. He started to pump. Fuck, what would Tony do to him after his 'trick' had been performed?!

'Do I have to stand here the whole time and watch? It's pathetic,’ Tony sneered.

His words made Francesca feel so ashamed. He was right, this was pathetic. Who would put himself in this position?

'No. We'll know when he's near.... completion. Trust me' Kate winked at her young lover. Francesca was dreading that moment. The moment the bell on his posture collar would give him away. This was not going to be an enjoyable experience. It was his own fault; he had been foolish in being caught.

It was during the day before while performing what had, pathetically, become his favourite chore - ironing. He could not explain why he loved ironing so much. It just made him feel so.... submissive. He thought, perhaps, it was handling his beautiful wife’s lacy, silky clothes. Smelling her on them. Imagining her wearing them for her lover. Trying to remember when she used to wear sexy things for him. Anyway, he had left the ironing until last. Although there was a list of chores to be completed each day, how they were tackled was up to him. Experience had taught him to get the dirtiest jobs done first. That way, if his uniform got dirty, he potentially had time to clean and dry it or change to a fresh one before inspection later. He had learnt the hard way not to fail inspection because of a dirty uniform.

As he was ironing the outfit his Mistress had worn on her last date with Tony, he was overcome with excitement. He knew he shouldn't, but he tried to play with himself through his cage. He couldn't get fully hard, but after many months of chastity, he did enjoy the feeling he could produce. To his amazement, as he pumped faster, he sensed he would be able to cum - and then he did! The restrictions the cage put on his cock meant the orgasm was stifled, his cum dribbling out rather than spurting but it had been so long! Sure, his cock was red raw from rubbing against the cage and it taken him the best part of 20 minutes to cum, but it felt wonderful!

The feeling didn't last. Lost in the moment, he hadn't noticed the time and hadn't considered the mess. His stockings were splattered with cum. It was on the floor. There was some on the hem of his skirt. And then the door opened. You would perhaps think that having experienced severe beatings for wearing a poorly matching shade of lipstick and brutal canings just for wobbling un-lady-like on his heels, he would rush to minimise the scene, which was going to greet his Mistress, but instead he froze.

'What the hell is going on here?’ Kate demanded.

Unable to answer with his ball gag in Francesca stood and curtseyed once, paused, then curtseyed twice, then three times. ‘Fuck, fuck, fuck!’

'Clean this up, then meet me in my study at 8pm. I want you in uniform still so put your guest uniform on if necessary. This one will need hand washing by the looks of it.' She took some keys from a pocket of her jeans and unlocked his uniform and my heels. He curtseyed yet again and scurried away before she decided to whip him.

As he got changed, Francesca thought about the situation; on one hand he was glad not to have been whipped. Very glad! On the other, he sensed his ordeal was far from over.

He checked himself in the hallway mirror to ensure he was presentable to the appropriate standard. He didn't want to make things worse! Then he knocked at 8pm sharp.

'Come in.' Francesca entered and curtseyed. 'Ah. There's my naughty sissy husband. Tell me, how worried are you right now?'

Not allowed to stand in the presence of his Mistress he was considering his response as he carefully kneeled on his sissy spot.

'Very worried Miss Kate. I broke your trust and, I... I made such a mess. I'm so sorry.'

'When did you discover your little trick? I'm assuming today was the first time, but I'd like to be sure.'

He confirmed today was indeed the first time. She asked what he was thinking about, and he explained he had become especially aroused as he ironed the outfit she had been wearing for her last date with Mr Tony.

‘He fucked me in that dress,’ Kate informed her maid.

‘Yes Miss Kate, I know. That’s why I got so excited. The panties and stockings you wore were there too. They felt so soft and smelled so much of you. I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it!’

Kate explained that whilst she was angry - given the mess - she was amused more than anything. She explained that she'd told Tony he'd learnt a new 'trick' (she hadn't told him what) and that having told him, she now wanted Francesca to show him. ‘Tomorrow night in fact, before he and I make love. When we’re done, I’ll be asking him to deal with you as he sees fit. Now go to bed you little slut!’

As Francesca continued to stroke his caged cock, he knew he would come eventually, but he also knew it would take a while. After about 15 minutes he started to feel his orgasm build. He knew his Mistress would be furious if she and her lover missed the 'money shot', but he was gagged so he didn't know how to get her attention. He started rocking back and forth so the little bell on his collar made as much noise as possible.

'I think we're in business' he heard Kate say. She and Tony walked over.

'Is she going to cum!?' Tony asked incredulously as he stood towering over me.

There was no need for an answer, Tony’s powerful presence and the way he referred to Francesca as “she” was all he needed to push him over the edge. He moaned around his penis-gag and his cum, unable to shoot out like a real man, leaked from his cock into his cage, dribbling onto the hem of his skirt and the floor. The shame was immediate. He wanted to vanish.

'We can't have this,’ Tony said. ‘She's not really in chastity if she can cum! It needs sorting.'

'Already in hand darling,’ Kate assured her lover. ‘Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up as best you can sissy.'

Francesca scurried to the bathroom and cleaned around his caged cock as best he could. He couldn't fix his make-up, but he wiped away what had run. He wasn't presentable, but he headed back out.

'Here,' said Kate, pointing in front of her. She had the key to his chastity device in her hand.

'The solution to the problem,' she said holding what looked like another pink chastity device in her hand. 'This is smaller, so less room for...growth' she was looking at Tony as she said this. 'Plus, it has a little extra something inside,' and with that she opened the device up. Francesca could see spikes. Thin spikes like needles lining the inside walls of the new device. Kate pulled on a pair of latex surgical gloves and used the key to unlock her maid’s current device. Normally his cock would instantly go hard when free, but the sight of the new device had spooked him. Kate grabbed his cock and pushed it into the new device before swiftly adding the lock and securing it. Immediately he could feel it was smaller and the spikes - even when he was completely soft - were uncomfortable.

Kate looked at her lover and said 'See? Problem solved. Now, take me to bed and fuck me, the sissy can watch. It will be a good test for her new cage.’

It used to be a real treat for Francesca to be allowed to watch his Mistress/wife have sex with another man. Even the pain of trying to get hard in his chastity cage to the tune of Kate’s cries and screams was delicious in its own special, frustrating and humiliating way. The spikes changed all that. If he dared, he would have risen from his kneeling position at the side of the bed and hurriedly left the room, but he knew that would only result in even worse pain. So, he closed his eyes and tried to ignore the erotic sounds of two people in the throes of passion.

‘Get those eyes open sissy!’ Kate shouted at him. ‘I want you to watch what you can’t have, what you’ll never have again. I want to see the pain in your eyes from the realisation of what you’ve lost, what I’ve taken from you and given to a real man. I want to see the tears from those nasty spikes in your new cage.’

‘Turn over so we can do it doggy style,’ Tony suggested to Kate. ‘Come nearer pissy sissy, I’ll give you a close-up view of my cock going where yours never will again. Lean forward, kiss it. Kiss the cock that owns your wife.’

Fearing the consequences of disobeying his Mistress’s lover, Francesca did as he demanded then in agony from the vicious little spikes but unable to tear his gaze away, he watched as Tony slid his huge cock between the wet folds of his Mistress/wife’s pussy. The groan she let out as her lover drove forward, inch by inch until he must surely be breaching the entrance to her womb, was something the sissy maid would never forget, knowing as he did that he had never and could never elicit such a heartfelt expression of passion from Kate.

When Tony pulled back, Francesca stared as Kate’s pussy lips reluctantly allowed her lover’s rock-hard cock to desert her warm wet pussy. ‘Oh darling,’ Kate gasped. ‘Fuck me, fuck your slut! Show the sissy how a real man fucks his woman!’

‘In a minute,’ Tony laughed as he withdrew his cock and turned his hips to point it at the humbly kneeling maid. ‘Look at my cock Francesca, see how wet it is from your wife’s cunt? Suck it. Lick those juices off it. Show your Mistress what a good little cock sucker you are.’

The only thing that could possibly be more emasculating than having another man call him a cock sucker in front of his wife was to obey that man’s instructions and take that cock into his mouth, slide his lips along its length and struggle to supress his gag reflex as the end of it hit the back of his throat.

‘Good job faggot,’ Tony sneered. ‘I knew you had to be good for something. Now watch me fuck your wife. Feel free to have a fiddle with your little chastity cage. See if you can do your little trick despite the spikes in there. If you’re a good little cuckold, after I empty my balls into her, I might have her sit on your face and drain my cum into your faggot mouth.’

The pain of the spikes was atrocious for Francesca as she watched the callous brute fuck the woman he loved and adored. Hearing her scream and cry, encouraging her lover to fuck her harder, longer, make her his bitch, filled him with the now familiar mix of excitement, sadness, lust and despair. Added to that was the new and very unwelcome pain that caused him to double up and sob with hurt and frustration.

When the rutting finally ended with groans and yells from both participants, Tony was true to his word and Francesca found himself lying on his back on the floor at the side of the bed. Kate crouched over his head, facing his feet then dropped her sopping pussy onto his nose and mouth. ‘Lick faggot,’ Kate ordered him. ‘Clean a real man’s cum from my pussy. Be a good little cum rag.’

The feeling of Kate’s long hair on his thighs as she leant forward made Francesca buck his hips involuntarily, seeking an escape from the pain of the spikes while simultaneously craving a chance of stimulation. Anything would do, just not this pain. He needed it so much. But, as his Mistress ground her pussy over his face, using his nose to stimulate her clitoris driving her to yet another shattering orgasm, his access to air was cut off and he felt like he was drowning in the river of cum that poured from her spasming pussy.


Ch10. Kate’s Lover Punishes The Maid

‘I think we can call that a successful test run,’ Kate laughed. Having recovered from her orgasm she allowed the half suffocated, half drowned sissy a few breaths of air before plonking her ass over his face and toying with his chastity cage, pulling at it roughly and making him squeal into the sweat filled valley between her cheeks. ‘I seriously doubt there will be any more unauthorised sissy dribbles from our maid.’

‘There’d better not be!’ Tony threatened as he raised himself on one elbow to watch.

‘Can you imagine how awful it would be,’ Kate asked her lover. ‘Not only being unable to cum or get hard but not daring to even entertain a sexual thought for fear of subjecting yourself to that pain.’

‘She deserves it,’ Tony smirked.

‘Yes, she does,’ Kate smiled. ‘She also deserves a thorough flogging for betraying my trust the way she did. How would you like to help me with that darling? I can show you my new toys.’

At Kate’s suggestion Tony had previously attached some hooks to two wooden support pillars in the basement maid’s room, one pair about six inches from the floor and the other pair the same distance from the ceiling. It was the perfect arrangement to allow them to secure the maid between the pillars, legs spread widely with arms above his head and equally spread. The overall effect was to leave him secured in a star shape with all four limbs pulled taught and quivering from the strain. Naked apart from the ever-present chastity cage, Francesca just hung there helplessly, dreading what was to come.

Kate came down the basement stairs wearing a form-fitting white blouse, black pencil skirt and black leather knee length boots. She selected the school cane, tapping it menacingly against the side of her right boot as she circled a terrified looking Francesca.

‘Please Miss Kate,’ he begged. ‘I’m really sorry for cumming without permission. It will never happen again, I swear!’

‘No, it won’t,’ Kate laughed. ‘Not with those spikes in your little cage. ‘But rules are rules, and you broke one of the most important ones. There must be consequences when a sissy maid betrays her Mistress’s trust. I would be remiss in my duties if I did not punish you. Besides, you know how much I enjoy hurting my little maid. You wouldn’t deny me that small pleasure, would you, Francesca? It is, after all, about the only pleasure you can offer me.’

‘No Mistress,’ the maid hung her head in defeat.

‘Good. I thought that since my lover is here, I might just watch. It’s going to be fun, I’m sure. Are you ready Tony darling? Here, why don’t you start with this one?’

Tony took the school cane and stepped around behind Francesca who tensed as much as his bonds allowed and screwed his eyes shut expecting a blaze of fire across his butt cheeks. Instead, he felt the cane tap the inside of first one thigh then the other and back to the first again as Tony flicked the bamboo stick rapidly back and forth building the strength of blows gradually. The result for Francesca was a wave of pain that just built and built. Surely it could not get any worse, and then it did.

Francesca cried out, desperate to escape the unbearable sensations. His cries were smothered when Kate grasped his head in both hands and kissed him deeply, forcing her moist tongue into Francesca’s mouth. It was completely unexpected but, after so being denied such pleasure for so long, Francesca could almost convince herself it was worth the pain.

As Kate pulled back from the kiss, Tony switched implements and Francesca screamed as the wooden paddle sank deep into his quivering buttocks. Kate laughed and spat straight into his wide-open mouth. ‘Not so loud sissy Francesca,’ Kate scolded her maid. ‘Have some decorum. Nobody likes a noisy maid.’

The beating with the paddle continued for several more blows that left Francesca breathless and desperate for it to stop. ‘Please Miss Kate, please make it stop! I’ll be a good gurl, I promise!’

‘Yes, you will,’ Kate smiled. ‘And good gurls know that they exist for the convenience and amusement of their betters. Someone in your position must accept a certain amount of discomfort as part of their duties. Now are you going to quieten down or do I need to gag you?’

Francesca screamed with renewed passion when Tony laid the leather tawse across her back. ‘Alright,’ Kate sighed. ‘Gag it is. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were deliberately making a fuss just so you can suck on my panties.’ Reaching under her skirt, Kate pulled down and stepped out of her panties. She forced them into Francesca’s mouth and used a pair of tights from the laundry basket to wrap around the maid’s head, forcing the wad of cotton, soaked with her lover’s cum that had leaked from her pussy, further into his mouth, securing it with a knot at the back of his head. ‘I was going to give you another kiss, but you’ve ruined it now,’ Kate complained. ‘Oh well, your loss.’

After a dozen lashes of the evil tawse Tony picked up the heavier, longer and thicker dragon cane and poor Francesca entered a new circle of hell. Kate had dropped to her knees beside her boyfriend, unzipped his flies and extracted his half erect cock. As Tony proceeded to apply stripe after stripe of burning agony across Francesca’s bottom, Kate took his cock inside her warm wet lips, her head bobbing back and forth as her lover continued to beat her maid.

There was a full-length dressing mirror in the basement for Francesca to use to check her uniform and to regularly check her appearance during the day in the hope of avoiding failing her Mistress’s regular and exacting uniform inspections. Kate had pulled it over so that Francesca could see herself being beaten and it now afforded the poor maid an excellent view of his wife/Mistress blowing her lover. Lost in pleasurable sensation, the quality of Tony’s aim suffered more and more until, with a groan of release, he came heavily down Kate’s throat. It was a deeply painful, frustrating, humiliating and emasculating thing for Francesca to watch, but, despite the vicious biting of the spiked chastity cage, he could not tear his eyes away, but at least the beating had stopped.

More humiliation was to come, however, as Kate got to her feet and stepped around in front of her maid, undid his gag and pulled out the now sopping panties. Placing one hand behind Francesca’s head she placed her lips over his. The helpless sissy was forced to open his mouth when Kate pinched his nose closed with the fingers of her other hand. His reward was a mouthful of Tony’s cum mixed with his Mistress’s saliva. There was so much of it, he nearly gagged.

Kate pulled her head back, released the maid’s nose and used the same hand to cover his mouth. ‘Swallow Francesca, there’s a good gurl. Show the proper respect for your Mistress’s lover.’

With a grimace of distaste, Francesca obeyed, feeling the thick slimy load slide down his throat. He was rewarded by a proud smile from his Mistress. A tear started to roll down his cheek and Kate licked it away. ‘Sissy tears,’ she smiled. ‘I love them!’

As Tony moved to continue Kate stopped him. ‘What’s up?’ Tony asked. ‘Are you worried I’m hurting your maid too much?’

‘Not at all darling,’ Kate smiled. ‘It’s just that you are so strong, and that dragon cane is lethal. In your hands it’s cutting her skin straight away, see? Which means we must stop. If you use the paddle or the tawse you can carry on for much longer.’

‘You really are a total bitch to her, aren’t you?’ Tony laughed.

‘I do my best,’ Kate smiled sweetly as she pulled up the one chair in the room and placed it close to and in front of her suspended weeping maid. As she made herself comfortable, crossing her sexily booted legs, Francesca tried desperately to get her attention and elicit some small measure of pity, ‘Please no more Miss Kate, please Miss Kate.’

‘Why are you begging her, slut?’ Tony demanded. ‘She couldn’t help you even if she wanted to. And I don’t think she wants to, do you Kate?’

‘Nope,’ Kate smiled. ‘Why would I want to, I’m enjoying myself.’

‘Why don’t you tell your Mistress how much you love her sissy?’ Tony taunted Francesca. ‘Then apologise to her for all the noise you’re about to make without your gag.’

‘Please Miss Kate, I’m sorry. I love you so much!’ Tony gasped.

‘Are you sure you don’t want to help her?’ Tony asked Kate, who, staring into her maid’s eyes, shook her head. ‘She’s not supposed to look me in the face. She deserves a severe beating just for that!’

Francesca quickly dropped her gaze.

‘Don’t you feel just a tiny bit sorry for her?’ Tony persisted. ‘The woman she loves is fucking another man. She is sexless and denied, feminised and frustrated, humiliated and emasculated. She works her sorry ass off to please you only to be bullied and beaten by your lover. That must be fucking hard!’

‘She asked for this, for all of it. I’m just being a dutiful wife and giving her what she asked for. She can hardly complain just because I happen to be good at it or because I enjoy doing it. It may seem like hell to you baby, but to my sissy maid/husband, this is paradise. The fact is that she can only be truly content if she knows that she is completely under the power of a cruel heartless bitch. She doesn’t just want this, she needs it, don’t you sissy Francesca?’

Hearing her Mistress’s words, understanding the painful truth of them, knowing what that meant for her, Francesca began to sob uncontrollably.

‘No amount of crying will change anything Francesca, you know that don’t you?’

The maid nodded her head, still sobbing.

‘This room is a window on her soul,’ Kate explained to her lover. ‘The pictures of you and I together that we hung up around the walls together with the various items of my sexy underwear hung up to dry, generate in her an unbearable lust causing her to ache with, not just love, but sadness and a sense of loss. The terrible implements of punishment hanging above her bed, now the ropes and hooks that will regularly be used to secure her for the many dreadful sessions of punishment that lie ahead for her, fill her with dread. What has she done? What has she lost? Despair, regret, longing. These are the keys to her contentment.’

‘Rather her than me,’ Tony laughed.

‘I don’t think you could ever understand darling,’ Kate smiled. ‘You are too different. Which is why I need you. But I need her too because I am, as you said, a complete bitch. What’s more, I’m proud of it.’

‘I’m not complaining,’ Tony reassured her. ‘You’re the best fuck I ever had, and I want to do what I can to make you happy. Plus, I enjoy helping you make your maid’s life a misery.’

‘I know you do. That’s why this works so well. Thank you.’

‘I’m at your service Ma’am.’

‘Actually, I was going to ask, could you rig up a camera in here? I’d like to be able to keep an eye on sissy Francesca when she’s down here. One I can view on my phone from anywhere, at home or outside. I don’t think a sissy maid should have any privacy, at any time. And, of course, I’ll be able to watch you beat her while I wait for you in bed. I’ll be wearing something sexy and awaiting the return of my conquering hero so I can give him his reward.’

‘Consider it done,’ Tony smiled, as he pulled off his t-shirt, picked up the heavy leather tawse, raised his arm up high and lashed it across the top of Francesca’s left thigh.

As Francesca’s beating continued, Kate got up to fetch her handbag from the table where she’d left it. Taking it back to her seat she reached inside it to extract her glasses. Tony said he thought she might be looking for ear plugs and then wondered if she wanted a clearer view of her maid’s tears.

‘I love watching and hearing her cry, you know that and so does she. But I’m also enjoying watching your muscles as you put the sissy faggot in her place. Maybe, instead of going out tonight we should just go to bed?’

Tony laughed. ‘Why don’t you go to your bedroom now? I’ll be there shortly.’

‘You don’t need to ask me twice,’ Kate smiled as she rose to leave.

‘Make sure you’re waiting on your knees with your mouth open,’ Tony continued.

Despite knowing full well that this man had fucked his wife in every way imaginable with not just her consent but her delighted encouragement, despite being fully aware that, to all intents and purposes Kate now belonged to him, it still hurt to hear another man treat his wife like that. She was a beautiful, intelligent, sophisticated woman, not a cheap whore.

Apparently though, she could behave like both. Walking around her suspended maid Kate kissed her boyfriend deeply, said ‘Yes Sir,’ and skipped off happily. Francesca’s heart ached as she watched her Mistress leave.

‘If you’d been able to treat her like that you wouldn’t be in the position you are sissy,’ Tony teased Francesca. ‘I’m going to fuck her brains out. I hope that’s OK with you, faggot.’

Francesca had time to acknowledge her helpless agreement with a nod before Tony laid a fresh band of fire across his bright red, heavily bruised backside. ‘Just a dozen to tide you over while I fuck your wife,’ he sneered. ‘Then we’ll carry on when I get back. Let’s see if you can scream loud enough for her to hear you upstairs.’

Francesca had been hanging suspended between the two support pillars in an agony of discomfort for nearly two hours before a smiling, satisfied looking Tony returned.  Francesca began pleading for mercy before he even reached the bottom of the staircase. Tony laughed and pulled the chair over to sit right in front of the naked spreadeagle maid. He had to be careful not to step in the puddle of urine between the maid’s legs.

‘Maids who piss on the floor deserve to be punished sissy Francesca. What makes you think you deserve mercy?’

‘Please Sir, I’m sorry, I couldn’t wait any longer. I’ll clean it up I promise. Please Sir, no more, I can’t stand anymore!’

‘I don’t think you get to decide what you can and can’t stand Francesca,’ Tony smirked.

‘No Sir, I’m sorry Sir. Please, I’ll be good, I’ll do anything you say, please!’

‘Alright,’ Tony grinned. ‘Kate locked you in chastity what, four months before I came on the scene in January? So, your twelve months without cumming should end in September. I’d like you to beg me to add two more months to that, a month for each of your pathetic unauthorised little dribbles. So, your earliest release date would then be November.’

‘Please Sir, please, not that! Not more chastity, I can’t stand it, please Mr Tony Sir!’

‘You said you would do anything I say Francesca. Were you lying to me?’

Too desperate to really think through what he was agreeing to, desperate to appease his wife’s lover and avoid another painful beating, Francesca gave in and thanked him for the additional chastity time.’

‘All right then,’ Tony smiled as he stood. ‘I’ll release you now. But I can’t let you off totally. I want you on your knees. You’re going to suck my cock clean like a good maid. Then you’re going to offer up your palms to the tawse. Just six to each hand. Enough to make them sore and a little swollen. We don’t want your Mistress to think I’ve gone soft on you. I want to see some real enthusiasm with that sissy mouth though. And you’d better offer those hands up quickly and submissively. If you keep me waiting or I have to remind you, I’ll string you right back up there and we’ll start again, right from the beginning. Am I making myself understood?’

‘Yes Sir,’ Francesca gasped as he dropped gratefully to his knees and reached up to unzip his tormentor’s flies. ‘Thank you, Sir,’ he said before beginning to lick Tony’s cock and balls with an eagerness that he really did not feel but hoped would please him and allow his nightmare beating to end. Would he send him upstairs to lick his Mistress clean after the fucking he had given her? He desperately hoped so. The need to see his Mistress was overwhelming. The opportunity to touch her, even to complete the deeply humiliating task of licking and sucking her lover’s cum from her pussy and maybe her ass, was all he cared about right now. But what about the damned spikes? The pain would be intense, but the need, he knew, was greater.


Ch11. Fun Outside

It was a beautiful summer day and Kate was sunbathing, lying on a lounger on the patio area of their large, secluded garden. Wearing a Playboy Bunny bikini in pink and black with red court shoes she was reading a magazine and sipping from the ice-cold gin and tonic her maid had just presented to her on a silver tray. The ice clinked as the maid stared at the refreshing looking drink with longing. He was dressed in the latex sissy maid outfit his Mistress had presented him with that morning.

‘It’s not quite complete Francesca,’ Kate had informed her maid. ‘There are a couple of finishing touches that Tony will be bringing with him this afternoon, but you can try the rest of the outfit now.’

The latex was very tight, making it a struggle but, with his Mistress’s help and encouragement, Francesca was soon sporting a black long-sleeved latex dress that covered him from neck to halfway down his thighs, topped with a white full-length rubber apron. Black hold-up stockings, elbow-length gloves and a cute black and white maid’s cap, all in matching latex, completed his outfit. The shiny latex felt cold when he first put it on but had soon become insufferably hot as he stood in direct sunlight holding a shading umbrella over his mistress. He could feel the sweat running down between his skin and the latex cocoon. His feet ached terribly in the new knee-length lace-up black leather boots with towering six-inch heels. The boots were difficult just to stand in but worse to try to walk in, a fact that amused Kate hugely.

‘Wait until Tony sees you tottering about like that Francesca, he’s going to love it. Try walking up and down a few times. You’re going to have to get used to them, they’re here to stay. And don’t think you can use them as an excuse for slowing down, taking longer to do your work or respond when I call you. I won’t have tardiness in my maid.’

Francesca was, at his Mistress’s insistence, growing his hair longer. It was being styled regularly by Julie, the young girl recommended by Mistress Vanessa. She had also trained Francesca to apply makeup including false eyelashes and paint her finger and toenails, usually in bright pink. There really wasn’t much left of the man Francesca had been just months before.

When Tony’s car pulled into the drive, Kate got up and ran to meet him, jumping up to wrap her arms and legs around him, planting wet kisses all over his face, making him laugh. Sending the maid to fetch him a cold beer, Tony laughed as he struggled to walk in the high heeled boots.

‘Hurry up sissy or it will be warm by the time I get it. If it is your backside will be a damn site warmer!’

When Francesca returned with Tony’s beer it was to find him lying on the sun lounger, jeans around his ankles, with Kate kneeling on a towel she had laid on the decking, her pretty, red lips straining to wrap around his huge erection. Tony opened his eyes as he heard the click of Francesca’s heels, took his bottle of beer and enjoyed a long refreshing gulp. The maid curtsied and went to walk away from the erotic sight of her Mistress’s head bobbing up and down in her boyfriend’s lap, grimacing as the unrelenting spiked metal chastity cage bit in and did its job.

‘There’s a box in my car Francesca,’ Tony stated. ‘Get it and take it into the house. We’ll be in shortly, after I finish hosing down your Mistress’s tonsils.’

A little while later Kate came into the house laughing as her smug looking boyfriend smacked her bikini-clad backside. As they sat together on the couch in the lounge, the maid followed them with the box from Tony’s car. As he curtsied and put the box down on the coffee table Kate started to speak but Tony interrupted her.

‘You’ve dribbled sweetheart,’ he told her, using his finger to wipe a line of cum from the corner of her mouth.

‘Oops,’ she laughed before sucking his finger into her mouth. ‘Waste not want not,’ she giggled. Francesca tried to stifle his groan as the chastity cage did its job, cutting off his imprisoned cock’s desperate attempt at an erection. Where was the shy demure woman he had married?

‘Right sissy,’ Tony announced. ‘Open the box and let’s see what we’ve got.’

The first item Francesca carefully lifted out of the box was a black latex reinforced corset. Kate was excited to see it in place and told her maid to remove her apron. ‘Let me help you,’ she smiled. The corset was heavier and stiffer than her usual one but with similar ratchet fixings at the back. Once it was in place Kate used the special tool to tighten the corset.

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca complained. ‘I think it’s too tight!’

‘Nonsense,’ Kate responded. ‘You’re still breathing quite normally. When its tightened properly that won’t be the case. I want my maid to have a lovely hourglass figure, just like a real girl.’

Several more clicks of the ratchets had Francesca starting to panic. ‘Please Miss Kate, I can’t breathe properly.

‘Just a couple more clicks Francesca, there now, look at you! Who knew you had such a girly figure? What do you think Tony?’

‘Very slutty,’ he smirked. ‘A big improvement in posture too. Put the apron back on. You’ll have to bend your legs instead of your waist to reach the floor now. There should be some cuffs in there too.’

Kate checked inside the box and pulled out two pairs of white leather wrist cuffs with short chains and padlocks attached. She soon had them in place around the maid’s wrists. The short chain ran through metal loops either side of the corset at waist height. Francesca moved her arms checking the extent of her restricting bondage. Her choice was to be able to move one arm about a foot from her waist, which pulled the other wrist into her side, or to move both arms about six inches from her waist.

‘That should be long enough to allow her to manage her duties,’ Tony said. ‘But short enough to cause her plenty of difficulty and inconvenience. I imagine it’s going to be very frustrating for her’.

‘Good,’ Kate smiled, ‘I like my maid feeling frustrated.’

The second pair of cuffs were attached to the maid’s ankles over her boots. The short chain between them meant a severe restriction on the length of step he could take. The towering heels already caused him problems, and this new restriction would seriously limit his movements around the house.

‘You’ll need some practice walking around Francesca,’ Tony advised. ‘And you’ll have to be especially careful on the stairs. But you’ll get there. Maybe, if you ask her nicely your Mistress will make some allowances in terms of how quickly she expects you to complete your housework and serving duties.’

‘Nope,’ Kate stated flatly. ‘No allowances. I’ll be continuing to raise my expectations, so she’ll just have to manage, or suffer the consequences.’

‘Don’t forget the collar,’ Tony smiled.

‘Oh yes, the piece de resistance!’ Kate laughed as she retrieved a plastic bag from the box and pulled from it a wide collar made from heavy stiffened latex like the corset. Kate placed the collar around the maid’s neck but then had an idea. Picking up the discarded plastic bag that had contained the collar, she examined it closely. ‘Francesca,’ she began, ‘I’m going to put this bag over your head. It has a couple of holes in it, so you won’t suffocate. You’ll just have to work a little harder to breath, but I’m sure you’ll be fine.’

With the bag in place over her maid’s head, Kate secured the latex posture collar in place making an airtight seal around the bag. There was a padded edge that sat under his chin and as the buckles at the back were tightened, Francesca’s chin was forced up. With both his waist and his neck now immobilised he was unable to twist around from either point. Just changing the direction of his gaze would necessitate turning his whole body. Surely his Mistress wasn’t serious about him doing housework like this!

‘I love it!’ Kate gasped as she came around in front to examine her maid. ‘What do you say to Mister Tony, sissy?’

‘Thank you, Sir,’ Francesca responded as she attempted to put one foot back to curtsy and nearly fell over.

Kate and her lover both laughed. ‘I think you’ll have to curtsy with your feet together when you’re dressed like that Francesca.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the maid replied, trying out her Mistress’s suggestion.

‘Now Tony and I are going back outside to enjoy the sunshine. You can bring us some nice cold drinks then I want the kitchen floor scrubbed. It will be good practice for you and help you get used to your new uniform.’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied, the plastic bag sticking to her perspiring face when she breathed in. ‘Will I be dressed like this all the time?’

‘Only when I think you’ve earned it,’ Kate replied happily. ‘Now off you go, I want to watch you hobbling in your ankle cuffs.

An hour later Francesca was on her knees scrubbing away at the kitchen floor, sweating and breathing heavily as her lungs tried to pull more fresh air through the two small holes in the plastic bag that covered her head. Kate walked in from outside and stood watching for a few minutes.

‘You need to scrub harder than that Francesca!’ she suddenly shouted, causing the startled maid to jump then struggle to stand so that she could perform the required curtsy. ‘You know I won’t tolerate laziness sissy.’

‘Yes Miss Kate, sorry Miss Kate.’

‘You missed a bit over here,’ Kate stated as she walked around examining the immaculately clean floor.

‘Please Miss Kate, I can’t see very well,’ Francesca pleaded.

Condensation from the maid’s laboured breathing had formed on the inside of the plastic bag, running in rivers to pool around the top of the posture collar.’

‘No excuses, Francesca. You know I will not tolerate them. You are a lazy little slut, but I’ll cure that one way or the other.’

‘Please Miss Kate, I’m trying so hard, I promise! If I could just take off this bag and the collar and… ‘

‘And what? And just do whatever the hell you like? You do what I tell you to do, how I tell you to do it, when I tell you to do it. Get that through your stupid sissy head!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I can’t think straight! Seeing you in that bikini, you’re so beautiful! I need to cum so badly. Just once, please!’

Kate bent her gorgeous, tanned legs to crouch beside her desperate maid.

‘This is what you wanted sweetheart,’ she soothed as she reached out to stroke his cheek through the clinging plastic. ‘What kind of wife would I be if I betrayed your trust and gave in? You’re just having a moment of weakness, we knew this would happen. You asked me to help you when it did, to be strong for you, remember?’

‘Yes,’ Francesca began to sob, a flood of tears set free by the intimate touch of her Mistress’s hand.

‘I have to admit though, I’m not being totally altruistic,’ Kate smiled as she watched her maid cry. ‘I’m enjoying our little game far more than I expected. I love treating you this way, causing you hardship, frustration, humiliation, even pain. It’s addictive. So much so that I’m not sure I can ever give it up. Which may be bad news or good news for you, depending on how much you still want this. You do still want to be my sissy maid, don’t you?’

Francesca nodded, unable to form words.

‘I hope so, because I don’t think I could stop now. I love having an immaculate home without having to lift a finger. I adore having a handsome young lover with a constantly hard cock. Best of all I’m addicted to hurting, humiliating and frustrating you. You should always remember, Francesca, that your suffering makes me happy. I will think about seeing you like this, bound, broken, desperate for the relief I withhold from you, when I’m lying in my lover’s arms tonight. I’ll cum so hard thinking about what I’ve done to you. As Tony cums inside me I’ll think about your tears of frustration, about how much I enjoy being a heartless bitch to you. The heartless bitch you always wanted me to be. So go ahead sissy, cry for me, cry for your Mistress.’

Francesca tried to reach up to touch Kate’s hand that still caressed his face. The wrist chain was barely long enough but Kate withdrew her hand anyway then used it to slap his face, once, twice, three times, each one harder than the last.

‘Tony and I want more drinks outside, now! Move your lazy, sissy arse! If I have to come looking for you, I’ll use my riding crop to teach you a lesson you won’t forget!’ With that she stood and left, her red heels clicking on the floor.


Ch12. What Kate Wants Kate Gets

Francesca had been checking over the tidiness and cleanliness of the lounge for the second time, just to make sure it was perfect when he heard the bell his Mistress used to summon him to her bedroom. After checking his appearance in the hallway mirror, he hurried upstairs.

‘Come in Francesca,’ was Kate’s answer to the sissy maid’s polite knock. After curtsying in the doorway, the maid moved toward the middle of the room, taking in as he went the devastation Kate had created. Various items of clothing littered the floor, along with shoes, boots and underwear. Francesca sighed to himself, knowing he would have his work cut out tidying in here, putting everything away. Many of the items would require ironing first, a single crease out of place when his Mistress took something out to wear was, he knew from experience, enough to earn him a very sore bottom. If the bedroom was this bad, the ensuite bathroom would be worse, he knew. It would take hours of hard work to get that back to the standard Kate would expect, the next time she used it. And all that would need doing whilst, at the same time, being at the beck and call of his demanding Mistress and her lover who was due to arrive any minute.

‘What do you think?’ Kate smiled, giving a little spin in front of the full-length mirror she was standing in front of. The skirt of her pink latex dress lifted as she turned, showing off the tops of her white stockings. On her feet she wore shiny pink patent leather Mary Jane shoes with three-inch heels. The top half of the dress hugged her perfect figure as only latex can, rising to her neck with a circular cut out that revealed the tops of her firm pouting breasts. The long sleeves of the dress ended at her wrists and her long perfectly manicured fingernails were painted in a matching pink. Her long dark hair hung loose down her back, reaching almost to her slim waist. Her makeup perfectly complimented her bright green eyes, and her lipstick matched her dress.

‘You look beautiful, Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied, groaning from the pain of the damned spikes putting paid to his long-neglected cock’s brave effort to show its approval.

‘Do you think Tony will like it?’ Kate asked with a smile.

‘Yes Miss Kate, I think he will love it!’

‘I hope so, because tonight is a special night, a very special night. I called you because I need your help in making it special. After you greet Tony at the door in the usual fashion, shown him into the lounge and served him his favourite beer, I want you to ask him, very politely, to move in with me.’

Francesca’s surprise must have been written all over his face.

‘It’s the next logical step, Francesca, so don’t look so shocked. ‘I’m a highly sexed woman, I need a man in my bed, a real man, every night, not just at weekends. You should be happy that I’ve found someone that can satisfy me in ways you never could.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca mumbled, his thoughts in total disarray. It might be the next logical step, but it was such a big step. It was so significant. Kate having a boyfriend, a lover to whom she gave everything that used to be Francesca’s when he was still Frank, was huge. But moving him in, living together as man and wife? It was so final, so devastating! There would be no going back from this. Francesca would never be a man again, never be a husband to the woman he loved and adored. He would be a maid for the rest of his life. And not just to his wife, but to his wife’s live in lover. The man she had chosen as her partner.

‘Don’t you dare mess this up for me sissy,’ Kate warned. ‘I don’t care how much you have to beg or what you have to promise him. You will do whatever you need to in order to make him say yes. Is that clear?’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca mumbled, eyes on her Mistress’s cute little shoes. ‘I love you. I would do anything for you. But are you sure this is what you want?’

‘Of course I’m sure,’ Kate snapped. ‘And I do not appreciate having my decisions questioned by my maid! Now get on your knees and beg me to take Tony as my partner, to give myself to him completely in every possible way!’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca spoke as she knelt trying not to cry. ‘Please give yourself to Mr Tony. Please belong to him. Please be his wife.’

‘That’s better. Now you may beg me to keep you on as our maid. Go ahead. And you’d better convince me that you mean it!’

‘Please Miss Kate, please allow me to stay as a maid for you and Mr Tony. It would be a huge honour for me to serve you both in any way you desire.’

‘Very good. Now you need to say something similar to Tony when her arrives. Go on, get out!’

‘Please Miss Kate, may I kiss your feet one last time before we do this?’

‘Since you asked so nicely,’ Kate smiled as she took a seat at her dressing table and crossed her legs, facing her maid. ‘You may kiss the sole of my shoe, it’s all you deserve. The rest is for my new husband, my darling.’

As Francesca applied her devoted lips to the soul of one tiny pink shoe, she felt tears of loss rolling down her cheeks. The silent tears continued while she waited for her Mistress to uncross her gorgeous legs and cross them again the other way. ‘They had better be tears of love and devotion sissy Francesca,’ Kate smiled.

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the maid replied sincerely before she gently kissed the soul of the other shoe.

‘Now fuck off and don’t disappoint me!’ ordered Kate.

Francesca dropped to his knees as Tony used his key to open the front door and enter the hallway.

‘Good evening, Sir,’ he offered. ‘Miss Kate is waiting for you upstairs. Please may I speak to you in the lounge before you go to her?’

‘I am ready to fuck my woman, sissy. You had better not be wasting my time!’

‘No Sir, of course not. May I get you a beer, Sir?’

‘Make it quick,’ Tony ordered as he lounged back on the leather sofa.

I just wanted to ask you, Sir,’ Francesca began after returning with Tony’s beer and curtsying as he took it without acknowledgement,

‘Erm, Miss Kate, I mean I, well Miss Kate and I would like to invite you to move in here permanently if you would like to.’

‘Would you now?’ Tony laughed. ‘So, your Mistress is so desperate for my cock she wants me in her bed every night.’

‘Yes Sir,’ Francesca mumbled, head down and hands wringing in her lap.

‘And how does that make you feel?’

‘My feelings are of no consequence, Sir. I exist to serve Miss Kate. And you too, if you wish.’

‘Nah, I don’t think you could cope,’ Tony said. ‘Your life is hard enough now; how hard do you think it would be if I lived here? You think your Mistress is strict and demanding? That’s nothing to how I would be. A sad little faggot like you would be bursting into tears and running away or running to your Mistress to complain every five minutes. I’m not doing that. Things are fine as they are. Now I have fucking to do. You Mistress is really going to get it tonight!’

Filled with dread at the idea of having to tell his Mistress he had failed her, Francesca lunged forward to grab Tony’s ankles, kissing his boots as he cried, ‘Please Sir, I won’t do that I swear! I’ll be a good maid for you both! I’ll do anything you say, Sir, anything, I swear. Just please move in Sir, please! I’ll serve you every day. Every minute of every day. I’ll never disobey you, never! Please Sir!’

‘Wow,’ Tony exclaimed. ‘Just when I thought I had a handle on how pathetic you are. I wish Kate could see this. What a fucking loser!’

‘Please Sir,’ Francesca sobbed as he kissed Tony’s boots once more.

‘Alright, I’ll do it. But you had better come good on all those promises faggot. And you’d better be ready to be used, humiliated and abused like you never thought possible!’

‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir, thank you! Please may I tell Miss Kate, Sir?’

‘Yea, why not? Go ahead.’

Francesca rushed up the stairs, tripping twice in his haste, aware of Tony slowly ascending the stairs behind him.

The bedroom door was open but, like a good maid, Francesca knocked anyway and curtsied in the doorway. ‘Excuse me Miss Kate,’ he said with another respectful curtsy. ‘I did as you asked. I persuaded Mr Tony.’ If he was hoping to gain any brownie points for having humiliated himself even more than usual, Francesca was to be disappointed. Tony walked in behind him and Kate immediately ran over to him, ignoring her uncomfortable looking maid as she threw herself into her lover’s arms, squealing with joy.

‘Nice outfit!’ Tony exclaimed.

‘Do you like it?’ Kate asked. ‘I wanted to wear something special for you, something that would make you really want me. I want you to see how much I want you. And I want Francesca to see it too.’

‘Well,’ Tony grinned. ‘Job done on all counts, I think! Wouldn’t you agree Sissy Francesca?’

‘Yes Sir,’ the maid answered with a curtsy toward the happy couple. Kate had her arms around Tony’s neck, kissing his face repeatedly. He had one arm around her waist pulling her toward him, in his other hand he had grasped a handful of her hair.

‘Francesca,’ Kate spoke softly as she turned her head toward her maid.

‘Yes Miss Kate?’

‘We’re going to make love now, so fuck off and get on with your housework. You can serve dinner in a couple of hours. While we eat in the dining room you can tidy our bedroom and the ensuite.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied, a feeling of depression coming over him as he realised this was his life now.

‘Go on then,’ Tony ordered. ‘Do as your Mistress told you and fuck off!’

When, two hours later, Francesca knocked tentatively on the bedroom door, it was opened by Tony. ‘About time sissy, I’m starving. You’ll need to clean your Mistress up before she can go anywhere. That’s another item you can add to your list of duties, cum rag.’

The derogatory comment hurt, both emotionally and physically as the pins in his chastity cage reminded him of their sharpness. Kate’s laughter hurt even more. ‘Hurry up Francesca,’ she ordered. ‘If my dinner gets cold because you took too long cleaning up my pussy, you’ll regret it, I promise you. Get down there quickly gurl!’


Ch13. A New State Of Play

Kate was standing beside the kitchen sink, still in her dark blue silk pyjamas and fluffy white bedroom slippers. On her hands she had pink rubber washing up gloves and was holding a washcloth. Sissy Francesca was standing in front of her holding up the front of his maid’s unform dress and apron. His white frilly panties rested around his ankles, so his small metal chastity cage was in full view.

‘You seem to be managing quite well at keeping your cage clean Francesca. I’m sure the panty pads make a big difference.’ The pads had been Mr Tony’s idea, proposed as a solution to the almost constant flow of precum that emanated from Francesca’s largely redundant little cock. Previously she had needed to change her panties several times a day but the pads, of which she was allowed one per day, made that unnecessary and were also more hygienic. It had taken a lot of practice and some experimentation with cotton balls and swabs, but there was now no reason to remove the cage for cleaning and shaving any more than once a month. The procedure for these sessions with the immersion in cold water had been established early on and still proved effective in causing the maid to dread the removal of her cage.

‘I’m happy to say that you have passed this inspection,’ Kate informed her maid, tugging on her little chastity cage to check its fit and security.

These random inspections were dreaded by Francesca, knowing full well that a check of security and cleanliness were not the only purpose. They were also a means to humiliate her and reinforce her position as a sissy maid with no rights to privacy or sexual relief. Despite or even because of the humiliation she currently felt, Francesca’s long denied cock was doing its level best to defy the lining of sharp pins and burst out of its prison, much to the pretend annoyance of her Mistress.

‘It’s regrettable however,’ Kate spoke icily, ‘That you still insist on disrespecting me with this silliness!’

‘I’m so sorry Mistress!’ the sissy apologised, helpless to stop the deeply embarrassing bobbing of his chastity cage. ‘It’s just that being so close to you, smelling your perfume…’

‘Do I look to you like a woman who accepts excuses from a servant, Francesca?’

‘No, Miss Kate.’

‘Then why are you wasting my time making them? I have a boyfriend, a lover who lives with me now. Do you think he will accept your excuses for why you show such disgusting and inappropriate behaviour toward me?’

‘No Miss Kate. I’m so sorry! Please don’t tell Mr Tony!’

‘Oh, so now you want me to lie to him! You are really digging a hole for yourself, aren’t you? You are a disgusting little slut, Francesca!’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the maid attempted a curtsy, front of uniform still raised and panties still around her ankles. The sight had Kate struggling not to laugh. ‘Could you be any more pathetic?’

The emotions were too much for the maid, who started to cry.

‘Oh, we’re having tears now, are we?’

‘I’m sorry, Miss Kate. I love you so much! I can’t help it. I ache with longing for you! I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it. It’s been so long since I had relief! Seeing you with Mr Tony, how happy you are, how in love. It hurts so much. I know it’s my fault and I know it’s too late to change anything, even if I wanted to. I think it would be OK if I could just get relief.’

‘Are you trying to blackmail me slut?’ Kate yelled before slapping Francesca’s face.

‘No Miss Kate, never, I swear!’

‘It’s just been so long. I’m scared that being in it for so long might be shrinking my penis. What if, when you do unlock me, I can no longer get an erection?’

Kate did laugh this time, ‘What makes you think I would have a problem with either of those things? If your already undersized little thing gets even smaller, we’ll simply order a smaller cage. As far as not being able to get an erection is concerned, that would be hilarious! I’d love that. I’m sure Tony would too!’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ the maid sobbed even harder, causing Kate to relent.

‘Francesca, why does a sissy maid need erections anyway? Erections are for real men like Tony who use them to fuck their women and give them pleasure. How much pleasure do you think you could give me, even if I were desperate enough to unlock you and you could still get an erection? How long would you last, do you think? Probably not long enough to get it inside me. What use would that be to me or to any other woman?’

Francesca wanted to point out that any lack of staying power would be the result of being kept locked in chastity for months, but he knew better than to argue with his Mistress.

‘Please Miss Kate, I’m just so desperate.’

‘Telling me how desperate you are doesn’t change anything, Francesca. Seeing how desperate you are doesn’t make me want to allow you relief, it just makes me want to keep you locked for longer. I will never tire of teasing and denying you. So go ahead, beg, plead, cry. The more the better. I love it. I just get more and more turned on by it and you know who reaps the benefit of that. Not you. Never again you. Your sex life is essentially over. You’ll never be inside me again. You’ll never be inside any woman, ever again. All you have left are your pathetic sissy dribbles and even they are fast running out. Soon you’ll have nothing, no relief to look forward to or even hope for. Nothing. Just endless desperate frustration for the rest of your life. You may regret that, but I never will. I’m going to enjoy every minute of your misery knowing I caused it. I took everything from you, and you gave it willingly. It was your idea originally, wasn’t it? And we both know you could no more live without my domination of you than I could. Don’t we?’

‘Please, Miss Kate.’

‘Don’t we, slut?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate. I love you, Miss Kate!’

‘My sex life just keeps getting better, my orgasms stronger. I never want to stop, never!’

‘I want to be a good sissy maid for you Miss Kate, but it’s so hard.’

‘I know,’ Kate smiled as she stroked her maid’s cheek, still red from the slap she had just given it. ‘I have so much wonderful sex and you have none. I live a life of leisure and pleasure while you live one of drudgery and humiliation, in constant fear of punishment. I know you are trying hard, but you must understand that I am with a real man now, I can’t waste time and energy pandering to the pathetic desires of my maid. Giving in to you now would do us both a disservice. You need to work harder to please me, and Tony too. You must accept that things are only ever going to get worse for you.’

‘I love you so much!’ Francesca pleaded. ‘I’ll never stop loving you!’

‘I know,’ Kate smiled. ‘Cheer up, I’m giving you the life you always wanted. There must be hundreds or even thousands of men just like you who would give anything to be where you are now. You should be thanking me with all your heart.’

‘I know. Thank you, Miss Kate. Thank you. I love you.’

‘That’s better. Now, Tony is taking me out tonight. How would you like to help me get ready?’

‘Yes, please Miss Kate.’

‘Good gurl. Go and run my bath. If you’re very well behaved and I see a smile on that face the whole time I’m getting ready, I might ask Tony if you can kneel outside our bedroom door tonight and listen to us making love. You’d like that wouldn’t you? And I’d enjoy knowing you are there.’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Thank you. Please Miss Kate, may I kiss your slippers?’

‘Of course not!’ Kate laughed. ‘You know very well that you are not allowed to touch me without my lover’s permission. Would you like me to tell him you tried to force yourself on me?’

‘Please no, Miss Kate!’

‘Apologise then!’

‘I’m sorry Miss Kate. I didn’t mean to upset you. I’m so sorry!’

‘Go and fetch my riding crop. I thought we might get through a day without you earning a punishment, but it seems I was fooling myself. I’m going to have to be stricter with you. Two dozen strokes to your bottom and the backs of your legs will do for a start. Then, instead of helping me to get ready, you can spend the next two hours standing in the corner, hands on head with a pair of my used panties pressed to the wall with your nose. You really are your own worst enemy Francesca. You’d better hope I don’t decide to complain to my boyfriend about you when he gets home.’


Ch14. Francesca’s Christmas Treat

Christmas Eve brought no let-up in drudgery and housework for Francesca who had spent the last two hours on his knees scrubbing the kitchen floor. He worked with gusto, not just in hopes of avoiding being punished for lack of effort, but also to distract himself from the sounds of passion that had been filling the house since first thing that morning. The sounds were muted since they had moved to the bedroom but still audible, causing Francesca to, not for the first time, marvel at the changes in his formerly shy and conservative wife since she had, at Francesca’s request, taken control of their relationship.

Francesca was just finishing the floor when Kate walked in. She was wearing her short fluffy grey and white dressing gown over an incredibly sexy little Santa dress. The dress was made of red velvet. The top had white fur straps over the shoulders with a deep V-shape at the front which revealed a good deal of Kate’s beautiful firm breasts. The hem, trimmed in white fur, reached as far as the tops of her thighs, leaving the lace tops of her white stockings on show. Remembering her place, Francesca dropped her gaze, taking in as she did, her Mistress’s shapely white stockinged legs, the incredibly cute little white silk socks with red lace trim around the ankles and the stunning red suede stiletto shoes with five-inch heels. On Kate’s head was a cute little Santa hat, also in red velvet with white fur trim and a pompom.

As he hurried to stand and curtsy respectfully, Francesca could not help thinking back to his previous life as this gorgeous creature’s husband. Kate had been his once. His and his alone. His to kiss, hold, make love to any time he wished. Now that was all gone, given up in exchange for the life of a servant. More a slave really. A slave with no access to that beautiful body. The body she freely gave to her lover. He wondered if she ever thought back to those days. Did she have any regrets about the life they had left behind? He doubted it. Why would she? Her life was so much better now. Waited on hand and foot by her devoted maid and fucked senseless by her virile masculine lover. What was to regret?

‘You asked me when you brought my tea this morning if you could speak to me, Francesca,’ Kate stated, her hands on her hips pulling her dressing gown open to reveal her incredibly sexy outfit fully.

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ Francesca curtsied again, in total awe of the creature before him.

‘Well, spit it out then, I don’t have all day to waste on a stupid sissy maid!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I erm, I was wondering, I mean, my twelve-month chastity period would have ended in September, but Mr Tony added two months because I came in my cage. Then in November you said I should wait an extra month until Christmas, to make my release extra special.’

‘And?’

‘Well, it’s Christmas Eve now and I was wondering, I mean, it’s been fifteen months now and I was hoping you might have time to let me…’

‘I have plenty of time Francesca,’ Kate laughed. ‘Its interest I lack. The needs of my maid are hardly a priority for me now. Unless I’m using them to tease and frustrate you for my amusement.’

Francesca could not help herself and began to sob, ‘I’m sorry Miss Kate, it’s just that it’s been so long, I’ve worked so hard, and you are so beautiful, I love you so much!’

‘Blah, blah, blah!’ Kate retorted cruelly. ‘Save the tears, nobody cares Francesca. I don’t have time to waste on you right now, maybe later. Now Tony and I are hungry so bring us a snack and a drink. Then get on with your housework. If I think for one moment you are slacking just because its Christmas, I’ll have Tony beat the skin off your hide. Now move!’

Later that afternoon Francesca walked into the dining room carrying a large vase of flowers.

‘Those are beautiful,’ Kate beamed. ‘It was so kind of Tony to give them to me, wasn’t it? He really knows the way to a woman’s heart!’

‘Yes, Miss Kate,’ Francesca replied with a curtsy, feeling a futile stab of jealousy at his Mistress’s praise of her lover.

‘Put them down and come here,’ Kate ordered. She was sitting on a dining chair, turned to face into the room, still wearing her Christmas outfit with her dressing gown over the top. Francesca could not help noticing, as he moved closer, curtsied and stood to attention, that her hair was in even worse disarray than before, her once perfect makeup was smudged and there appeared to be cum in her hair.

‘Are you excited about your relief, Francesca?’ Kate smiled sweetly, head on one side in that cute way that melted his heart.

‘Yes, Miss Kate, very excited!’ Francesca bubbled.

‘It’s strange that such a small insignificant thing should have become so important to you. I have so many orgasms every day, I lose count. So, it’s hard for me to imagine how excited you must be when you’ve waited well over a year for one. I wonder if you’ll find it worth the wait. I know it was cruel of me to deny you for so long, but I so enjoy being cruel to you. It adds so much to my own orgasms, knowing how desperate you are, how frustrated. I love having the power to do that to you. It must make you so angry with me.’

‘No Miss Kate, I could never be angry with you!’ Francesca insisted. ‘I love you; I worship you; I’d do anything for you! I’m happy to be denied so long if it pleases you!’

‘That’s nice sweety, thank you. Now we need to get on. If Tony wakes and shouts for me, I’ll have to go, regardless of whether your little business is concluded or not. I can’t have him thinking for one moment that I would prioritise my maid over him. If we have to stop, I don’t know when you will get the opportunity again, so I suggest you be as quick as possible.’

‘Fuck!’ Francesca thought. ‘Fifteen months I’ve waited in frustrated desperation. Fifteen months of being teased and humiliated. How many orgasms had Kate had in that time? How many times had her lover shot his thick virile sperm inside her warm wet pussy, her tight little ass or between her welcoming lips? I get one chance after all that time! One opportunity and I have to rush it. I might even lose it altogether, because her lover wakes up and wants to fuck her again for what, the fourth, fifth time today!’

Of course, the well trained, completely emasculated, devoted and obedient maid would never dare say any of that out loud. Instead, she curtsied deeply and said respectfully, ‘Yes, Miss Kate. Thank you, Miss Kate. I’ll be quick, I promise!’

‘You’ll be pleased to know Tracy called me on Zoom,’ Kate smiled as she turned to move her laptop into view on the dining table. ‘I thought it would help to make the occasion special for you if she were here to witness it.’

‘Hello faggot,’ Tracy beamed from the laptop screen. ‘I hope you’re not too quick, I’m hoping for some entertainment.’

‘Sorry sis,’ Kate laughed. ‘Francesca was never a long stayer before she became my maid. After all those months in chastity, I suspect if you blink you may miss it!’ They both laughed.

Francesca’s heart sank.

‘Don’t look so sad Francesca, you’ve been begging for relief for months and now you have the chance to get it if you behave yourself. You need to make an especially good impression on Tracy though, to thank her for agreeing to come over and stay with you while I go away with Tony this weekend.’

This was news to Francesca and not good news.

‘I’m sure the two of you will have a lovely time,’ Kate winked at her sister.

‘We never really got the chance to hang out when you were pretending to be a man,’ Tracy addressed the very worried looking maid. ‘I’m looking forward to making up for that. I’ve been saving up my laundry for you and I’m going to ask Mom if she’d like to send over some of hers too. A couple of those pleated skirts she often wears will give you a chance to show off your ironing skills.’

‘Oh, isn’t that exciting, sissy Francesca?’ Kate beamed at the hapless maid. ‘The same rules apply with Mom and Tracy’s underwear as mine though. You need to give knickers, stockings, tights and socks a good sucking then carefully wash them by hand before hanging them to dry in your room. Is that clear?’

‘Please Miss Kate, I…’

‘I said is it clear?’ Kate shouted, making Francesca jump.

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the maid curtsied.

‘That’s better. Now what do you say to my lovely baby sister?’

‘Thank you, Miss Tracy,’ Francesca answered with a curtsy toward the laptop screen.

Francesca’s mind went back to what she had done, not long after they were married. Tracy was still living at home with her mom at the time. Frank, as he was then, and Kate were visiting, and Frank had gone to the bathroom. Noticing the laundry basket, he could not help himself. After rifling through the contents, he retrieved a pair of cotton panties he thought must belong to Tracy and a pair of silk French knickers he was sure were her mom’s. After checking that the bathroom door was locked, he had knelt on the floor holding his mother in law’s soiled knickers over his mouth and nose while he wanked into Tracy’s cotton panties. He was so excited he came hard in less than two minutes, quickly wiped the sperm from Tracy’s panties as well as he could with some toilet paper then returned both pairs of knickers to the laundry basket.

It would be incredibly humiliating to be forced to do their laundry as the sissy maid he now was. Having to suck each item of soiled underwear first then handwash them would be devastatingly emasculating but also incredibly erotic. If only he wasn’t locked in the damn cage!

‘I left something for you on the table at the bottom of the stairs, Francesca. Bring it here.’ Kate interrupted the maid’s daydream.

Having retrieved the item, Francesca removed his uniform and his panties to stand in stockings and corset, facing his Mistress and the image of his sister-in-law.

‘Now before we start Francesca, there is something I’d like you to do for me afterwards. Do you think you can manage that?’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca answered. She was literally shaking now with excitement and pent-up sexual frustration. ‘I don’t know what you want me to do.’

‘I would have thought that if I and my lovely sister can take time out of our busy schedules to allow you two minutes to have your little dribble, then you should be not just willing, but eager to do whatever I want in return. Or do you like the idea of being selfish?’

Selfish? He had not had so much as an erection for fifteen fucking months, how was he being selfish?

‘Yes Miss Kate, I’m so sorry, of course I’ll do whatever you say,’ Francesca gasped as his long denied impatient little cocklet tried to expand in anticipation of release, then immediately shrank away from the devilish ever-present spikes that lined his chastity cage.

‘I should think so!’ Tracy declared in mock indignation. ‘It’s a good thing for you sissy, that you are not relying on me for your undeserved relief. I would cancel it and make you wait another year just for your disrespectful ingratitude!’

‘I didn’t mean to be ungrateful Miss Tracy, I’m really sorry,’ Francesca pleaded. The possibility of Tracy influencing Kate to cancel his relief was making Francesca cry now.

‘Now, now, that’s enough,’ Kate interrupted. ‘I’m going to overlook your terrible attitude just this once. But consider yourself on your last warning.’

‘Yes, Miss Kate, thank you, Miss Kate,’ the maid curtsied respectfully.

‘What I want you to do after we get this annoying waste of time out of the way, is ask Tony very nicely if he will carry out your punishment today. You are overdue a maintenance whipping and I’m sure there are plenty of reasons to give you a punishment whipping too. Tony is a big part of my life now and I’d like him to shoulder some of the weight of responsibility for your training. He enjoyed beating you last time and I really enjoyed watching him do it. He’s so strong and masculine, such a contrast with your sissy submissiveness, it really turns me on.’

‘Please Miss Kate …’

‘Not interested, Francesca!’ Kate yelled before slapping her maid’s face. Her apparent anger hid her enjoyment at deflating the maid’s excitement at finally being allowed relief, by overshadowing it with the imminent prospect of a severe beating from her lover.

‘Sorry Miss Kate,’ Francesca mumbled.

‘Now I suggest we move on and get this unpleasantness over with so you can speak to Tony.’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ the defeated looking sissy whispered.

Kate instructed her maid to open the box he had retrieved. ‘I hope you like it!’ she laughed. ‘Tony made it for you. It’s called a stomping stage. Here’s the key, take off your chastity cage, lie on the floor on your back and place the stage over your groin. I want your little dicklet poking through the hole.’

After adjusting the position of the laptop so her sister got a good view of the action, Kate secured Francesca’s wrists to the hooks on the sides of the stage. ‘Just to make sure you’re not tempted to interfere, sissy,’ she smiled. ‘Now, you lucky maid, you get to look up at me while I rub your little embarrassment with the sole of my shoe.’

The sensation of having his cock free of the cage for the first time in so long was incredible for Francesca. He had assumed that his release, when it finally came, would happen in the soft embrace of his Mistress’s delicate fingers. He missed that feeling so much! It was both emasculating and demeaning to have his long-denied cock stood on and manipulated under the sole of a shoe, even the very sexy shoe of the woman he worshipped and adored. Being the submissive he was though, those feelings only added to the feelings of awe he had for Kate and added steel to his bursting erection. Looking up from what was truly his rightful position at Kate’s feet melted his heart with love and adoration for this incredible woman.

As she began a tiny backward and forward movement with his over sensitive member under the sole of her sexy high heeled shoe, Kate looked down at her adoring maid, ‘You have one minute sissy Francesca.’

‘Please, Miss Kate, you said two minutes!’

‘That was before you annoyed me, fifty seconds to go.’

After a few seconds of careless manipulation, Kate began to shake her head slowly and pulled an expression of reluctance to continue, which elicited from her maid a continuous, panicky, utterly sincere and respectful pleading to keep moving her shoe.

‘This is the best you can hope for now sissy,’ Kate smiled coldly. ‘On the increasingly rare occasions when I allow removal of your cage for milking, there will be no pussy for you, no soft welcoming lips, no sensuous fingers. Just the cold, hard sole of my shoe. It will never be for more than a minute and will always end in either a ruined orgasm when I stop, or a blocked one when I stand on your sad little excuse for a cock. Which do you think it will be today?’

Now the panicky, utterly sincere and respectful pleading became even more panicky as Kate began to count down, deliberately missing numbers to cause poor Francesca yet more anxious desperation.

‘Thirty seconds, twenty-nine, twenty-five, twenty-four, twenty-three, nineteen, sixteen, fifteen, twelve, eleven, ten, eight, five…’

Francesca gasped, wrists pulling against his bonds, legs kicking as much as they could with his thighs trapped under the stomping stage. He could feel it! The cum bursting from his swollen blue balls to rush into the base of his penis. That was when Kate made her decision and pressed down with the sole of her shoe, effectively blocking her maid’s desperately anticipated orgasm.

‘No,’ Francesca gasped. ‘No, oh please, no!’

It was over. After a tortured wait of fifteen months, no release, no relief, just the sound of Kate and her sister’s mocking laughter.

‘Oh dear,’ Tracy laughed. ‘What a pity.’

As Kate lifted her foot, Francesca’s long backed up load of sperm spilled from her softened penis to pool on the polished wood of the stomping stage top. Francesca lifted his head to see it, tears of disappointment, frustration and humiliation spilling down his cheeks.

‘I hope it was worth the wait,’ Tracy quipped.

‘Answer my sister Francesca,’ Kate ordered. ‘Where are your manners?’

‘Sorry, Miss Kate,’ the maid sighed. ‘Sorry, Miss Tracy, I don’t think it was worth the wait. I just feel more frustrated now. I was hoping for a full orgasm!’

‘I said I would allow you relief, I did not say you could cum. Cumming is for real men, men like Tony. Sissies, if they are very lucky, may get to dribble.’

Tracy put her hand over her mouth but failed to stifle the sound of her laughter.

‘Please Miss Kate, it’s not the same! Please, I beg you! The last release I had was over a year ago was with the cage still on. Please I can’t stand it, I feel no relief at all! Please Miss Kate, I haven’t had so much as an erection for fifteen months!’

‘And you’ll never have one again if you keep arguing!’ Kate yelled. ‘I am very disappointed with your attitude!’

‘I’d be careful if I were you sissy,’ Tracy added. ‘Losers can’t be choosers, and you are definitely a fucking loser!’

With tears of frustration streaming down her cheeks, Francesca, apologised, ‘Sorry Miss Kate. Thank you for allowing me a blocked orgasm under your beautiful, sexy shoe.’

‘I should think so,’ Kate winked at her sister’s image as she released Francesca’s wrists and ordered her to extract herself very carefully from under the stomping stage. ‘Don’t you dare let any of your disgusting slime drip on my carpet! Get it licked off there, quickly.

As he grudgingly obeyed, he thought of all the times he had cleaned up the combined juices of his Mistress and her lover. They had a habit now of fucking all over the house, leaving telltale signs behind that, if not cleaned up immediately always led to a severe beating for Francesca. The bed sheets, the couch, the dining table, kitchen worktops, even the top of the washing machine, nowhere was safe from the residues of their rutting. But now he was finally allowed to dribble his own pent-up offering, suddenly Kate was determined not to have a mess.

‘Oh wow!’ Tracy laughed. ‘Sissy slime gets recycled in your house!’

Kate joined in her sister’s laughter. ‘Hurry up Francesca, I want your chastity cage back on.’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ the poor desperate maid begged as she stared at her Mistress’s sexy shoes, imagining the perfect tiny toes wrapped in two layers of white silk enclosed by them. What would it be like to suck those toes. To suck them as they curled in ecstasy as she came hard on her lover’s huge iron-hard cock? He would give anything to be allowed that privilege, anything! ‘I love you!’

‘Prove it Francesca,’ Kate answered calmly. ‘Put you cage back on and beg me to lock away your useless excuse for a cock for another year.’

It took some fiddling, but eventually he managed to get the cage locked back in place. As soon as the lock clicked closed the sissy maid groaned as he felt the spikes reminding him of his hopeless predicament. He was already desperate to feel an erection, desperate to cum. To really cum, not dribble.

‘Please Miss Kate, not a year, please. I already waited fifteen months, not another year, please!’

‘That’s a good point,’ Tracy agreed, causing the maid to wonder at the possibility of some small element of pity coming from such an unexpected source. ‘Would it not be more appropriate to increase the chastity period each time? Surely, if it was fifteen months last time, it should be maybe eighteen next time, sis.’

With the sound of Tracy’s laughter in the background, Francesca looked up into his Mistress/wife’s beautiful eyes, ‘Please no! Please Miss Kate!’ He gasped.

Kate knew very well that any show of pity or love would ruin this moment for them both. ‘Pathetic,’ she sneered

‘What a fucking looser!’ Tracy laughed. ‘Do you like the taste of your own cum, sissy? Are you proud to be my sister’s cum dump?’

‘Stand up,’ Kate ordered as she smiled at her sister’s cruelty. ‘Pull up your panties. Now what do you say?’

‘Thank you, Miss Kate, for letting me cum.’

‘I told you already, sissies don’t cum!’

‘Sorry Miss Kate. Thank you for allowing me to dribble my sissy slime.’

‘That’s better. Now don’t you think you should thank my sister for giving up her precious time to watch your little performance?’

‘Thank you, Miss Tracy,’ the maid curtsied toward the laptop.

‘And for her wonderful suggestion about your next chastity period?’

‘Thank you, Miss Tracy,’

‘No problem, cum dump,’ Tracy responded.

‘Now, I don’t want to hear another word about orgasms or erections for the next eighteen months, is that clear?’ Kate told her maid.

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca began to panic, ‘I thought the year of chastity was a one off, to prove how much I love you! I can’t do a year and a half, it’s impossible, please!’

‘I’ll decide what is or is not possible for you, Francesca,’ Kate replied coldly as Tracy burst out laughing at the look of horror on the maid’s heavily made-up face.

‘I think she’s going to cry again!’ Tracy guffawed.

‘Are you?’ demanded Kate. ‘I can give you something to cry for if you like!’

‘Please Miss Kate, can we talk about this, please? I waited over a year, it was hell! I don’t even feel like I came, I’m still so desperate. After waiting so long, one orgasm, especially a blocked one, isn’t enough! Please, I need to cum so bad! Please Miss Kate! Not eighteen months, please!’

‘Your mind should be on serving me, not on your own selfish desires,’ Kate admonished her desperate maid. ‘You say you love me but, when I offer you the chance to show it, you start arguing with me. How do you think that makes me feel? What do you think my sister must think of me? I told her you were devoted to me, that you loved me and would do anything for me. You are making a liar of me!’

‘I’m sorry, Miss Kate,’ Francesca pleaded. ‘It’s just that I’m scared. I’m still worried that being locked in chastity for so long will make my penis shrink.’

‘If it shrank any more it would disappear altogether!’ Tracy laughed.

‘As I told you before sissy, if it shrinks, we’ll just get you a smaller cage,’ Kate offered, trying not to join in her sister’s laughter. ‘It’s not like you’ll ever have to try and satisfy me or any other woman with it ever again, is it?’

‘But what if I forget how to even get hard? Please Miss Kate, if I can’t cum can I at least be free of the cage to get an erection sometimes?’

‘I don’t see why you need to worry about that,’ Kate smiled sweetly. ‘It belongs to me, yes?’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘Right, well I don’t need it to get hard, so I don’t care if you lose the ability to get an erection. So, neither should you.’

That was the final straw for poor Francesca who dropped to her knees as she began to sob tears of despair and frustration.

‘I think I’ve been very lenient with you, Francesca,’ Kate stated with a wink at her sister. ‘I’ve taken time out of my day to allow you your dirty selfish act. I even persuaded my sister to watch, which she has done out of the kindness of her heart. I could easily have just ended your sex life completely as soon as I became your Mistress but instead, I chose to be kind. Despite it being an utter waste of my time, I’ve offered you another opportunity to be selfish in just eighteen months’ time. Well, eighteen months plus any time I have to add for poor attitude or performance. If you can’t appreciate that then perhaps, we should just call it a day and end what’s left of your miserable sex life altogether.’

Feeling what little remained of a sex life slipping away from her Francesca prostrated herself and begged for forgiveness as she began kissing her Mistress’s beautiful, cutely sexy shoes.

‘Why don’t you ask Tony what he thinks about the sissy faggot being allowed it’s disgusting dribbles,’ Tracy offered.

‘What an excellent idea,’ Kate beamed at her sister. ‘Francesca, leave my shoes alone and get up. Thank Tracy for her helpful suggestion.’

‘Thank you, Miss Tracy,’ Francesca curtsied after getting to her feet and wiping her eyes.

‘You’re welcome faggot,’ Tracy laughed at the sissy maid’s face with mascara lines running down his cheeks from his tears.

‘Go and redo your makeup and put your uniform back on Francesca,’ Kate ordered. ‘Your appearance needs to be immaculate when you beg Tony to whip you.’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Thank you, Miss Kate,’ the sissy curtsied to her Mistress and then to Tracy. ‘And don’t forget to mince gurl!’

‘Whipping the sissy really turns me on but it can be quite hard work,’ Kate explained to her sister. ‘Having the power to whip my maid/husband is a rush but having the power to let someone else do it is even better I think.’

‘It must be doubly humiliating for the wimp,’ Tracy giggled. ‘Whipped by the man who is cuckolding him then subjected to his whim on her length of chastity. I love it!’

‘Me too!’ Kate laughed.

‘Looks like you’re in for a fun time sis,’ Tracy smiled. ‘I’ll leave you to it. See you soon. Try not to make her cry too hard, I want some tears left for me at the weekend. Bye,’ Tracy waved cheerfully.


Ch15. The Maid’s Fate Is Decided

‘Go to the fridge, Francesca,’ Kate ordered the sissy coldly when she returned. ‘There’s a bottle of champagne in there. You may bring it and two glasses to my bedroom. Tony and I are celebrating Christmas. You can have some champagne too if you’re a good gurl. After its travelled through your Mistress’s sexy body!’ she laughed at Francesca’s bereft expression. ‘You wouldn’t want it any other way, would you?’

‘No Miss Kate,’ the maid curtsied. ‘Thank you, Miss Kate.

‘Good, I’ll see you in the bedroom. Don’t forget to thank Tony for fucking your wife and your Mistress. And bear in mind, how sincere and respectful you are may well determine how hard he beats you as well as how generous he feels toward you when we ask him for his input on your chastity period.’

‘Please Miss Kate, please don’t let him whip me, please! I need you to do it. It makes me feel close to you. It’s the only time I feel like I have your attention now. Please!’

'How would you ever be able to respect me if I gave in every time you complained, Francesca? ‘You need to know your place; what better way for you to learn than have the man fucking me teach you?'

'Please Mistress. Please! I'll do anything. Please don't let Tony whip me.' For want of another idea, he did the most elaborate of curtseys. 'Please!'

'That needs to stop now. I have explained my reasoning. I won't be discussing it further. Perhaps if you beg Tony, he'll go easy on you. I won't sway him either way. Maybe you can offer him a little something in exchange. Tell him you’ve been practicing since you sucked him last time and you’re much better at it now. Tell him you’ll try really hard,’ Kate laughed.

‘Please Miss Kate, don’t make me suck him, please!’

‘I’m not going to make you do anything Francesca. The ball is in your court. I would have thought a little blow job would be small price to pay to avoid a lot of extra time in chastity. But it’s up to you. Now run along.’

A whole fifteen months of working his ass off had helped Francesca in no way at all. The blocked orgasm under the sole of his Mistress’s shoe, no orgasm at all really, had done nothing to ease his frustration and now he faced the prospect of going even longer next time before being able to gain any further respite from his aching blue balls. On top of that, the only possibility of reducing that was to somehow persuade his Mistress/wife’s lover to take pity on him. To take a whipping from him without complaint, even thank him for the privilege then be subject to his whim as to how long he would spend in chaste purgatory this time. The icing on the cake being the prospect of begging the man who was fucking his wife to allow him the privilege of sucking his cock.

In desperation, Francesca tried one last time to appeal to his Mistress, the woman he loved and worshipped, the woman he had worked so hard to persuade to dominate him, to humiliate and frustrate him with zero pity. Who knew she would be so good at it, so determined, so heartlessly cruel.

'Please Miss Kate, I don't want to suck Tony or anyone else's cock. I want...I want you.'

'We are not going to discuss this,' Kate said in a stern voice. 'You didn't want me when you were jerking off in front of your laptop to all those Female Domination stories. You didn't want me then; you don't get me now. You are a sissy maid; you must endeavour to think & act in accordance with your position. You are a sissy. You are not a man. You are not a woman; You are a sissy. Say it!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I am a sissy.’

‘Louder, like you mean it. And smile while you say it gurl!’

‘Please Miss Kate, I am a sissy! I am your sissy maid!’

'There, you see? You just said it yourself; you are a sissy. Sissies may desire women, but they don't get them. They may serve them, but that is all. If you want any sexual pleasure, you need to take whatever you can get, whatever is gifted to you by your superiors. Whether that be an increasingly rare opportunity to dribble from your chastity cage, to get what small pleasure you can from the sole of my shoe, or a chance to worship what you don’t have, a real man’s cock. Now this discussion is over. I’ll see you in my bedroom. Do not keep us waiting.’

After knocking on the bedroom door and being given permission to enter, sissy maid Francesca opened the door, curtsied in the doorway and minced to the side of the bed with her tray carrying a bottle of chilled champagne, two glasses and Kate’s riding crop. Once there she curtsied again and stood shivering with embarrassment and pent-up sexual frustration as she watched her beloved spouse giving her lover a long slow and sensual blow job.

Eventually Kate looked up at her husband/maid, ‘About time, don’t just stand there, pour it you stupid gurl!’

Francesca’s hands shook as she handed full glasses to the lovers. She had prepared a speech in her head that she hoped desperately would sufficiently impress them both with her humility and devoted obedience, enough to avoid eighteen hellish months of chastity without the relief of an orgasm or even the opportunity to have an erection. How had it come to this?

‘Is there something you would like to ask Tony, sissy?’ Kate smiled mischievously, thoroughly enjoying her maid’s obvious discomfort.

‘Please Mr Tony, Sir, I would like to ask you if you would consider relieving my Mistress of an arduous task by carrying out my whipping today.’

‘Can you not even be bothered to whip the sad loser now?’ Tony asked Kate.

‘I love whipping her, caning her, belting her or whatever,’ Kate smiled. ‘I just enjoy watching you do it. I’m sure she hates it so much more when you do it. Not just because you hit so much harder, although you do, but also because it’s so much more humiliating for her to be beaten by her Mistress/wife’s lover. Not to mention how much it will turn me on, baby!’

‘OK,’ Tony laughed as he dismounted the bed and took the crop from the maid’s silver serving tray. ‘What am I whipping her for and how many shall I give her?’

‘That’s entirely up to you darling,’ Kate smiled at her boyfriend. ‘You are the man of the house. You are entitled to punish the maid for any reason you see fit. Or indeed no reason at all. As for how many, that’s between you and her, I won’t be interfering.’

‘Please Sir,’ Francesca dared to interrupt as she dropped to her knees in front of a totally naked Tony, whose still impressively erect cock now bobbed in front of her face. ‘I was… er… I mean I…’ Fuck, how could he say this? What had sounded feasible in his head earlier, now just seemed too pathetic to even consider. He really didn’t want to offer this man his mouth, but he didn’t want to be whipped either. If it meant reducing his pain and humiliation, perhaps, dare he hope, getting away with no whipping at all, it would be worth it though, right? Not to mention the need to put the arrogant bastard in the right mood to hopefully take pity on his plight and show leniency in expressing his views on the duration of his chastity. He was just so sexually frustrated! But how would giving Tony oral sex help that?

‘Please Mr Tony, Sir, is there anything I could do to persuade you not to whip me? Or at least to go easy on me? Please Sir, I’ve worked so hard to be a good maid!’

'Like what sissy?' Tony smirked, enjoying teasing Francesca in front of Kate.

It was all or nothing, 'Like making my mouth available to you Sir.'

‘I’ve already sampled your mouth sissy, and I wasn’t impressed,’ Tony answered. ‘Tell me,’ He went on after a glance and a smile at Kate who was sitting up on the bed enjoying watching her lover humiliate her maid. 'Why would I want to use of your mouth? You have no experience, no skill? Your wife here, she gives amazing head. And I have that on tap. Your mouth is of no interest to me.' He straightened up. 'This, prancing round in a French Maid uniform, your useless little dick locked away, may be your fantasy, but it isn't mine. You are of no interest to me. Your wife is, because she's fucking hot. You're just pathetic.'

Kate looked triumphant. Her lover had very much just put her sissy husband in his place. The useless wimp literally couldn't give himself away. He had tried to whore himself out to avoid a whipping - and had failed!

‘Get downstairs to your room in the basement,’ Tony ordered. ‘Remove your uniform except for stockings and shoes. Attach your wrist and ankle cuffs then stand under the hook in the beam. If I’m going to whip you then I’m going to do it properly. Which means that you will need to be held in place.’

‘Oh yes!’ Kate cried as she clapped her hands in glee. This was going to be even better than she had hoped.

‘You can come and watch,’ Tony told her. ‘See if you can find something to gag her with too. She is going to scream the place down!’

That was it then. Poor Francesca was going to be whipped again by his wife's - his Mistress' - lover. He had offered him use of his mouth in a vain attempt to stave of the beating to come, but as he said, why would he be interested in his mouth? He had his wife's whenever he wanted it. He had no interest in sissies, this wasn't his fantasy – he was a man. A real man.

After cuffing Francesca’s ankles together, Tony used a belt to tie his legs just above his knees. His wrists were fastened together behind his back then a rope was passed through the hook in the beam above his head before being attached to his wrists. Kate had retrieved some items of her used underwear from the laundry pile awaiting the attentions of her maid and proceeded to stuff some soiled panties and a pair of her gym socks into Francesca’s mouth, securing them in place with a nylon stocking tied tightly behind his head. Another pair of her panties were pulled over the maid’s head with the crotch positioned over his mouth and nose before a pair of black nylon tights were pulled over his head, the legs wrapped twice over his gag and securely tied over his mouth.

The still intimidatingly naked Tony then pulled on the rope attached to Francesca’s wrist cuffs forcing his wrists up behind him until he had to bend at the waist until his back was horizontal with the floor. The loose end in Tony’s hands was then secured to a hook on the wall. As a final security measure, Tony fixed a wide leather posture collar around the trembling maid’s neck then ran a chain from it to his ankle cuffs, ensuring his victim was going nowhere until he said so.

‘Look,' Kate pointed to the string of precum dripping from her maid’s chastity cage, 'she is totally turned on! I bet she would dribble her load in seconds if she got out of that spiked cage.’

‘That’s not going to happen,’ Tony assured his girlfriend as he patted her bottom possessively.

Francesca tried to buck his hips as much as the strict bondage would allow. He was beyond frustrated and could hear himself grunting into his gag as he breathed in the scent from his Mistress’s panties. What had he become!?! The pre-cum continued to pour out of him.

The growing collection of implements Kate used to punish her maid were displayed on the basement wall, each with its own allocated hook. She was particularly proud of two new additions, a quirt and a dressage whip. The quirt was a single tail of heavy leather broad enough to form a comfortable grip at one end and tapering down to the thickness of a middle finger at the business end. Its overall length was like that of a traditional cane. The dressage whip consisted of a lightweight fiberglass shaft with an ergonomically shaped handle at one end. Being forty-eight inches in length, it required little energy from the user to generate a severely painful impact, especially if allowed to wrap around the side of its target.

Kate beckoned her lover to choose his weapon. He selected the quirt, examining it with interest. Once Kate had advised Tony of its name and suggested the best way to use it, he immediately began by striking the maid’s backside with a hard lash. That first blow to Francesca’s thigh covered in part by stocking was agonising! He immediately stopped thrusting and tried - in vain - to move away. The cuffs and ropes held him fast as blow after blow came down. He was sobbing in pain - but the pre-cum continued to pour. This was his fantasy. To be treated this way - humiliated and helpless – it was the biggest turn on ever.

Quick to adapt and determine how the implement could be used most effectively, Kate’s grinning lover soon had the bent over maid issuing heartfelt cries of distress. The cuffs and ropes held Francesca fast as blow after blow came down.

Kate watched with delight as her young lover exhibited a heartless sadism that had her wet between her legs. She felt a huge power rush at the dynamic in the room. She had the power to allow anyone she chose to use and abuse her poor maid. That was real power! That was hot!

After delivering around twenty strokes, Tony stood back. ‘You’re still being too noisy Francesca,’ Kate announced happily as she removed her fluffy white and grey dressing gown and wrapped it around his head, using its belt to secure it tightly in place. The already over-excited sissy swooned as he breathed in the heady aroma of his Mistress’s perfume and felt the soft material, still warm from his Mistress/wife’s body engulfing his face.

Tony had already selected the next implement he wanted to try, so as soon as Kate stepped back, he was ready with the dressage whip, administering twenty stinging strokes to the backs and outsides of Francesca’s thighs. With zero ability to avoid the blows the sissy could do nothing but scream for mercy he knew would never come. His breathing was laboured as he struggled to suck air through the thick material of the dressing gown. What if he passed out, he began to panic, his arms might be ripped from their sockets as his knees gave way!

Then, as if a switch had been pulled, the blows stopped. The mission had been accomplished; Kate’s sissy maid/husband was a sobbing - yet undeniably - thrilled wreck. His wife, his Mistress, with the help of her lover, had truly turned him into her sissy slave. This was no longer a pretence; no longer a 'fantasy'. It was reality.

The moment the blows stopped Kate unwrapped her dressing gown from Francesca’s head allowing him to gulp in lungfuls of cool air, then went over to Tony and kissed him deeply. Then, for her final act, she slid to her knees. Tony was standing at the side of Francesca’s bent over form now. His beautiful wife was within touching distance - if only he wasn't trussed up like a turkey, (although, what could he, a sissy, offer her anyway?). Kate looked at her sissy maid’s tearful nylon covered face and licked her lips. This performance was more for him than for the pleasure it was going to give Tony. She was proving her lover’s point – the maid’s mouth was of no interest to him because he had her.

Tony’s impressive cock was rock hard already and bobbed just inches from Kate’s face. Looking over at Francesca again, she smiled - then flicked her tongue at Tony's cock. Then opening her lips, she expertly kissed then licked the head of his shaft. Her lover groaned. Francesca groaned as she imagined, or tried to imagine, the sensations he must be drowning in right then. He started trying to thrust his hips again, knowing that, unlike Tony there would be no relief for him. Not now and possibly not for eighteen fucking months, maybe more.

After rubbing it all over her face, Kate opened her lips and took Tony’s entire cock in her mouth, sucking him slow - for show. She sucked him gently for a minute or two, taking his entire cock each time, then circling her tongue around the head. Eventually she upped the pace, placing her hands on his hips as she felt him wanting to thrust. Pulling him towards her, she held his shaft in her mouth as she now kept her head stationary. Tony now took control and started fucking her mouth. He thrust his hips faster and faster, sliding his cock in and out of Kate’s tight, puckered mouth, her lips rolling over his cock. It wasn't long before Tony moaned and his cum gushed into Kate’s warm welcoming mouth, a little escaping and trickling over her chin.

Satisfied, Tony pulled out. His cock was still semi-hard as he moved to stand in front of Francesca. 'Perhaps I can find a use for that mouth of yours, sissy.' He unfastened the tights wrapped around Francesca’s head, pulled the knickers off her head, undid the stocking and removed the panties and socks from her mouth. Holding his cock in front of the sissy maid’s lips, he growled, 'Lick my cock clean cum dump. Get it nice and wet. I'm going to fuck your wife again, so it needs to be wet.'

Knowing she had no choice, Francesca gingerly licked at the cock of the man who had just so comprehensively emasculated him. His cum tasted gross!

‘Open wider,’ Tony ordered. ‘Get my balls in your sissy mouth. That’s all you’re good for now faggot, cleaning the sweat from the balls of the man who is fucking your wife!’

Having Tony’s huge hairy balls in his mouth was even worse, much worse. With his nose pressed against the underside of his tormentor’s once more fully hard and erect cock he had never felt so emasculated.

Thrilled and excited by her lover’s treatment of her maid, Kate retrieved the only seat the maid was allowed in her room, and placed it as close to the action as possible. Leaning forward to within an inch or two of the maid’s face she watched her former husband now sissy maid obediently holding her lover’s balls in his mouth.

‘You were going to ask Tony for his input on your next chastity period,’ Kate reminded her maid. ‘But I doubt if you can speak like that, so I’ll help you out. Tony darling, we’ve been debating how long my maid should spend locked in her little chastity cage. Should it be fifteen months as last time, or should we make it eighteen months. What do you think?’

‘I couldn’t care less if you locked her tiny dick away for good,’ Tony answered. ‘What use is it anyway?’

‘He does have a point doesn’t he, Francesca?’

‘But, if you’re thinking of making it eighteen months, why not call it two years?’

The poor maid could only plead with her eyes as she felt her already terrifyingly distant prospect for relief slipping yet further away.

‘I do quite like the idea of you being completely chaste for the rest of your life,’ Kate smiled at her maid. ‘But I also like teasing you with the prospect of relief. So, lets compromise. Your next scheduled release will be in two years, Francesca. But bear in mind that I will be adding time as I see fit for any misbehaviour or failure to satisfy my requirements of you. I might even just add time for the hell of it.’

Francesca closed her eyes, her heart sinking in defeat. Two years? Two fucking years! Minimum! No way would she get through two years without her Mistress finding multiple excuses to punish her by adding yet more time. She’d be lucky if she didn’t end up going three years in complete chastity!

‘You should remember too what a teasing little bitch I can be. It’s quite possible that your next orgasm, when it finally arrives, may be your last. Or, worse still for you, I might change my mind between now and then. I might come round to Tony’s way of thinking and decide that you really don’t need to cum again ever. Imagine if I decided that but left it until the day arrives to tell you the orgasm you had two years or more ago, was your last!’

The thought was too much for Francesca whose eyes filled with tears. Kate watched enthralled as those tears began to roll down her cheeks which bulged to contain her lover’s balls. She needed an orgasm herself right now, and unlike poor Francesca, she could have one any time she felt the need.

'Come on Tony, I need you inside me,’ Kate demanded.

Kate and Tony spent the next hour fucking like teenagers on the maid’s rusty old prison cot which squeaked and squealed in protest. Francesca struggled desperately to maintain his unbearably uncomfortable position as he took in the spectacle of his beautiful wife being properly taken by a real man.

It seemed like an eternity before Tony finally unloaded his freshly sucked clean balls into the frothing pussy of Francesca’s squealing wife. After catching his breath Tony finally decided to release the chain pulling the maid’s head down toward his feet and the rope holding his wrists up behind him. Francesca collapsed onto his knees, sobbing with a mixture of relief and sexual frustration. If he thought he was going to be entirely released though, he was wrong.

Tony stood in front of the emotional maid, took a handful of his hair and used his other hand to grasp his penis which was soaked in a mixture of his and Kate’s juices. ‘Open wide cum dump!’ Tony ordered before forcing his still semi-erect cock into the maid’s mouth. ‘I think your maid is starting to like the taste of cock,’ he smiled at Kate.

‘Who knew my husband would turn out to be a cock sucking sissy?’ Kate laughed.

Tony withdrew his now clean cock and pushed Francesca over. As he lay on his side panting, Tony crouched down, tied a rope to the half-conscious maid’s still bound ankles and pulled making his legs bend at the knee. The other end of the rope was secured to his wrists, effectively hogtying him.

As Tony stood back up Kate joined him, and they stood looking down at their sissy captive. ‘I have an idea,’ Tony said. ‘A special gift for your maid. A token of my respect.’ With that he took hold of his penis and began pissing on Francesca. ‘Let me hold it!’ Kate laughed as she used her hand to take over the aiming of the heavy stream of urine that poured from her lover.

Francesca just lay, helpless and defeated until Tony finally finished pissing. ‘Shall I untie her?’ He asked Kate.

‘No,’ she smiled coldly. ‘Leave her there. It won’t hurt her to have some time for quiet reflection. Come on, I want you in my bed!’

Kate squealed and giggled as Tony manhandled her over his shoulder and carried her up the basement stairs. The light went out and the door slammed closed, leaving Francesca alone, aching, covered in piss and humiliated but still, to her shame, with her caged cock trying desperately to erect, only to be thwarted once more by the damned spikes.

Early the next morning Kate entered the basement maid’s room alone, having seen her lover off to work with a good morning blow job. She was wearing tight fitting flared jeans and a flower-patterned blouse. On her feet were cute strappy leather wedge-heeled sandals, her red-painted toes showing at the tips.

‘Wow, it smells terrible down here!’ Kate observed. ‘Oh, I see, it’s not just Tony’s pee I can smell, is it? Did you get caught short Francesca? You know I’ll have to beat you for that later, don’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Sorry Miss Kate,’ the subdued sissy maid replied.

‘You’re going to need a shower and a change of uniform before you get on with your housework. My bed sheets need changing, and the ensuite is a bit of a mess, so you don’t have time to be lying around down here,’ Kate said as she pulled over the metal chair and sat down, crossing her legs. ‘First though, I want to make something very clear to you. We’ve come a long way since you first asked me to dominate you, haven’t we?’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘Any regrets?’

‘No Miss Kate.’

‘I’m sure that’s not true,’ Kate smiled coldly. ‘There must have been many occasions when you wished with all your heart to turn back the clock. When I had Tony beat you last night for example. Or when I decided to double your chaste period to two years. But you can’t help yourself can you Francesca? You simply cannot live without knowing you are helplessly under my control. When faced with domination my way or no domination at all, you must choose domination my way, mustn’t you? No matter the cost to you. The thing is though, I’m just as addicted as you are. Without the knowledge of what I’ve taken from you, what I’ve turned you into, the way I treat you, I could never be happy and content either. I love my life. I love what I’ve made you into.’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca spoke from her position, prone at her Mistress/wife’s feet. ‘I love you more than ever. I worship you!’

‘Do you Francesca? Even though I have rendered you sexless. Sexless in terms of gender because, although you are certainly no longer a man, you are not a real woman either, are you? You’re a sexless sissy. Sexless in another way too since your sad little excuse for a cock is now pretty much permanently locked away. I have so many orgasms now, such powerful, wonderful orgasms. While you have none. Nothing, not even an erection. Sexless. And yet you now play a far bigger and more important role in my sex life as my maid than you ever did as my husband. Your condition, the state of frustrated humiliation I have reduced you to is what drives my libido now. I cum so often, so quickly and so powerfully because of you, because of what I’ve done to you and will continue to do.’

‘Please may I kiss your feet, Miss Kate?’ Francesca begged.

‘Certainly not!’ Kate answered.

‘Please, please, please, Miss Kate,’ the sissy maid pleaded with tears in his eyes. ‘Please let me show you how much I worship you.’

‘You can show me that by getting on with your housework,’ Kate replied coldly as she stood to move around behind her maid and release his bonds. ‘Look into my eyes Francesca,’ she ordered as she came back around in front of her maid. ‘Tell me what you see.’

‘I see amused contempt, Miss Kate. A lust for power. Cold desire.’

‘Good,’ Kate smiled. ‘You are not as stupid as you look then. Now, if you are not hard at work within thirty minutes, I will add a month to your current two years of chastity and ask Tony, when he comes back, to string you back up and beat you again, making sure to use every one of my wonderful implements. Move!’

As Francesca rose to his knees, trying to knead the stiffness from his limbs, he watched his Mistress stroll casually toward the basement steps. Those jeans were so tight across her firm, perfect bottom. What would he not give to have that gorgeous ass squashing his face, cutting off his air? ‘I am truly a pathetic sissy!’ he thought.  ‘A real man would want to fuck that ass, not be suffocated by it.’

‘Please Miss Kate,’ Francesca blurted as she stood on shaky legs. ‘I love you so much!’

Kate froze, turned and strode purposefully back to stand face to face with her maid. After staring into Francesca’s eyes for what felt like a long time, she spat in her face, turned and walked out.


Ch16. Two Years And Four Months Later

Sissy maid Francesca stood to attention on his sissy spot in Kate’s study. He had been holding his position, eyes cast down at the floor in front of him for several minutes while Kate ignored him as she updated her Facebook page. Could today be the day? It had been so long, so very, very long! Francesca wasn’t sure he could remember what an erection felt like, much less an orgasm. He’d worked so hard for so long, suffered so much frustration, humiliation and drudgery. Despite those efforts Kate had seen fit to add extra time on several occasions, but today felt different, special! Would his so very long-awaited orgasm be under the sole of his Mistress’s shoe or, dare he hope for the indescribably erotic feel of his once faithful wife’s magic fingers. The thought of that made Francesca feel lightheaded and he could not help wobbling slightly.

Kate put down her phone and walked around her desk to stand in front of her visibly nervous maid. Even with his gaze focussed on the carpet in front of him, Francesca could not help noticing the thigh length brown suede tasselled boots, brown stockings and short brown leather skirt his Mistress was wearing. Even without the heady scent of her perfume it was enough to cause his stupid cock to impale itself on the spikes that lined his chastity cage. It had been a while since his poor deprived cock had tried to erect, which caused no end of anxiety for him as he wondered if he was losing the ability to have an erection. So, painful as it was, this current aborted attempt gave him some hope.

Without warning Kate lashed out to crack her open palm across the sissy maid’s face, ‘Did I see you move, Francesca?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me, I didn’t mean to.’ Of course he could never conceive of lying to her.

‘Obedience, respect and decorum sissy Francesca!’ Kate reminded her maid. ‘You know my rules and the consequences for breaking them. A dozen strokes of the cane. Doubled if you move or make a sound. Bend over!’

The caning hurt terribly, coming as it did, on top of a previous two dozen strokes given earlier for a slight imperfection in his makeup and a mark on his frilly white pinafore. It took a huge effort of will, but he managed to remain silent and still for the duration. The fear of displeasing his Mistress and causing another postponement of any chance for relief was a powerful motivator.

‘Stand up and pull up your panties,’ Kate ordered coldly. ‘I’ve been pondering your chaste state sissy Francesca, and I’ve made a decision.’

Francesca held his breath and tried not to shake with excitement.

‘I’ve decided that orgasms and indeed erections have no place in the life of a sissy maid.’

Suddenly Francesca felt terror! Was she saying what he thought she was? Even now, he knew better than to speak without being asked a direct question.

‘You begged me to make you my sissy maid. You promised to obey me in everything. You pleaded for cruel, heartless domination. I warned you that domination would be my way or no way at all. I doubt if you fully realised what you were letting yourself in for. I am aware how long you have been in chastity and consequently how desperate you must be for relief. However, if you are to remain as my maid, then you must accept that relief will never come. Do you understand what I am saying to you?’

‘Please, Miss Kate, I never thought we would go this far! I’m so desperate! I want to serve you, I want to be your sissy maid, I’ll do anything you say. But permanent chastity? Please may I beg you to reconsider, Miss Kate?’

‘No, you may not. I’ll give you a little while to think it over, the time it takes Tony and I to make love. Then I want your answer. You need to decide, once and for all, if you are staying as my permanently chaste sissy maid, or leaving? Presumably content to live a life of selfishness without me. Stand in the corner, facing the wall. I’ll expect your answer when I return.’

A little over an hour later, a devastated Francesca heard the door of the study open. His attempts to think straight, to come up with some way to get past his Mistress/wife’s devastating ultimatum had been largely thwarted by the muted sounds of her passion as she romped happily with her lover, enjoying the kind of free and unfettered sex life that the poor maid could no longer remember ever having.

‘Get back on your sissy spot Francesca,’ Kate ordered coldly. ‘Have you decided?’

‘Yes Miss Kate,’ he responded.

‘Well? Are you staying or going?’

‘Please may I stay Miss Kate?’

‘You understand the conditions?’

‘Yes, Miss Kate.’

‘You will never have an orgasm, not even a ruined or blocked one for the rest of your life. No erections. Never. You will be a genderless, sexless convenience. An object of derision and contempt forever. No respect, no consideration, no fairness, not even a kind word. Ever. Is that clear?’

He couldn’t help it. For just a second, he lifted his gaze to see those beautiful cold eyes. She was magnificent! A dream Mistress. The cold-hearted bitch he’d fantasised about so many times. He loved her so much it took his breath away!

‘Yes, Miss Kate. I understand. Thank you. I love you so much!’

‘I’m not interested in the love of a sissy maid Francesca,’ Kate retorted. ‘Only her absolute devotion and obedience.’

‘Yes Miss Kate.’

‘If you understand that then why did you break my rule and look at me?’

‘I’m so sorry Miss Kate. It’s just that you are so beautiful. You take my breath away.’

‘We’ll see how beautiful you think I am after another two dozen strokes of the cane. Assume the position. This is really going to hurt!’

Bent over, reaching down for his toes, skirt lifted onto his back and panties pulled down to his knees, Francesca tried to prepare himself.

‘Chaste for life with a constantly very sore bottom. You’re a very lucky sissy, aren’t you Francesca?’ Kate teased as she tapped her cane against the maid’s already badly bruised behind. ‘I’m sure there are thousands of wannabe sissies out there who would give anything to be in your place. I could replace you in an instant, couldn’t I?’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Thank you, Miss Kate. Thank you for allowing me to stay!’

‘Move or make a sound and your caning will be doubled as usual. When it’s over you can change into your schoolgirl outfit and sit at your desk to write me a nice letter, thanking me for being such a wonderful Mistress to you, and giving you the opportunity to serve me without the distractions of pointless yearning for your own selfish relief. Make sure the coir matting is on the seat of your chair before you sit down. You can read it to me tomorrow when Mom and Tracy are here. I’m sure they’ll be pleased to hear you are permanently chaste now. Tracy will love it.’

‘Yes Miss Kate. Thank you, Miss Kate.’

‘You know what? Let’s make it three dozen. I’m feeling energetic,’ Kate smiled.

Francesca tried so hard to sob silently, but in the end the pain was too much. Kate had to use her warm panties, damp as they almost permanently were with a mixture of hers and her lover’s cum, to gag her crying maid. ‘You still have a dozen strokes to go Francesca,’ she smiled, ‘Then we will begin again. A total of seventy-two strokes. And that’s on top of your previous thirty-six today. Anyone would think you enjoy being caned.’

As the vicious beating continued, Francesca closed his eyes and tried to focus on the heavenly taste of his Mistress’s panties. This was as close as he could ever hope to be now to the woman he loved and adored, worshiped and revered. His Mistress.
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