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Chapter 1

Charlene sat at her desk, the navy blazer hugging her shoulders as she finished typing the final email of the day. Her short tight navy skirt rode high on her thighs, barely covering the red thong that nestled between her firm ass cheeks.

The tight white blouse stretched across her large breasts, the fabric thin enough to hint at the lace beneath. Red high heels clicked softly against the floor whenever she shifted position.

Her makeup was flawless, lips painted a deep red that matched her shoes, and the keys to Mark's chastity cage rested prominently between her breasts, catching the light with every breath.

She leaned back in her chair and pulled her phone from the desk drawer. Her thumb moved quickly across the screen as she opened the Halloween album. The first photo filled the display—Mark in the pink sissy maid outfit, blonde wig slightly askew, his face flushed crimson as he stood there with their friends and family.

His hands hovered uselessly near his crotch, trying and failing to hide the steel pink chastity cage visible beneath the short dress. His embarrassment was obvious in every pixel.

Charlene's thighs pressed together as she scrolled to the next image. Mark bent over the kitchen counter, the crotchless thong leaving his plugged ass and temporary tattoos exposed while he poured drinks for their guests.

The nipple clamps tugged at his fake breasts, his mouth slightly open in a gasp. She remembered how he'd moaned when she pegged his ass that night.

Another photo showed him curtsying at the front door, the hoop earrings swinging, the word "sissy" catching the light. His cheeks burned bright red, eyes downcast, completely broken of any remaining alpha pretense.

She zoomed in on a close-up of his face in one shot—tears of humiliation glistening at the corners of his eyes, lips painted bubblegum pink, the thick plug making his posture awkward as he fetched her coat.

Her pussy grew slick against the red thong as she relived that moment when she'd taken complete control. The bet had been simple, but the outcome had transformed their marriage.

Her free hand drifted between her legs, pressing against the damp fabric as she continued scrolling. Each image showed Mark more broken, more submissive, more aroused by his own degradation as he leaked from the chastity cage.

The chastity keys between her breasts felt heavier, more significant. She had won that night, and every day since had been proof that her husband belonged at her feet, dressed like a sissy maid and desperate for her approval.

Maria approached from the next cubicle, smiling. "You look amazing today, Charlene. That outfit really suits you."

"Thank you," Charlene replied, closing her phone, her voice smooth and confident. She hit send on the email and leaned back in her chair.

Maria's eyes dropped to the necklace. "That's a beautiful key. What does it unlock?"

Charlene's fingers brushed the metal resting against her cleavage. A slow smile spread across her lips. "Something very important. I keep the key on me at all times."

Maria nodded, accepting the answer without pressing further. She waved goodbye and headed toward the elevators.

The moment Maria turned away, Charlene felt a familiar warmth spread between her legs. The red thong grew damp as she thought about the chastity cage locked around Mark's cock and balls, the keys dangling between her breasts a constant reminder of her complete control.

She crossed her legs, pressing her thighs together, savouring the secret she carried with her through the workday.

Charlene's phone buzzed against the desk, the vibration sending a small ripple through her cleavage and making the chastity keys clink softly together. She glanced down at the screen and felt her pulse quicken when she saw Rebecca's name.

Rebecca: Hey gorgeous. Got your text. I’d be delighted to give your husband the full sissy maid treatment. We handle plenty of trans and crossdressers here at the salon, so turning him into your requested bimbo blonde won’t be a problem at all. Can’t wait to see the finished product.

Charlene smiled, her red lips curving as heat pooled between her thighs again. She typed back quickly.

Charlene: Thank you, babe. I knew I could count on you. He’s going to look so pretty when you’re done with him. Christmas is only a few weeks away, and I want the perfect sissy maid to serve our guests.

The reply came almost instantly.

Rebecca: Pretty is an understatement. I’m thinking long pink gel nails, full face, plucked brows, the works. I can’t wait to see how his transformation has progressed by Christmas. How’s that necklace for his chastity cage I bought working for you?

Charlene’s cheeks warmed. She shifted in her chair, the damp thong clinging to her folds.

Charlene: Feeling the keys around my neck keeps me wet all day. Speaking of which… what about the other things we discussed besides the makeover?

There was a brief pause before Rebecca answered.

Rebecca: All confirmed. Everything you asked for is ready. Just bring him in and I’ll take care of the rest. This is going to be fun.

Charlene pressed her thighs together, savoring the secret thrill that ran through her. She tucked the phone away and stood, smoothing her tight navy skirt over her hips. The keys between her breasts felt heavier than ever, a constant reminder of the control she was about to claim completely.

Charlene stepped out of the office building and the late afternoon sun hit her like a warm hand between her thighs. She walked with purpose, red heels clicking across the pavement.

The keys to Mark’s chastity cage rested right in the valley of her breasts, cool metal brushing against her skin each time she moved. Her nipples had been tight all day, pressing hard against the thin white blouse.

She slid into the driver’s seat of her jeep and the leather felt cool against the backs of her thighs. The moment she started the engine, the vibration traveled straight through the seat and into her already soaked thong. Every bump in the road made the keys bounce and jingle between her tits, reminding her exactly what she controlled.

Traffic slowed near a construction zone. She rolled over a series of speed bumps, and each one sent a fresh wave of pressure through her core. The keys clinked louder, swinging against her cleavage. She could feel her clit throbbing in time with the engine’s low rumble.

Mark would already be home. The thought made her thighs press together. He would be in that short pink maid dress, the one that barely covered the chastity cage and left his plugged ass exposed every time he bent over.

The fake silicone tits would be clamped tight to his nipples. The blonde wig would be perfectly styled, makeup flawless, lips painted the same shade as the chastity cage. He would be cooking dinner in those ridiculous pink heels, bells jingling with every step, ready to drop to his knees the second she walked through the door.

Another speed bump jolted the jeep. The keys slapped against her breasts again, and she felt a fresh gush of wetness soak through her thong.

The very public makeover was approaching. The long pink nails, the plucked brows, and everything else Rebecca and her had prepared for him. The thought of handing her husband over to her best friend from college for a complete bimbo makeover made Charlene’s clit ache so badly she wanted to pull over and rub it.

She didn’t. She kept driving, thighs slick, keys jingling, mind filled with images of Mark cooking in his tiny dress, waiting to serve.

By the time she turned onto their street, her panties were soaked through and her clit was throbbing with every heartbeat. She could already taste the power waiting for her inside that house.


Chapter 2

Mark minced around the kitchen in the pink heels, the tiny bells on the straps jingling with every step. The white stockings clung to his shaved legs, pink bows at the tops brushing the garter straps that framed his bare ass.

The crotchless pink thong left everything exposed, and the short maid dress rode up constantly, showing off the flat pink steel chastity cage that held his cock in a tight, useless nub. Every movement made the thick plug shift inside his ass, pressing against his prostate and sending sparks of denied pleasure through his body.

His chest felt heavy and alien. The massive double-F silicone tits hung from his real chest, clamped tight to his nipples so every sway tugged and throbbed. Long pink gel nails made even simple tasks awkward as he stirred the sauce, the blonde wig brushing his painted cheeks. The hoop earrings swung with "sissy" etched on each one, a constant reminder of what he had become.

Mark’s thoughts drifted back to the poker table where he lost the most recent game. The final hand had been brutal. He’d held a pair of kings, feeling confident, until Charlene laid down her straight flush with a slow, satisfied smile.

The pot had included the bet that would extend his sissy maid service another full month. His stomach had dropped when she revealed her cards, announcing he’d remain her locked, feminized servant for another month.

The coin flip bet had come right after as a last chance for him to get out of the chastity cage.

Charlene had pulled the steel chastity key from between her breasts and dangled it in front of him. “Heads, you stay locked until the next bet. Tails, I let you out.”

Mark had called tails, voice shaking. The coin had spun through the air and landed heads up on the felt.

Charlene had simply smiled, slipped the key back onto the chain inside her cleavage, and told him the next wager wouldn’t happen for more than a month. He’d stood there in his tiny pink dress, cock already straining uselessly inside the flat cage, while Charlene toasted his extended denial.

The chastity cage kept him half-hard and leaking constantly, the flat pink steel pressing against the head of his cock every time the plug shifted. He was so turned on it hurt, balls tight and aching, yet completely unable to do anything about it.

He bent to check the oven and the plug pushed deeper, making his knees buckle. The dress flipped up, exposing the chastity cage and the words of the temporary tattoo above it: "Property of Charlene." His face burned under the makeup.

He was cooking dinner for his wife while dressed like this, plugged, caged, and feminized, and the worst part was how desperately turned on he felt. Every humiliating detail only made his trapped cock twitch harder inside its prison.

Every step sent the bells on his pink heels jingling, a constant humiliating soundtrack to his submission.

He couldn't stop thinking about how this had started. Halloween night had flipped something inside him. Watching Charlene take control, seeing himself transformed into this feminized plaything—it had made his cock strain against the chastity cage in a way he'd never expected.

Now the chastity, the outfits, her commands—they all twisted together into this overwhelming arousal he couldn't escape. She had conditioned him without even trying. The more she dominated him, the more turned on he became, and the more turned on he became, the deeper he sank into submission.

The oven timer beeped. Mark bent to check the roast, and the plug shifted hard inside him. A whimper escaped his painted lips as his knees nearly buckled.

Mark stirred the sauce one final time, the heavy silicone breasts swaying with every small motion and tugging sharply at the nipple clamps beneath the frilly pink dress.

The thick plug shifted inside him as he straightened, sending another helpless throb through his locked cock. His balls hung swollen and blue between his spread thighs, so full they ached with every heartbeat.

Weeks without release had turned every humiliation into fuel. The chastity cage, the plug, the outfit—they all worked together to keep him painfully, constantly aroused.

The doorbell rang.

His heart jumped. Charlene must be home. He wiped his hands on a dish towel, the long pink gel nails clicking against the counter, and hurried toward the front door.

The bells on his heels jingled with every step. The short dress rode up with the movement, leaving his bare ass and caged cock completely exposed behind him.

He paused in the hallway mirror, checking his reflection. The blonde wig sat perfectly, makeup still flawless, hoop earrings swinging with "sissy maid" etched on each one.

He touched up his lipstick with a shaky hand, making sure the pink gloss was even. The sight of himself like this—feminized, locked, plugged—sent another rush of heat through his trapped cock. He felt utterly emasculated, yet the shame only made him leak harder inside the chastity cage. He had willingly consented to this through their bets.

He took a breath, smoothed the dress as best he could, and opened the door with a practiced curtsy and a forced smile.

A delivery man stood on the porch, clipboard in hand. His eyes went wide, then he burst out laughing, loud and unrestrained.

"Holy shit," the man wheezed, doubling over. "I have some packages for Mrs. Charlene Lee."

Mark froze. The short pink dress had ridden up completely during the curtsy, leaving the flat chastity cage, his fake tattoo, and his swollen blue balls fully on display.

The thick plug pressed against his ass cheeks from behind. The massive silicone tits strained against the frilly bodice, nipple clamps tugging with every shallow breath.

The delivery man’s laughter echoed down the quiet street.

"Jesus, look at you," the man said, wiping his eyes. "Sissy maid outfit, the whole deal. Chastity cage and everything. Your wife got you locked up good, huh?"

Mark’s face burned under the makeup. He wanted to slam the door, but the bet required him to obey every command—including answering the door properly. His voice came out soft and shaky. "Y-yes, sir. I’m… I’m her sissy maid."

The delivery man grinned, stepping closer. "Turn around. Let me see the full picture."

Mark’s stomach dropped, but he obeyed, pivoting slowly on his pink heels. The bells jingled. The dress stayed hiked up, exposing everything. The man whistled low.

"Damn. That plug looks serious. And those tattoos on your legs and ass—fuck, they’re sexy. She really went all out. How long have you been locked?"

Mark swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. "Over a month, sir."

The delivery man laughed again, shaking his head. "No wonder your balls look ready to burst. Bet you’d do anything to cum right now."

Mark’s caged cock twitched helplessly at the words, leaking another drop that glistened on the pink steel. The man noticed and chuckled.

"She’s got you trained like a bitch in heat. Sign here, princess."

Mark took the clipboard with trembling hands, the long pink nails making the simple act awkward and degrading. He signed his name—Mark—in shaky letters, then added the required curtsy at the end. The delivery man took the clipboard back, still grinning.

"Tell Mrs. Lee the packages are on the step. And tell her thanks for the show."

He turned and walked back to his truck, still laughing. Mark stood frozen in the doorway, dress hiked up, chastity cage exposed, balls aching, plug shifting inside him with every tiny movement.

The humiliation burned through him like fire. Someone else had seen him like this outside Halloween—dressed as a sissy maid, locked and plugged, on full display. His cock strained uselessly against the flat steel chastity cage, the shame twisting into that same dark, overwhelming arousal he still didn’t fully understand.

The delivery driver’s laughter had faded into a knowing smirk as he watched Mark from his truck bend down to collect the packages, the bells on his heels jingling with every awkward movement.

His caged cock throbbed visibly, the flat pink steel pressing tight against his swollen balls while the thick plug shifted inside him, sending fresh waves of humiliating pleasure through his body.

The first box was large and heavy. Mark’s long pink nails scraped against the cardboard as he lifted it, the label facing outward: "Heavy Duty Fucking Machine with 12-Inch Thrusting Dildo Attachment."

The driver chuckled from his trucks seat as he shouted over, "Damn, your wife really plans ahead," he said, voice thick with amusement. "That thing’s gonna wreck you, princess. Look at the size of that dildo. Bet she’ll have you bent over and screaming before the night’s over."

Mark’s face burned hotter under the makeup. He set the machine box aside and reached for the next package. This one was smaller but just as damning: "Steel Chastity Cage with Integrated Ball Shocker – Remote Controlled."

The clear plastic window on the front showed the device clearly, the metal cage curved to crush his cock flat while the electrodes sat ready to deliver shocks straight to his balls.

The third package was long and narrow. Mark’s hands shook as he picked it up, the label impossible to miss: "10-Inch Suction Cup Training Dildo – Marked Every Inch: Perfect for Training Your Sissy Maid." The thick black shaft was printed with white numbers running from base to tip, each inch clearly labeled for depth control. The driver laughed outright again.

Mark’s knees felt weak. The humiliation was overwhelming—standing on his own doorstep dressed as a sissy maid, chastity cage exposed, plug visible.

His trapped cock strained uselessly against the pink steel, leaking steadily now, the shame twisting into that dark, addictive arousal he couldn’t escape.

Two more smaller boxes remained. One contained a locking silicone dildo gag with a thick shaft designed to fill his mouth completely. The last held a heavy leather flogger and a riding crop.

Mark watched the delivery truck pull away, the engine noise fading into the quiet street. He bent down, long pink nails scraping the concrete as he gathered every box, the short dress still bunched above his waist.

The flat pink steel chastity cage remained fully exposed, the tattoo above it catching the afternoon light while the heavy plug shifted deeper with every awkward movement as he prayed his neighbours wouldn’t see him.

Bells jingled on his heels as he carried the packages inside, stacking them neatly beside Charlene’s armchair in the living room.

Back in the kitchen the sauce bubbled. He stirred it with trembling hands, pre-cum dripping steadily from the tip of his trapped cock, sliding down the pink steel and along his thigh.

The humiliation from the driver’s knowing smirk still burned in his chest, making his balls ache and his caged shaft throb uselessly. Every step sent the plug pressing against his prostate, forcing another bead of wetness to leak out.

The doorbell rang again. Mark’s heart jumped. He hurried to the hallway mirror, checked his lipstick, smoothed the blonde wig, then opened the door with a practiced curtsy.

Charlene stood on the step in her work clothes, keys dangling between her breasts on a thin chain. She took in the sight of him—pink heels, exposed cage, leaking tip—and smiled.

“Did any packages come today?” she asked, voice light and amused. “They needed to be signed for.”

Mark’s face flushed crimson under the makeup. “Yes, I signed for them. The delivery driver… he saw everything.”

Charlene laughed in triumph, stepping past him into the house. “Good girl. Now serve dinner. I want my sissy maid to tell me exactly what arrived while I eat.”

She walked toward the living room, the chain between her breasts swinging with each step, while Mark followed behind, bells jingling, chastity cage dripping, the weight of every new toy waiting to be opened and used on him.


Chapter 3

Mark carried the steaming plate to the table, pink heels clicking on the hardwood. Every step made the heavy plug grind against his prostate and the flat pink steel chastity cage tug at his swollen balls.

His caged cock throbbed uselessly, a fresh bead of precum sliding down the steel and dripping onto his inner thigh. The short pink dress rode up with each movement, leaving the chastity cage and the fake tattoo above it completely exposed.

Charlene sat back in her chair, legs crossed, the silver chain with the chastity cage key resting between her breasts. She watched him approach with a slow, satisfied smile.

Mark set the plate down, curtsied automatically, then stepped back to stand at attention beside the table. His hands trembled at his sides, long pink nails catching the light.

She took the first bite and let out a low, throaty moan that went straight to his locked cock. "Mmm, perfect, sissy. You really do make a wonderful little maid." She chewed slowly, eyes never leaving him. "God, look at you. My big, strong husband in pink heels and a tiny dress, cock locked up tight, leaking all over the floor while he serves me dinner."

Mark’s face burned under the heavy makeup. His eyes kept darting to the key nestled in her cleavage, the silver glinting every time she breathed. The sight made his balls ache and his trapped shaft twitch inside the steel. He felt utterly emasculated, reduced to nothing more than her humiliated plaything, yet his body betrayed him with every pulse of desperate arousal.

Charlene took another bite and moaned again, louder this time, almost orgasmic. "Mmm, yes. So good." She licked sauce from her lower lip, then continued, "Had the nicest meetings today. Everyone was so impressed with the presentation. Then I grabbed lunch with my boss—lovely woman. We talked about the new project and people kept complimenting my necklace."

She lifted the chain slightly, letting the key dangle for a moment before letting it fall back between her breasts. "They had no idea these are the keys to my husband’s pathetic little cock."

Mark’s knees nearly buckled. The humiliation crashed over him in waves—his alpha days reduced to this, standing in a frilly pink dress while his wife teased him about work and casually displayed the symbol of his complete surrender.

His caged cock strained harder, another thick drop of precum sliding free. He couldn’t look away from the key, couldn’t stop the flood of shame and desperate need that made his whole body tremble.

Charlene took another slow bite, eyes sparkling with delight at his obvious predicament. "Keep standing there, sissy. I want to enjoy every second of watching my locked little maid suffer while I eat."

Charlene finally set her fork down and leaned back, watching Mark's trembling hands as he stood beside the table. A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips, her eyes sparkling with cruel delight. She reached up and lifted the silver chain, letting the chastity key dangle and catch the light right between her breasts.

"You know what, sissy?" she purred, voice dripping with satisfaction. "I made you an appointment tomorrow at that big salon, “Glamworld”, on the busiest street downtown. Professional makeup, hair styling, and a few other surprises I think you'll find... memorable." She winked at him, her free hand sliding down to press between her thighs where her panties were already soaked through.

Mark's face went crimson under the heavy makeup. His lips parted, but all that came out was a broken stutter. "C-Charlene... I... I can't... go out like this..."

The sight of her alpha husband reduced to a stuttering, blushing sissy maid in pink heels made her pussy clench hard. She felt another rush of wetness soak into her panties as she watched him squirm, the key swinging gently between her tits with every breath she took.

"Oh, you absolutely can," she said, voice low and husky. "And you will because you consented to all of this. They are expecting you at ten sharp. Full transformation. Don’t worry, I will be driving you to and from your appointment."

She pressed her fingers harder against her soaked crotch, biting her lip as fresh arousal flooded through her. "God, look at you blushing. You're leaking just thinking about it, aren't you?"

Mark's caged cock twitched inside the pink steel, another thick bead of precum sliding down the front plate and dripping onto the floor. His eyes darted between the key nestled in her cleavage and her flushed, aroused face.

The humiliation burned through him—knowing he'd have to walk into that busy salon dressed exactly like this, everyone staring, everyone knowing. His balls ached with weeks of denial, his trapped shaft straining uselessly against the unyielding chastity cage.

And yet he knew he fully consented to all this through their bets.

Charlene moaned softly, almost under her breath, as she watched his obvious struggle. Her thighs pressed together, the wet fabric of her panties clinging to her swollen pussy.

"Do you still consent to our bet, sissy?" she asked, voice low and teasing. "Or do you want to renege?"

Mark's hands froze in the soapy water. His face burned as he answered without turning around. "I consent to the terms of the bet like always."

She stood up slowly, smoothing her skirt. "Good girl. Meet me in the living room when you're done cleaning."

Mark finished scrubbing the last dish, his pink gel nails clicking against the porcelain as he rinsed everything clean. Water dripped from his trembling hands as he dried them on a dish towel, the weight of the chastity cage pulling between his legs with every movement.

He poured fresh water into the steel jug, ice cubes clinking against the metal, then lifted the silver tray and carried it into the living room with careful steps in his pink heels.

Charlene lounged in her armchair, legs crossed, watching him approach. The keys to the chastity cage rested between her breasts, catching the light. "Top me up," she said, and he leaned forward to pour the cold water into her glass, his fake breasts shifting heavily with the motion.

"Open the large package second," she ordered, nodding toward the boxes stacked beside her chair. "And the one on top first."

Mark set the tray aside and knelt by the packages, his hands shaking as he tore open the first box. Inside lay the massive ten-inch dildo, thick and veined, with black inch markings running along its length.

Charlene snapped her fingers and pointed to the far wall. "Mount it," she ordered. Mark’s heels clicked across the hardwood as he carried the thick suction-cup dildo, his pink dress riding up with every step.

He pressed the wide rubber base firmly against the smooth paint, twisting until it held. The heavy shaft jutted out obscenely, ten solid inches of veined silicone bobbing slightly from the motion. He stepped back, cheeks burning, the weight of it drawing every eye in the room.

Next was the even larger box containing a fucking machine connected to a sturdy bench, complete with ankle and wrist cuffs and a powerful motor. His cock throbbed hard inside the pink steel chastity cage, precum leaking steadily down his thigh as he stared at the equipment.

Charlene smiled and pressed a button on her phone. The thick plug buried in his ass suddenly vibrated to life, sending intense pulses through his prostate.

Mark gasped, nearly knocking the box over as his knees buckled from the sudden stimulation.

"Keep going," she said, her voice calm. "Assemble it."

With trembling fingers, Mark unpacked the machine and began fitting the pieces together. The bench had a padded surface and iron cuffs bolted at each corner. He connected the motor housing, attached the motion mechanism, and positioned the adjustable dildo mount at the end. Charlene stood and walked over, watching his work with approval.

"Good girl," she murmured. "Now over the bench. Stomach down."

Mark climbed onto the padded surface on all fours, his face positioned directly in front of the ten-inch dildo suctioned to the wall.

Charlene moved behind him and snapped the iron cuffs around his wrists and ankles, the metal cold against his skin. She clicked small padlocks through each cuff, securing him completely.

The vibrating plug continued its relentless pulsing inside him as she adjusted the fucking machine, aligning the thick dildo attachment with his plugged hole.

"Perfect," she said, running her hand along his exposed ass. "Now you're exactly where you belong."

Charlene wrapped her fingers around the thick base of the plug and gave it a slow, deliberate twist. Mark's breath caught in his throat. With one firm pull she popped the heavy silicone free, his stretched rim clenching around the sudden emptiness. A wet gasp tore from his lips.

"Listen to that," she murmured, holding the dripping plug up for him to see. "Your greedy little hole doesn't want to let go." She dropped the plug onto the floor beside his knee and snapped a black latex glove over her right hand. The sound made his caged cock twitch.

She squeezed a generous ribbon of lube across her gloved fingers and pressed two of them straight against his exposed asshole. The cold gel made him flinch, but she pushed both digits inside without mercy, sliding deep until her knuckles brushed his rim. Mark moaned around nothing, his face burning.

"Look at you," Charlene said, voice low and mocking. "Locked in pink steel, dressed like a cheap sissy maid, and now bent over a fucking machine with your ass in the air. You can deny it all you want, but that endless stream of precum leaking from that chastity cage tells me exactly how much you love this."

She pumped her fingers in and out, twisting them to stretch him wider. Another thick bead of clear fluid welled at the slit of the chastity cage and slid down the steel.

Mark's cheeks flamed hotter. His cock throbbed helplessly inside its prison, more precum following the first drop in a steady trickle.

Charlene withdrew her fingers, wiped them on his ass cheek, and stepped behind the machine. She aligned the massive dildo attachment with his glistening hole, then tapped the control dial. The thick head began to move, sliding forward until it kissed his entrance, then retreating an inch before pressing forward again in slow, teasing strokes.

"Open wide," she ordered.

She shoved the bench forward. Mark's painted lips parted around the ten-inch dildo suctioned to the wall. The realistic head slid over his tongue, forcing his jaw wide. At the same moment she turned the dial higher. The machine's thick shaft surged forward, driving several inches into his lubed ass in one smooth thrust.

Mark's muffled moan vibrated around the cock in his mouth. The machine began a steady rhythm, fucking him with long, mechanical strokes while the wall-mounted dildo slid deeper into his throat with every forward push of the fucking machine.

Charlene stepped back, thighs pressed together, watching her husband impaled at both ends. Her pussy throbbed, soaking through her panties as she took in the sight: blonde wig bobbing, pink gel nails gripping the bench, caged cock dripping, ass stretched around the relentless machine. She smiled, already deciding how long she would leave him like this.

Charlene stepped away from the machine, leaving the thick dildo steadily pumping into Mark's stretched hole. She crossed to the table where the new purchases lay and opened up the box containing the leather riding crop. The braided handle felt perfect in her palm.

She gave it an experimental flick through the air, the sharp crack making Mark flinch around the cock in his mouth.

She returned to his side and traced the folded leather tip down his spine, then lifted it and brought it down firmly across his left ass cheek. The crack echoed off the walls. Mark jerked, his ass clenching around the machine's shaft as a fresh bead of precum slid from the chastity cage.

"Remember when you used to strut around here acting like the big alpha male?" She struck his right cheek next, then his left again in quick succession. "The big tough guy who thought he ran this house. Look at you now."

The crop landed again and again, alternating cheeks, painting thin red lines across his skin. Each impact made his body rock forward, driving the wall-mounted dildo deeper into his throat while the machine fucked his ass with mechanical precision.

The bells on his pink heels jingled with every thrust, and his heavy silicone breasts swung beneath the bench, the nipple clamps tugging with each movement.

"Sucking one cock while another fucks your sissy ass," she continued, bringing the crop down harder. "Leaking like a desperate little slut from a chastity cage you can't even touch. You can pretend all you want, but that constant drip from your locked cock tells me everything."

Mark's face burned crimson. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the pink steel, another thick string of precum stretching toward the floor.

The humiliation burned through him, mixing with the relentless stretch of the dildo in his ass and the way his throat kept opening around the one in his mouth. He couldn't deny how hard this made him, how the shame only made his body respond more eagerly.

Charlene paused her strikes to run the crop's tip between his cheeks, pressing it against the base of the machine's shaft where it disappeared inside him.

"Tomorrow I'm taking you to Glamworld for a full makeover. The appointment is already booked. Full makeover. Hair, makeup, nails, everything including a few surprises. You're going to walk out looking like the perfect bimbo sissy maid for everyone to see."

She brought the crop down again, harder this time, the sharp sting making his ass clench and his bells ring louder.

Mark moaned around the cock in his throat, more precum leaking steadily from the chastity cage as the machine continued its relentless rhythm.

Charlene's crop cracked across his left cheek again, the leather biting deep. "Take it all the way down your throat, sissy. Every fucking inch." She swung again, harder this time, the sharp sting making his body jerk forward on the bench.

Mark's eyes watered as the wall-mounted dildo pushed past the five-inch mark. The thick silicone stretched his lips wide, the head already nudging the back of his throat. He gagged, saliva dripping down the shaft, but Charlene wasn't slowing down.

"That's right, look at those marks. Five inches already and you're only halfway there." Another strike landed on his right cheek, then his left, the crop moving in a steady rhythm. "You used to pretend you were some big alpha, now you're getting your throat fucked while a machine fucks your cute sissy ass."

She reached down and twisted the dial on the fucking machine. The massive dildo pushed deeper, forcing well past the resistance of his stretched hole. Mark moaned around the cock in his mouth as the machine worked the thick shaft into him inch by inch. The bells on his heels jingled frantically with each thrust.

Twelve inches in your ass now," Charlene purred, bringing the crop down harder. "And look at that mouth. You're past seven on the wall cock too. Keep going."

The machine kept driving forward, relentless and mechanical. Mark's fake tits swung beneath the bench, the nipple clamps pulling with every movement. His stomach pressed flat against the padded surface while his ass took the brutal fucking. The dildo in his throat pushed deeper with each forward rock of his body.

"We're not stopping until you take all ten inches down your throat and all twelve up your ass," she announced, striking both cheeks in quick succession. "All night if that's what it takes."

Mark's cock throbbed uselessly in the pink chastity cage, precum pouring from the slit in a steady stream. It dripped between his spread thighs, pooling on the floor beneath the bench. The humiliation burned through him—sucking one cock while another machine-fucked his ass, dressed like a sissy maid, locked away and denied. His throat relaxed around the thick shaft as he pushed forward, trying to take more.

"That's it, good girl," Charlene cooed, running the crop between his cheeks where the machine's shaft disappeared inside him. "Relax that throat. Let it slide all the way down."

The machine clicked up another notch. Twelve inches of thick dildo pressed relentlessly into his stretched hole while the wall-mounted cock forced past eight inches in his mouth. Mark's eyes streamed as he gagged and swallowed, his body rocking between the two shafts. The bells kept jingling. His nipples ached from the constant tugging. And still the precum leaked, forming a puddle on the floor.

Charlene brought the crop down again and again, painting red lines across his ass while she watched her husband get thoroughly used by both cocks. "We have all night, sissy. Every inch goes in before you're done."

The crop cracked across both cheeks again, leaving fresh red lines over the existing welts. Mark's body jerked forward on the bench, driving the wall-mounted dildo deeper into his throat while the machine kept its relentless pace behind him.

Twelve inches. Ten inches. I agreed to this. I fucking consented to all of it.

His balls drew up tight against the pink steel cage at the thought of tomorrow's salon appointment. People would see him like this—dressed, locked, plugged, already stretched and used. The humiliation of walking into that busy salon in full sissy maid attire made his trapped cock throb painfully, sending another thick string of precum dripping to the floor.

"That's it, take it deeper," Charlene ordered, bringing the crop down in quick succession. “Nine inches in your throat already. Look at those marks on the wall. You're getting there."

The machine clicked higher. The massive dildo pushed the full twelve inches inside him faster, forcing his hole wider around the thick shaft. Mark's eyes watered as the wall cock slid past nine inches, the head pressing insistently down his throat. He forced himself to relax, swallowing around the intrusion.

She planned this. The machine. The salon. Everything. And I lost the bets that made it all possible.

Mark's thighs trembled as he rocked between the two cocks. The bells on his heels jingled with every movement. His fake tits swung beneath him, the nipple clamps tugging with each forward thrust. The thick plug that had been inside him earlier was nothing compared to this relentless mechanical fucking. His hole burned from the stretch, but his body kept accepting more.

Charlene brought the crop down harder, painting fresh stripes across his ass. “Nine and a half inches in your throat. You're almost there. Just a bit more and that wall cock disappears completely."

The machine drove forward again. Twelve inches of thick dildo filled his ass, the head nudging deep inside him. Mark gagged around the wall-mounted shaft as it pushed past nine inches, saliva pouring down the silicone. His throat convulsed but he forced himself to take it, pushing forward until his nose nearly touched the wall.

His balls ached with denied need, the chastity cage keeping him painfully hard and useless. Precum continued to leak steadily, forming a growing puddle on the floor. The humiliation of being machine-fucked while sucking another cock, all while knowing tomorrow would bring even more public exposure, made his entire body burn with shameful arousal.

Mark pushed forward desperately, his throat opening around the thick shaft. The head slid deeper, past his gag reflex, until his lips finally pressed against the rubber balls on the wall. All ten inches buried in his mouth. At the same moment, the machine clicked one final time and the full twelve inches disappeared inside his ass once more, the base pressing flush against his stretched hole.

"There it is," Charlene said, running her hand over his trembling ass. "Both cocks fully inside you. I hope you enjoyed this, sissy because tomorrow will be a day to remember."


Chapter 4

Charlene drove the black Jeep along the main street of their small town, the tires crunching against the ground. The afternoon sun reflected off storefront windows and the chrome trim of parked cars.

Mark sat beside her, his short black-and-white sissy maid dress barely covering anything. The white apron had ridden up during the drive, leaving the pink steel chastity cage and the tattoo above it completely exposed. His long pink gel nails dug into the seat fabric as another bump sent fresh sensations through his body.

The massive plug inside him shifted with every movement, pressing relentlessly against his prostate. His fake double-F breasts pulled on the nipple clamps with each breath, the metal teeth biting deeper whenever the vehicle slowed or turned.

The pink heels with their tiny bells forced his arches into an unnatural curve, and his feet throbbed from the pressure. White stockings with pink ribbons at the tops clung to his lotion-softened legs, the floral scent mixing with the smell of latex from Charlene's trousers.

Charlene pulled in beside the curb, killed the engine and turned toward him. The keys to the chastity cage rested between her breasts, catching the sunlight. She smiled, that same knowing curve of her lips that had appeared the moment the bet was made.

"You better hurry, sissy," she said. "You don't want to be late for your makeover."

Mark's heart hammered against his ribs. Through the windshield he could see the bright pink sign above the salon door and the silhouettes of stylists moving inside. His caged cock twitched uselessly, another bead of clear fluid leaking from the tiny slit. The plug ground deeper as he shifted in his seat.

Charlene reached over and placed her hand on his bare thigh, just above the stocking top. Her fingers traced the edge of the pink ribbon.

"Before we go in there, I need to hear it from you," she said, her voice dropping lower. "Do you consent to this? To walk into that salon dressed like my locked sissy maid? To let them see your cage, your plug, your tattoos? To everything I'm going to do to you today?"

Mark's breath caught in his throat. The chastity cage felt tighter as his cock tried to swell inside the pink steel. He could feel every heartbeat pulsing through his trapped shaft, the metal pressing against his sensitive skin. Another thick drop of precum squeezed out and ran down the cage.

"Yes, I lost the bets" he whispered, then cleared his throat. "Yes, I consent to this."

His cock throbbed in the chastity cage, the metal clicking as it strained against the unyielding steel. He couldn't deny how much being her locked sissy maid turned him on. The humiliation of sitting there exposed, the weight of the plug grinding against his prostate, the bite of the nipple clamps, the knowledge that everyone inside that salon would see exactly what he'd become—it all made his trapped cock leak steadily.

"I consent to being your sissy maid," he continued, his voice trembling. "I consent to the cage. To the plug. To whatever makeover you want them to give me. I lost the bet and will honour the consequences."

Charlene's smile widened. She gave his thigh a firm squeeze.

"Good girl," she said. "Now get out and walk in there like the pretty little maid you are. Everyone's going to see exactly what you are now."

Mark's legs trembled as he climbed out of the vehicle and walked over to the salon. The bells on his heels chimed with every small movement. The short dress rode up as he stepped across the sidewalk, exposing the crotchless thong and the tattoos on his ass.

The plug made walking awkward, each step forcing the thick silicone to grind inside him. His fake breasts swayed heavily, the nipple clamps sending constant sparks of sensation through his chest. The chastity cage bounced against his thighs, the lock clicking softly with every stride.

Charlene followed close behind, her boots clicking on the pavement. She placed a hand on the small of his back, right over the "Charlene's bitch" tattoo, and guided him toward the salon door. The chastity keys swayed between her breasts with each step, a constant visual reminder of who held control.

Mark took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling beneath the weight of the fake breasts and the bite of the nipple clamps. He opened the salon door, and stepped inside for whatever makeover Charlene had planned for him.

Mark's stomach twisted into knots as they entered the salon. The bell above the door chimed, but the chatter inside died instantly. Every pair of eyes snapped toward them. The smell of hair dye and perfume hit him, thick and sweet, while his heels clicked against the tile floor, the bells attached to his heels like gunshots in the sudden silence.

He felt the tiny maid dress riding up with each step, the hem barely covering the tops of his thighs. The chastity cage pressed tight between his legs, the steel warm from his body heat, and the long pink nails made his hands look ridiculous as he clutched the small pink purse against his chest.

His face felt naked without makeup yet, and he knew everyone could see them. The customers in the styling chairs stared openly. One woman’s mouth fell open. Another let out a short, sharp gasp that echoed through the dead-quiet room.

Mark’s face burned. He kept his eyes on the floor, but that only made him more aware of the soft swish of the dress against his smooth thighs and the way the garter straps tugged with every mincing step. His cock tried to swell inside the cage, the familiar ache blooming hot and helpless. They all know. They all see what I am.

Two stylists behind the counter turned, saw him, and burst into laughter they didn’t bother to hide. One whispered something to the other and they both giggled harder. Mark’s ears rang. His knees felt weak. He wanted to turn and run, but Charlene’s hand on his lower back kept him moving forward.

At the reception counter a tall blonde leaned forward, big breasts straining against a tight black tank top. Silver bars pushed visibly against the thin fabric over her nipples. She grinned, reached across, and shook Charlene’s hand with easy familiarity.

“Charlene,” she said, voice bright and carrying. “So glad you made it.”

Charlene smiled back but said nothing about knowing her. Mark’s heart hammered. He kept staring at the floor until Rebecca turned to him, eyes sparkling with mischief. She extended her hand again.

“And you must be Mark,” she announced, loud enough for every stylist and customer to hear the unmistakably male name. “Here for your makeover and a few other surprises today?”

Mark’s throat closed. He managed a tiny nod, hand trembling as he took hers. Her grip was firm, warm. The name hung in the air like a spotlight. Someone in the back row of chairs let out another soft laugh. Mark’s blush spread down his neck and chest. The chastity cage gave another painful throb.

Rebecca’s smile widened. She didn’t let go of his hand right away. “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’re going to make you look absolutely gorgeous.”

Rebecca’s voice carried across the silent salon. “First thing on the list is a full body wax. If you could follow me?” She turned without waiting for an answer, hips swaying as she led the way toward the back rooms.

Mark’s pink heels clicked with every tiny step, the little bells on the straps ringing loud in the dead quiet. The sound bounced off the mirrors and tile, announcing his presence to every customer and stylist he passed.

His face burned hotter with each ring. He kept his eyes down, but he could feel the stares drilling into him—the women in the chairs twisting to watch, the stylists behind their stations smirking or outright laughing again.

His short pink dress rode up with every step, the hem barely brushing the tops of his thighs. The flat steel cage stayed fully exposed beneath it, the metal glinting under the bright salon lights.

The heavy plug inside him shifted with each mincing movement, pressing deeper, making his knees wobble. The massive silicone tits strapped to his chest swayed and tugged at his clamped nipples, sending sharp little jolts through him. He clutched the tiny pink purse tighter against his chest, long pink nails scraping the cheap plastic.

They can all see the chastity cage. They can all see the plug. They know exactly what I am.

Charlene stayed behind, sinking into one of the big leather client chairs near the front. She crossed her legs in the tight black latex pants, the keys to the chastity cage nestled between her breasts in the matching tank top.

Her black boots rested under the chair, and she watched him go with a small, satisfied smile. Her pussy was soaked, clit throbbing as she watched her sissy husband parade past everyone on his way to be stripped bare.

Rebecca pushed open a door at the back and held it for him. “Right in here, Mark,” she said, loud enough for the whole salon to hear the name again. He stepped inside on shaking legs, the bells still jingling with every movement. The transformation was only beginning.


Chapter 5

Rebecca closed the door behind them with a soft click that somehow sounded final. The back room was smaller than the main salon, brightly lit with a long padded table in the center and shelves of supplies along one wall. The air smelled faintly of wax and antiseptic wipes.

She turned to face him, her devilish smile widening as she looked him over from head to toe. "Before we start, Mark, I need to ask. Do you consent to this full body wax and the tanning session that comes after?"

Mark stood frozen, the bells on his heels still faintly jingling from the walk. His throat felt tight. "Y-yes," he whispered.

"Good," she said, stepping closer. "Now take everything off."

His stomach dropped. The blush that had been burning his face spread down his neck and across his chest. He reached for the hem of the tiny pink dress with shaking hands, fingers fumbling over the fabric. He pulled it up and over his head, the material catching briefly on the massive silicone tits strapped to his chest.

When the dress finally came free, the straps of the breast forms tugged hard on his clamped nipples before he removed them. The sudden release sent a sharp sting through both nipples, the sensitive buds red and swollen from hours of pressure.

He set the dress aside and reached for the crotchless thong next. The thin strip of fabric peeled away from his skin, leaving the flat pink steel cage even more exposed. The chastity cage itself was small and tight, his balls already drawn up from the constant pressure and humiliation.

He bent to unbuckle the pink heels, the little bells chiming with each movement as he slipped them off and set them on the floor.

Next came the white tights with their pink ribbons at the thighs. He rolled them down slowly, the sheer material sliding over his smooth legs until he stepped out of them one foot at a time.

Completely naked now except for the chastity cage and the thick pink plug still buried in his ass, Mark instinctively tried to cover himself. Both hands dropped in front of the cage, fingers trembling as he attempted to hide the metal prison from her view.

Rebecca chuckled softly and shook her head. "Don't worry about that. Relax. That pink plug looks perfect in you, by the way. Leave it right where it is."

She then poured clear solution onto a soft cloth and pressed it firmly against the fading temporary tattoo above his crotch. The ink lifted in wet streaks, the cloth wiping away the last remnants of Charlene's Halloween design until smooth, bare skin remained.

She moved behind him next, repeating the process on the lower back tattoo, the cloth sliding over each ass cheek to erase the designs completely. Finally she knelt and rubbed the solution over his hamstrings, watching the ink dissolve and disappear, leaving his skin unmarked and ready for whatever came next.

She gestured to the table. "Face down first."

Mark climbed onto the padded surface on shaky legs, settling onto his stomach. The plug shifted inside him as he moved, pressing against his prostate with every tiny adjustment. Rebecca moved around the table, her hands warm as she positioned his arms and legs slightly apart. She studied his back and ass with a critical eye.

"Not much hair here at all," she murmured, running her fingers lightly over his skin. "This won't take long."

She started with his shoulders, spreading the warm wax in smooth strokes. The heat felt strange against his skin, followed by the sharp sting of the strips being pulled away. She worked methodically down his back, her gloved hands efficient and professional. When she reached his ass, she paused for a moment.

"Lift a little," she instructed, and Mark raised his hips just enough for her to work around the base of the plug. The wax strips came away clean, leaving his skin smooth and slightly pink. She moved down his thighs and calves, the process repetitive but thorough.

Throughout it all, Mark kept his face pressed into the padded headrest, his breathing shallow. The plug remained firmly seated inside him, the base pressing against his cheeks with every shift of his body. Rebecca worked in silence for a while, the only sounds the soft rip of wax strips and the occasional comment about how smooth he already was.

Rebecca watched him roll onto his back with that same wicked little smile, her eyes immediately dropping to the pink steel cage nestled between his smooth thighs. The moment she saw it fully exposed, she let out a bright, delighted giggle that made Mark's face burn even hotter.

"Oh my god, look at that adorable little thing," she cooed, leaning in closer to inspect the flat pink chastity cage. "It's so tiny and cute! Your wife really knows how to keep you in your place, doesn't she?"

Mark's hands twitched at his sides, desperately wanting to cover himself again, but Rebecca's gaze pinned him in place. His mouth opened and closed several times before any words came out. "I... I lost a bet," he finally managed to stutter, his voice barely above a whisper. "With my wife. Charlene."

"Mmm, whatever you say," Rebecca said, her fingers brushing lightly over the metal cage in a way that made him shiver. "But look at you, honoring it so perfectly. Most men would try to weasel out of something like this, but here you are, completely committed. That takes real dedication and consent."

She picked up the wax pot again, dipping the applicator with deliberate slowness. "And honestly? You have the perfect face and figure for this. Those delicate features, that slim little waist... you're going to make such a convincing sissy maid once we're done with you."

Mark's blush spread down his chest as she began applying warm wax to his groin, working carefully around the chastity cage. The heat made him squirm, but Rebecca's hands were steady as she pressed the strips into place. When she ripped the first one away from the sensitive skin beside his balls, he couldn't stop the small whimper that escaped his throat.

"Shhh, you're doing so well," she murmured, already applying the next strip. "Such a good girl for taking this so bravely."

She worked methodically around his balls, the wax strips pulling away every last trace of hair until the skin was completely smooth and pink. Mark's breathing came in short, shallow gasps as she moved to his crotch, the chastity cage shifting slightly with each careful tug of the strips.

The humiliation of having his most private areas handled so clinically while she complimented his appearance made his trapped cock strain uselessly against the metal.

"Almost there," Rebecca said cheerfully, finishing the last strip on his inner thighs. "Now you're completely hairless below the eyebrows, just like a proper sissy should be."

She stepped away for a moment, returning with a delicate pink bra and matching thong. "Your wife was very specific about these. She doesn't want these areas tanned at all."

Mark's hands shook as he took the tiny garments from her. The bra was barely more than lace and strings, and the thong was so small.

He sat up slowly, the plug shifting inside him as he maneuvered the bra around his chest. The cups were designed to sit just below where his silicone breasts would go, leaving strategic tan lines that would be visible even with the fake breasts attached. The thong was worse - when he stepped into it and pulled it up, the thin strip of fabric disappeared between his cheeks while the front barely covered the cage, leaving most of his smooth, hairless skin exposed to the tanning solution.

"Perfect," Rebecca said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Now lie back down and we'll get you all golden and pretty."

Mark settled onto his back again, the cool air making him acutely aware of every inch of exposed skin. Rebecca picked up the spray tan gun, testing the nozzle before beginning at his feet and working her way up. The fine mist felt strange against his freshly waxed skin, and she moved with practiced efficiency, making sure to cover every inch while carefully avoiding the bra and thong lines.

"You know, you're going to look absolutely stunning when this is done," she said as she worked up his legs. "That petite little figure of yours is perfect for those sissy dresses. The way your waist nips in, those slim hips... Charlene is going to have such a gorgeous little maid to show off."

She moved to his torso, the spray hitting his chest and stomach in careful, even passes. "And that face of yours - so delicate and feminine already. Once we get your hair styled and your makeup done properly, no one will be able to tell you were ever a man. Well, except for that cute little chastity cage, of course."

Mark lay there mortified, his face burning as she continued to compliment his feminine attributes while the tanning solution coated his body. The plug remained firmly seated in his ass, a constant reminder of his submission, and every shift of his body made it press against his prostate in the most distracting way.

"Turn over for me," Rebecca instructed, and he rolled onto his stomach so she could spray his back and the exposed curves of his ass around the thong. "There we go. Such a perfect, round little bottom. You're going to look incredible in those tiny maid outfits."

She finished with his arms and shoulders, stepping back to survey her work with obvious satisfaction. "There. Now we just need to let this set for a few minutes, and then we can move on to the next step of your transformation. How are you feeling, sweetheart?"

Mark could only manage a shaky nod, his voice apparently having abandoned him entirely. The combination of complete exposure, the humiliating compliments, and the knowledge that he would soon be paraded back through the salon with obvious tan lines from the bra and thong was almost too much to bear.

But beneath the overwhelming embarrassment, there was that familiar dark thrill that kept him compliant, kept him enduring each new humiliation with a mixture of shame and desperate arousal.

Rebecca's smile was knowing as she watched him squirm on the table, clearly enjoying every moment of his transformation.

Rebecca stepped back with a satisfied smirk, her eyes roaming over Mark's freshly waxed and spray-tanned body. She reached for a small white towel from the shelf and held it out to him. "Here you go, sweetheart. Time for your manicure, pedicure, and makeover."

Mark's fingers trembled as he took the tiny towel, barely large enough to cover anything meaningful. Rebecca didn't wait for him to adjust it properly before she was guiding him toward the door with a gentle hand on his lower back. "Come along now. Charlene's waiting to see the new you."

The moment she opened the door, the salon fell into that same dead silence from earlier. Every stylist and customer turned to stare as Rebecca led Mark out into the main area, the little towel clutched desperately in front of his caged crotch.

The pink bra and thong stood out starkly against his golden-tanned skin, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the bulge of his chastity cage or the way the thong disappeared between his smooth cheeks.

Gasps and giggles erupted from the watching women. A middle-aged customer with rollers in her hair pressed a hand to her mouth, eyes wide with shock and amusement. Two younger stylists behind the reception desk exchanged knowing looks before bursting into laughter. Mark's face burned crimson as he minced forward on unsteady legs.

Rebecca led him straight to the station right beside the massive front window, where anyone walking past on the busy downtown street could see inside. The chair faced outward, giving passersby an unobstructed view of the salon interior. Mark's stomach dropped as he realized how exposed he would be.

"Right here, darling," Rebecca said cheerfully, patting the seat. Mark lowered himself into the chair, the pink plug shifting inside him as he sat. The towel barely covered his lap, and he could feel the cool air on his freshly waxed skin. Rebecca took the towel from his shaking hands and threw it in the laundry bin, the thin fabric doing little to conceal the pink bra straps or the way his caged cock pressed against the thong.

She secured the barbers cape around his neck with a flourish, then leaned down to whisper in his ear. "Time for your makeover, sissy."

Through the window, Mark could see people on the sidewalk slowing down to peer inside, their curious faces visible as they took in the sight of the feminized man in lingerie being prepared for his transformation.

Rebecca's fingers worked through his hair as she positioned him, making sure he was angled perfectly for maximum visibility from the street.


Chapter 6

Rebecca's fingers moved with practiced efficiency as she positioned Mark's hands under the UV lamp. "Alright, darling, let's get these old nails off first." She worked the acetone-soaked cotton around each artificial tip, the chemical smell sharp in the air.

Mark watched as his current gel extensions began to dissolve, leaving behind his natural nails that looked stubby and masculine in comparison.

"Don't worry, we'll fix that right up," Rebecca cooed, noticing his response. She selected a new set of industrial-strength gel tips from her drawer—clear acrylic forms that would extend a full inch and a half beyond his fingertips. "These are going to be absolutely stunning on you."

The process was methodical and humiliating. Rebecca applied adhesive to each nail bed, then carefully positioned the long forms.

Mark could feel the weight of them immediately, the way they made his hands look dainty and useless. She layered the clear gel with precision, curing each coat under the UV light while Mark sat frozen, aware of every eye watching through the window.

A group of college women had stopped outside, phones raised, recording the entire scene. Their laughter filtered through the glass as they pointed at the man in lingerie getting his nails done. Mark's face burned hotter with each passing moment.

"There we go," Rebecca announced, removing the forms to reveal the dramatic length. She began shaping them with an electric file, the buzzing sound filling the air. "These are going to be perfect for a sissy like you. Long enough to make everything just a little more difficult."

She selected the bubblegum pink polish from her collection, holding it up for Mark to see. "This shade is going to look incredible with your skin tone." The brush moved in smooth strokes across each nail, the vibrant pink transforming his hands completely. Three coats later, she applied a glossy topcoat that made them shine under the salon lights.

Mark stared at his transformed hands, the long pink nails catching the light with every tiny movement. They made even simple gestures look feminine and affected.

"Now for those toes," Rebecca said, sliding his feet into position. The same bubblegum pink polish went onto each toenail with the same careful attention, the color matching his fingernails perfectly.

"Perfect," she declared, stepping back to admire her work. "Now let's move on to that gorgeous face of yours."

Rebecca wheeled over a makeup station on a rolling cart, positioning it so Mark could see his reflection in the mirror while still being visible through the window. More people had gathered outside, their phones capturing every moment of his transformation.

"First, we're going to even out that skin tone," she explained, pumping concealer onto the back of her hand. She dabbed the light beige product under his eyes, around his nose, and across any blemishes. The coverage was flawless, erasing any trace of his natural masculine features.

"Foundation next," Rebecca continued, selecting a perfect match for his newly tanned skin. She applied it with a damp sponge, blending it down his neck. "This is going to give you that smooth, feminine complexion that everyone will notice."

Mark could feel the makeup settling on his skin like a mask, transforming him further with each layer. His reflection showed someone unrecognizable—someone soft and pretty and completely unlike the man he used to be.

"Now for some color," Rebecca said, swirling a fluffy brush in a peachy-pink blush. She applied it to the apples of his cheeks, blending upward toward his temples. "This is going to give you that fresh, innocent look that makes men want to corrupt you."

She moved to his eyes next, selecting a palette of shimmery pinks and soft browns. "Close your eyes for me, sweetheart." Her brush swept across his lids with expert precision, building layers of color that made his eyes appear larger and more doe-like.

"This eyeshadow is going to bring out those beautiful eyes of yours. Everyone's going to be staring into them, wondering what a pretty girl like you is doing in a place like this."

"Mascara time," she announced, unscrewing the wand. She coated his lashes with several thick layers, the black product making them appear longer and fuller. Each blink felt heavy with the weight of the mascara, a constant reminder of his feminization.

"Now for the eyeliner," Rebecca said, selecting a liquid pen with a fine tip. She drew precise wings at the outer corners of his eyes, extending them slightly for a cat-eye effect. "This is going to make your eyes look absolutely huge. Like a little doll."

Mark's hands trembled in his lap, the long pink nails clicking together nervously. Over in her seat, Charlene was watching, her phone in her hand. She pressed a button, and Mark knew she was activating the vibrator inside her panties, getting off on his public humiliation.

"Almost done with those eyes," Rebecca teased, adding a touch of white highlight to his inner corners. "There. Now everyone can see how pretty you are."

She selected a tube of lipstick in the same bubblegum pink as his nails. "Pucker up, darling." She applied the creamy color to his lips with careful strokes, then blotted them with a tissue. "This shade is going to look incredible when you're on your knees."

"And finally, the gloss," Rebecca said, applying a thick layer of clear gloss over the lipstick. The shine made his lips look plump and inviting, catching the light with every movement. "There we go. Now you're absolutely perfect."

She set the gloss aside and tilted his chin upward, studying his freshly painted face in the mirror.

Rebecca reached for a pair of tweezers and positioned herself in front of him. With quick, precise movements she began plucking stray hairs from his brows, shaping them into thin, sharply arched lines that gave his face a permanently surprised, feminine expression.

Each tug made Mark flinch, but he stayed still as instructed. Rebecca worked methodically, trimming and sculpting until both brows sat high and delicate above his eyes.

She brushed them into place with a spoolie, then stepped back to admire the effect. "Perfect. Those arches frame your eyes beautifully. Everyone outside will notice them right away." She patted his cheek and gestured toward the tanning bed. "Now let's get you bronzed."

Mark stared at his reflection in horror and arousal. The woman looking back at him was stunning—long pink nails, perfectly applied makeup, smooth tanned skin, and that unmistakable bulge in the thong that gave away his true identity. The combination was devastatingly humiliating.

Rebecca leaned down to whisper in his ear, her breath warm against his skin. "You look absolutely gorgeous, sweetheart. Those eyes are going to drive everyone crazy. And that mouth..." She traced his glossy lips with her finger. "Everyone's going to want to see what that pretty mouth can do."

Through the mirror, Mark could see Charlene behind him, her face flushed with pleasure as she watched his complete transformation. Her thighs pressed together as the vibrator worked against her g-spot and clit, and he knew she was close to the edge just from the blush on her cheeks.

The salon was filled with more customers, all of them stealing glances at the man getting his complete makeover. Their whispers and giggles created a constant backdrop of humiliation that made Mark's caged cock strain painfully against its confines.

"What do you think, everyone?" Rebecca called out to the watching crowd. "Doesn't our little sissy look absolutely stunning?"

The applause and laughter that followed made Mark want to sink through the floor, but his body betrayed him with another surge of desperate arousal that had nowhere to go.

Rebecca reached for a large box on the counter and lifted the lid to reveal a cascade of expensive bubblegum-pink hair. "This is the best money can buy," she told him, lifting the long, silky strands.

"Professional hair, the kind that actually moves like the real thing." She positioned the wig over Mark's head, carefully clipping the lace front into his own growing hairline.

"You'll wear this until your natural hair gets long enough to bleach and dye the same shade. Probably six months, maybe more."

She adjusted the fit until the hairline looked completely natural, then began working with a curling iron. Each section of the long pink strands was wrapped around the hot barrel, creating perfect spiral curls that bounced when she released them. The curls framed his face in a soft, ultra-feminine style that made his made-up features look even more delicate.

"There," she said, stepping back. "Now you look like a proper bimbo doll." She spritzed his face with a fine mist of setting solution that locked the makeup in place, then sprayed the curls with a light-hold hairspray that gave them bounce without stiffness.

Finally she picked up a crystal bottle and misted him with perfume—something sweet and floral that clung to his skin and hair.

"Mmm, you smell as pretty as you look," Rebecca purred, leaning close. "Those eyes are going to break hearts, sweetheart. And that mouth... everyone who sees you is going to imagine those glossy pink lips wrapped around their cock."

Outside the window the crowd had grown. A group of college guys had joined the girls, phones raised, openly recording. "Holy shit, look at that sissy!" one of them laughed. Mark's face burned hotter than ever, but he knew he consented to this.

Charlene's thighs trembled in her seat. The vibrator pressed relentlessly against her clit and g-spot, pushing her over the edge. She bit down hard on her lower lip, eyes squeezed shut as the orgasm ripped through her.

A small whimper escaped despite her efforts, her pussy clenching and soaking through her panties while she watched her husband being turned into a public spectacle.

Rebecca unfastened the barber's cape with a flourish, leaving Mark sitting in nothing but the pink bra, thong, and the long pink wig. His caged cock was visibly throbbing inside the thong, a fresh bead of precum glistening at the tip of the flat steel. The crowd outside cheered and whistled.

"Alright, princess," Rebecca said brightly. "Time to get dressed again. Back to the tanning room we go." She took his hand and led him through the main salon area, the long pink curls bouncing with each step. Every stylist and customer turned to watch. Some laughed openly. Others simply stared, eyes fixed on the obvious wet spot spreading across the front of his thong. The pink plug shifted inside him with each movement.

The long pink nails made his hands look dainty and useless as he tried to cover himself, but there was nowhere to hide. Everyone could see the chastity cage bulge, the precum dripping down his thighs, the complete and total humiliation written across his made-up face.

When they reached the tanning room, Rebecca closed the door behind them. "Get changed, sweetheart. Your sissy maid outfit is waiting." She gestured to the pile of clothing on the bench—fake breasts, tiny pink dress, white stockings with pink bows, and the pink heels with their humiliating bells. "And don't forget to return the bra and thong to me. And the plug stays in."

Mark removed the bra and thong before reaching for the dress with trembling hands, the long pink nails making even simple movements awkward and feminine.

Rebecca turned with a bright smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "There are still a few surprises that Charlene prepared for you, if you can follow me." She headed back out into the main salon area, her heels clicking confidently on the tile.

Once fully dressed, Mark followed behind her, fully transformed into a sissy maid. The tiny pink dress barely covered his ass, the white stockings with pink bows clinging to his smooth legs, and the pink heels with bells jingling with every mincing step.

His fake silicone breasts bounced in the frilly bodice, the long bubblegum-pink wig cascading in perfect curls around his heavily made-up face. The flat pink steel chastity cage strained visibly, a fresh bead of precum glistening at the tip of the steel.

The stylists and customers turned to watch, laughter and comments filling the air. "Look at that sissy maid!" one stylist called out. "Those pink nails are so cute!" Another customer giggled. Phones were raised again, cameras clicking as Mark passed through the room, his face burning with humiliation.

Rebecca led him toward another section of the salon where a piercing and tattoo station waited, the equipment gleaming under bright lights. The crowd's laughter and whispers followed him every step of the way, his bells jingling like a humiliating announcement of his complete transformation.


Chapter 7

Rebecca stepped closer to Mark, her voice dropping to a low, intimate tone that still carried through the quiet salon. "Before we continue, I need to ask you something important. Your wife has planned a few surprises for you today. Do you consent to whatever she has arranged?"

Mark's face burned crimson beneath the fresh makeup. His throat worked as he swallowed hard, the glossy lips parting slightly. Every pair of eyes in the salon seemed fixed on him, waiting. The bells on his heels tinkled softly when he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

"Y-yes," he whispered, voice cracking. "I consent."

Rebecca's smile widened, wicked and pleased. "Good girl. Let's get started."

She guided him to a tall stool positioned directly in front of the large front window. Outside, a growing crowd pressed closer, phones raised, recording every second. Rebecca snapped on fresh gloves and selected a piercing gun loaded with a thick needle. She marked two spots on each earlobe with a white pencil, then leaned in close.

"Deep breath," she instructed.

The first sharp click punched through his right earlobe. Mark jerked, a small gasp escaping him. The second followed on the left. Rebecca worked quickly, threading large, shiny pink hoop earrings through the fresh holes. Each hoop was nearly three inches across, and dangling from the bottom curve in delicate script were the words "SISSY MAID" in glittering letters that caught the light.

She stepped back to admire them. "Perfect. They swing so nicely when you move. Everyone will see exactly what you are."

Mark's ears throbbed. The heavy hoops tugged with every tiny motion of his head, the words swinging visibly for the crowd outside to read.

Rebecca's gloved fingers traced the neckline of his dress. "Now pull the top down and remove those fake breasts for me."

His hands trembled as he reached up. The salon fell even quieter, stylists pausing mid-task, customers leaning forward in their chairs. Mark tugged the frilly neckline down, exposing the silicone breast forms glued to his chest.

With shaking fingers he peeled them away one by one, the clips attached to his nipples unclipping. His own flat chest appeared, nipples already stiff from the cool air and humiliation. The tan mark from the bra is clearly visible. Laughter rippled through the room.

"Look at that," one stylist giggled. "He actually had fake tits on."

"Pathetic," another customer murmured, phone clicking rapidly.

Rebecca took the forms and set them aside. She cleaned both of Mark's nipples with antiseptic wipes, the cold liquid making them tighten further. "These will look much better pierced," she said cheerfully. "Hold still."

She positioned the needle against his right nipple first. The sharp sting made Mark whimper as the needle slid through. Rebecca threaded a thick silver ring through the fresh hole and clicked it closed.

She repeated the process on the left side, the second ring sliding into place with another bright flash of pain. Mark's breathing came in short, shallow pants, his caged cock twitching visibly inside the thong.

Rebecca picked up the silicone breast forms again. She threaded each nipple ring through a small loop on the back of the forms, then clicked the implants firmly into place. The rings now held the heavy silicone securely against his chest, the weight tugging constantly on the fresh piercings.

"There we go," she said, stepping back to admire her work. "Those rings will keep the fake tits attached much longer. No more worrying about them falling off. And look how pretty your nipples look framed by the silver."

Mark stood frozen, the heavy forms now permanently attached through his own pierced flesh. Every breath made the implants sway, the rings pulling at his tender nipples. The crowd outside had grown larger, several people openly laughing and pointing at the new jewelry swinging from his ears and the way the breast forms now hung from actual piercings.

Charlene's hand clutched her handbag. The vibrator inside her panties buzzed relentlessly against her clit and g-spot.

She watched her husband stand exposed in the salon window, earrings declaring his new status, real piercings now holding the humiliating breast forms in place. Her thighs shook as the first orgasm crashed through her. She bit her lip hard to stay quiet, hips rocking against the seat as pleasure rolled through her body.

The toys didn't stop. Charlene's breath came in ragged gasps as the vibrations continued, pushing her straight into a second climax before the first had fully faded. Her juices soaked through her panties, the wet fabric clinging to her swollen folds. She pressed her palm hard between her legs, trying to muffle the buzzing, but the toys kept working, dragging her toward yet another peak.

Mark's eyes stayed fixed on the floor, the heavy hoops swinging from his ears, the breast forms pulling at his freshly pierced nipples with every tiny movement. The crowd outside continued to film, the stylists whispered and laughed, and Charlene's body convulsed through a third orgasm, watching her once-macho husband transformed into a pierced, labeled, publicly displayed sissy maid.

Rebecca set the piercing tools aside and reached for a fresh pair of gloves. The snap of latex echoed through the salon as she pulled them on. She wheeled a small cart closer, revealing a sleek black tattoo gun resting on a sterile tray beside several small pots of ink. Mark's eyes widened at the sight. Rebecca picked up the gun and held it up for him to see clearly.

"These next ones are permanent," she said, her voice carrying that same teasing lilt. "So I need to ask again. Do you consent to this?"

Mark's throat went dry. The heavy pink hoops swung against his cheeks, the words "SISSY MAID" glinting under the lights. The fresh nipple rings tugged with every shallow breath. He glanced at the crowd outside, phones still raised, then back at the tattoo gun in her hand.

"Y-yes," he whispered. "I consent."

"Good girl." Rebecca smiled and gestured to the tall stool again. "Close your eyes and keep them closed until I tell you otherwise."

Mark obeyed, lashes fluttering shut. He heard her step closer. Her fingers brushed his lips, rubbing firmly with a makeup wipe. The glossy pink lipstick came away, leaving his mouth bare and slightly swollen. The cool air hit the sensitive skin. Then the tattoo gun buzzed to life.

The vibration pressed directly against his upper lip first. Mark flinched at the sting, but stayed still as instructed. The needle traced along the edge of his mouth, outlining it wider than before. He could feel the shape changing, the line extending slightly beyond his natural lip line.

Rebecca worked methodically, filling in the outline with a permanent bubblegum-pink pigment. The buzzing continued across his lower lip next, widening that too. Mark's mind raced. He wondered if she was tattooing his lips permanently wider, fuller, unmistakably feminine and slutty. The thought made his caged cock twitch hard inside the pink steel.

"Keep those eyes closed," Rebecca reminded him when he started to peek. She wiped the area clean and applied a thin layer of ointment. The new tattooed lips felt tight and strange, permanently painted now.

She guided him to stand and turn around. Mark felt the back of his dress lifted. The cool air hit his lower back and ass. The tattoo gun buzzed again, this time pressing against the skin just above the cleft of his ass.

Rebecca worked in silence for several minutes, the needle dragging across his lower back in deliberate strokes. Mark couldn't see what she was writing, but the gasps and laughter from the crowd outside told him it was something obscene.

Next, he felt the tattoo gun above his crotch. Soon he heard, "Oh my god, look at that," one woman outside said loudly enough to carry through the glass. "She’s tattooing ‘PROPERTY OF CHARLENE’ right above his crotch."

Mark’s face burned hotter. The tattoo gun moved to his left ass cheek, then his right, the needle biting into the soft flesh. He could only imagine the designs—probably a symbol, maybe words, something that would mark him forever as Charlene’s sissy.

His cock strained desperately inside the rigid chastity cage, the pink steel pressing tight against his trapped shaft. Precum leaked steadily, soaking the front of the tiny thong.

Rebecca finished the last line on his right cheek and wiped the skin clean. She stepped back to admire her work. "Stand up straight and let everyone see."

Mark turned slowly, the bells on his heels jingling. The crowd outside erupted into fresh laughter and commentary. Several people pointed at his lower back and ass, phones clicking rapidly. He still couldn’t see the tattoos, but their reactions told him everything.

His mind flashed back through the last few weeks—the poker game that cost him another month locked, the coin flip that sealed his fate for another month, the delivery of toys that included the locking gag and flogger now waiting at home.

Every bet had led him here, standing in a busy salon with permanent lip tattoos, nipple rings holding fake tits in place, and fresh ink declaring his ownership across his ass.

Rebecca lowered the dress back into place, the fabric barely covering the new lower back tattoo. "You can open your eyes now."

Mark blinked, adjusting to the light. His tattooed lips felt foreign when he parted them to breathe. The heavy hoops swung against his jaw. Outside, the crowd continued to film and laugh, capturing every detail of his transformation.

Charlene’s body shook through another powerful orgasm, the vibrator pressed hard against her clit as she watched her husband receive his permanent markings.

Mark's lashes fluttered open. His gaze immediately dropped to his reflection in the full-length mirror beside the station. The words hit him like a slap. Across his upper lip, in thick bold black letters, the word "SISSY" stretched from corner to corner.

Below it, on his lower lip, "MAID" mirrored the same heavy font. Both were unmistakably permanent. His breath caught in his throat, lips parting in a shocked gasp that only made the tattoos more visible.

He looked down. Above his caged cock, just below the waistband of the tiny thong, "PROPERTY OF MISTRESS CHARLENE" stretched across his lower crotch in the same thick black lettering. The words curved slightly with his skin, impossible to miss.

When Rebecca gestured for him to turn, he pivoted slowly on his heels. His left ass cheek now bore "SPANK ME" in matching bold script. His right cheek displayed a large, stylized lipstick kiss print, the outline crisp and permanent. Above the cleft of his ass, an arrow pointed downward with the words "INSERT COCK HERE" arched across his lower back.

Mark's manicured fingers flew to his mouth. The long pink nails trembled against his freshly tattooed lips. Heat flooded his face as the full weight of what Rebecca had done settled over him. Every tattoo was permanent. Every word, every arrow, every humiliating declaration would remain on his body for the rest of his life.

Rebecca smiled and held out a tube of bubblegum-pink lipstick and a matching gloss. "I bet you're going to want to wear this lipstick all the time now," she teased, her voice light and knowing.

She was right. Mark's hands shook as he took the lipstick, uncapped it, and applied it thickly over the black letters. The bright pink covered the words but couldn't erase them. He followed with a heavy coat of gloss, the shine making his lips look even fuller and more obscene. The permanent markings beneath still showed faintly through the layers.

Charlene appeared behind him, her black latex pants creaking softly. She raised her hand and delivered a sharp slap directly across the "SPANK ME" tattoo. The sound cracked through the salon. Mark yelped, his caged cock jerking inside the steel.

"You look incredible, sissy," Charlene purred, rubbing the spot she'd just struck. "I'm so happy with your makeover." She turned to Rebecca, pulling her into a tight hug. The two women laughed and exchanged a few quiet words before Charlene handed over her card. The payment processed while Mark stood frozen, staring at his transformed reflection.

Charlene tucked her wallet away and stepped up beside him. Her hand slid down to squeeze his freshly tattooed ass. "It's time to go," she said, her voice sweet and commanding. She walked to the front door, pulled it open, and gestured to the busy sidewalk outside. The crowd that had gathered at the windows was still there, phones raised, waiting.

Mark's heels clicked against the tile as he approached the threshold. The tiny pink dress barely covered anything. The new tattoos on his lower back and ass were fully visible beneath the hem. His caged cock strained and leaked.

He stepped through the doorway into the afternoon sun, the bells on his heels jingling with every shaky step while Charlene followed close behind, smiling at the stares and laughter that erupted around them.


Chapter 8

The afternoon sun hit Mark like a spotlight the moment his pink heels stepped onto the sidewalk. The bells on his straps jingled with every shaky step, drawing every eye on the busy street. Phones lifted instantly. People pointed. Laughter rippled through the crowd.

"Holy shit, look at that sissy!"

"Those tattoos are real?"

"Check out the cage around his cock—it's leaking!"

"That plug is huge!"

Mark's face burned under the thick makeup. His short pink dress rode up with each step, exposing the flat steel chastity cage, the dripping head of his trapped cock, and the bold black letters above it: PROPERTY OF MISTRESS CHARLENE. The arrow on his lower back pointed straight down to his ass, the words INSERT COCK HERE impossible to miss. SPANK ME stood out on his left cheek. The lipstick kiss on his right cheek caught the light every time he moved.

His long pink nails trembled at his sides. The heavy hoop earrings swung with every step, the words SISSY MAID flashing for everyone to read. The nipple rings tugged with each bounce of the massive fake tits, sending sharp sparks of sensation straight to his caged cock.

The thick plug shifted inside him, grinding against his prostate, forcing fresh precum to bead and drip down the steel.

Charlene strode ahead, her black latex dress creaking, red heels clicking confidently. She glanced back with a wicked smile. "I had to park a few blocks away, sissy. Hope those heels are broken in."

Mark stumbled after her, bells ringing loudly. Every storefront window reflected his image back at him—a pink sissy maid with painted lips, long acrylic nails, and permanent tattoos on full display. His cock strained harder with each reflection, the cage biting into his swollen flesh. The more people laughed, the more his trapped shaft throbbed uselessly.

"Look at it twitch!"

"That cage is dripping!"

"What a pathetic little whore!"

A group of women outside a café pointed and cackled. One of them raised her phone higher. "Smile for the camera, sissy!"

Mark's knees nearly buckled. His face flushed deeper. His cock jerked inside the steel, another thick drop of precum sliding down his thigh. The humiliation was crushing, overwhelming, and it only made him harder.

Charlene reached the car first. She unlocked it and slid into the driver's seat, crossing her legs as she waited. Mark opened the passenger door with shaking hands and climbed inside, the short dress riding up completely. The plug pressed deeper as he sat, forcing a soft whimper from his glossed lips.

Charlene turned to him, one hand resting on the wheel. Her eyes sparkled with satisfaction. "Mark," she said softly, "do you still consent to the bet? To all of this?"

Mark looked down at his tattooed body, at the cage leaking between his spread thighs, at the massive fake tits straining against the pink dress. His voice came out small, trembling, but clear.

"Yes. I consent."

Charlene's teeth sank into her lower lip as the vibrator thrummed relentlessly against her swollen clit and pressed deep against her g-spot. Her thighs clenched around the buzzing toy, slick arousal soaking through the thin red thong.

Every bump in the road sent fresh pulses of pleasure through her, making her breath hitch and her knuckles whiten on the steering wheel. She kept her eyes forward, fighting the urge to moan out loud while her husband sat beside her in full sissy display.

Mark shifted uncomfortably in the passenger seat, the short pink dress bunched around his waist, his steel chastity cage on full view. The thick plug inside him shifted with every movement, grinding against his prostate. His massive fake tits bounced with the nipple rings tugging at his sensitive flesh. He glanced out the window, then back at the unfamiliar route.

"Where are we going?" he asked, voice small and uncertain.

Charlene laughed, low and throaty, her hips rolling slightly against the vibrator. "If you're going to be my sissy maid as part of the bet, you need to learn to act like one. That means formal training."

Mark's stomach dropped. He watched the city streets fade into tree-lined roads, then a long private driveway winding up to a secluded manor. The building loomed ahead, elegant and imposing. Charlene pulled the car to a stop right in front of the entrance, killed the engine, and turned to face him. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with arousal and dominance.

"Mark," she said, voice steady despite the vibrator still working her over, "do you consent to formal training as a sissy maid?"

He stared at her, at the keys nestled between her breasts, at his own tattooed body reflected in the rearview mirror. His caged cock throbbed painfully, leaking fresh precum down the steel. The humiliation was crushing, and it only made him harder.

"Yes," he whispered. "I consent."

Charlene smiled, satisfied. She opened her door and stepped out, striding confidently toward the manor entrance in her black latex dress and red heels. Mark climbed out on shaky legs, the bells on his pink heels jingling with every step.

He couldn't stop staring at his wife's ass, the confident sway of her hips, the way the latex clung to every curve. His trapped cock strained harder, the cage biting into his swollen flesh.

They reached the heavy front door. Charlene pressed the bell. The sound echoed inside. Mark stood beside her, exposed and trembling, the plug shifting inside him, his fake tits bouncing with each nervous breath.

Minutes passed. Then the door opened.

A tall, red-headed woman stood in the doorway, perhaps fifty, with a stern, commanding presence. Her large breasts strained against a full-body black latex catsuit that gleamed under the light. Her hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and her lips curved into a knowing smirk as she looked Mark up and down.

Charlene turned to her with a bright smile. "Mistress Scarlett, this is my sissy maid husband, Mark. He's here for formal sissy maid training."

Mistress Scarlett's gaze swept over Mark's tattooed body, the leaking chastity cage, the massive fake tits with nipple rings, the bells on his heels. She arched one perfectly groomed brow.

"Well," she said, voice smooth and authoritative, "he certainly looks the part. Come inside, sissy. Your training begins now."


Chapter 9

Mistress Scarlett turned on her heel without another word, the polished floor echoing under her tall black boots. Her full-body latex catsuit creaked with every step, hugging the mature curves of her body.

The glossy black material stretched tight over her wide hips and thick, firm ass, each cheek flexing as she strode toward the wide staircase that led below. "Follow me," she ordered, her voice crisp and commanding, not bothering to look back.

Charlene's thighs trembled as she followed, her breath shallow. The vibrator buried against her clit and g-spot pulsed harder with every movement, the wet fabric of her panties sliding against her swollen folds.

She bit down hard on her lower lip, a soft whimper escaping as the toy ground relentlessly inside her. Her latex pants clung to her skin, the black material squeaking softly as she descended the stairs behind Mistress Scarlett.

Another deep throb from the vibrator sent her over the edge. Her knees buckled for a split second. She grabbed the railing, hips jerking forward as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her eyes fluttered, but she kept moving, the aftershocks making her pussy clench around the buzzing toy.

Mark followed last, his face burning crimson under the heavy makeup. The bells on his pink heels jingled with every careful step, the sound loud in the quiet manor. His massive fake tits bounced heavily with each movement, the nipple rings tugging sharply at his pierced flesh and sending sparks of sensation straight to his locked cock.

The short pink dress rode up with every stride, exposing the steel chastity cage, the leaking tip, and the humiliating tattoos across his lower crotch and ass. The thick plug shifted inside him, pressing against his prostate, making his trapped cock twitch uselessly against the unyielding metal.

At the bottom of the stairs, Mistress Scarlett paused and turned, arms crossed beneath her large breasts. The dungeon stretched out behind her—an enormous, fully equipped space bathed in low red lighting.

St. Andrew's crosses lined one wall, padded spanking benches and bondage tables filled the center, while racks of whips, canes, and floggers gleamed on another. Chains dangled from the ceiling, and a row of cages and stocks waited along the far side. The air smelled of leather, latex, and polished wood.

Charlene stood beside her, still flushed and breathing hard from her orgasm, thighs glistening with her own juices. She watched her husband with hungry eyes, the vibrator still humming softly inside her soaked panties. Mark's hands shook as he reached for the hem of the tiny pink dress, his face burning hotter as he prepared to expose himself completely in the vast, intimidating dungeon.

Mistress Scarlett led them into a spacious sitting room just off the main hallway. The walls were paneled in dark wood, the floor covered in thick rugs. A small table held a silver coffee service and a plate of delicate biscuits. She gestured politely to Charlene. "Please, make yourself comfortable. Coffee and biscuits are fresh. I imagine you'll enjoy watching the first lesson."

Charlene sat down, crossing her legs, her eyes bright with anticipation. She poured herself a cup, hands trembling slightly from the lingering effects of her orgasm.

Mistress Scarlett turned to Mark. He stood frozen in the center of the room, the bells on his heels still faintly jingling. She picked up a long, thin cane from a rack on the wall. The polished wood gleamed under the lamplight. She flexed it once between her hands, the sound sharp and menacing.

"It's time for you to learn to curtsy like a good girl," she said, her voice calm but commanding. She circled him slowly, the heels of her boots clicking on the hardwood. "Stand straight. Shoulders back. Chin up. Hands at your sides, fingers lightly touching the hem of your dress."

Mark obeyed instantly, his face burning. His cock strained painfully inside the chastity cage, the metal biting into his swollen flesh. The plug shifted inside him with every tiny movement.

"Now," Mistress Scarlett continued, tapping the cane lightly against her palm, "step back with your right foot. Cross it behind your left. Bend your knees. Keep your back straight. Lower yourself slowly, gracefully. Eyes down. Smile."

Mark tried. His right heel clicked behind his left, the bells chiming. He bent his knees, wobbling slightly, his fake breasts jiggling heavily. The cane cracked across his ass without warning. The sharp sting made him gasp, his body jerking forward.

"Again," she said, her tone unchanged. "Smoother. No wobbling. Keep those knees together."

He tried again. The cane struck twice more—once on each cheek—leaving bright red lines across the tattooed skin. Mark's breath came in short, shaky bursts. His cock leaked steadily, a thin strand of precum dripping from the cage to the floor.

"Better," Mistress Scarlett said. "Now add the voice. Soft. Sweet. 'Good evening, Mistress.'"

Mark curtsied again, his voice barely above a whisper. "Good evening, Mistress."

The cane snapped across his thighs. "Louder. More feminine."

He tried again, his voice cracking. "Good evening, Mistress."

She nodded. "Again."

For the next twenty minutes, she drilled him relentlessly. Every imperfect curtsy earned another stripe from the cane. His ass burned, covered in thin red welts that stood out against the black ink of his tattoos. His thighs trembled. Sweat beaded on his forehead, threatening to ruin his makeup. Yet his cock remained rock hard, the cage visibly straining, the tip glistening with constant leakage.

Charlene watched from her chair, completely transfixed. She had forgotten her coffee. Her thighs pressed together, her breath coming in shallow pants. The vibrator inside her hummed steadily, but she barely noticed it anymore.

Watching this tall, stern woman so effortlessly dominate her husband made her pussy throb with fresh need. Mark looked utterly broken already—obedient, trembling, desperate to please. Mistress Scarlett hadn't even raised her voice.

"Again," Mistress Scarlett commanded. "This time, hold the curtsy at the bottom for three seconds. Smile. Look up at me through your lashes."

Mark dropped into the curtsy, holding it, his legs shaking. The cane tapped his inner thigh. "Spread your knees just a fraction. Let me see that chastity cage."

He obeyed. The position exposed everything—the locked cock, the dripping tip, the humiliating tattoos. Mistress Scarlett smiled for the first time.

"Good girl," she said softly. "Now rise slowly. Offer your hand like you're presenting yourself for inspection."

Mark stood, extending one trembling hand. Mistress Scarlett took it, turning it over, examining his long pink nails. She ran the tip of the cane along the underside of his wrist.

"Very good," she murmured. "You're learning quickly. Your wife chose well."

Charlene's breath hitched. She pressed her thighs together harder, a small whimper escaping her lips. Mistress Scarlett glanced over, her smile widening.

"Would you like to see him serve tea in that position?" she asked Charlene. "Or shall we move on to the next lesson?"

Charlene laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with delight as the cane cracked sharply across both of Mark's ass cheeks, leaving a perfect red line over the fresh welts. "Of course," she said, her voice breathy with excitement.

Mistress Scarlett stepped back, cane still in hand. "Do as I trained you," she commanded.

Mark took short, careful steps across the room, one pink heel placed precisely in front of the other. The bells on his heels jingled with every movement. He stopped in front of Charlene, smiled sweetly, and took the hem of his dress in both hands. His knees bent smoothly, back straight, chin lowered as he dropped into a perfect curtsy.

Charlene clapped her hands together, beaming. "Brilliant!" She was soaked through her panties, the vibrator pressing relentlessly against her clit and g-spot. Watching this professional dominatrix so effortlessly control her husband made her thighs tremble.

Mistress Scarlett moved to the small table. She picked up a silver tray and began demonstrating how to carry it properly—balanced on one hand, the other resting lightly at the side. "Pour the coffee. Serve the biscuits. Do it gracefully."

Mark tried. His long gel nails made gripping the delicate china difficult. The first attempt went smoothly enough, though his hands shook. The second time, he nearly dropped a cup. Mistress Scarlett corrected him with a sharp tap of the cane across his thighs. "Again."

After three attempts, she finally nodded. "Now serve your wife."

Mark carried the tray across the room, walking with the same careful steps. He stopped in front of Charlene, curtsied, and asked in his soft, feminine voice, "Would you like your drink refilled, Mistress?"

Charlene watched him with wide, hungry eyes, her lips parted. “Yes, sissy," she whispered.

Mark reached for the teapot. His long pink nails knocked against the handle. The pot tipped, hot coffee spilling across the table and onto the floor.

The room went silent for half a second.

Mistress Scarlett moved fast. She grabbed Mark by the arm and dragged him to the St. Andrew's cross mounted against the far wall. She secured his wrists and ankles with thick leather cuffs, spreading him wide. His dress rode up, exposing his striped, tattooed ass completely.

She selected a nail-tails whip from the rack. The thin leather strands whistled through the air before cracking across his ass. Mark gasped, his body jerking against the restraints.

"Mistakes will not be tolerated," Mistress Scarlett said coldly. The whip lashed down again and again, striking the fresh tattoos on his ass cheeks. Red welts bloomed across the black ink. Mark's cock strained painfully in the chastity cage, precum dripping steadily to the floor.

Charlene watched from her chair, her breath coming in short gasps. The vibrator buzzed against her clit and deep inside her, pushing her over the edge. Her thighs clamped together as she came hard, a whimper escaping her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on Mark's trembling body, his red ass jerking with every strike of the whip.

Mistress Scarlett continued without pause, the nail-tails whip painting fresh stripes across his exposed flesh. Mark gasped and moaned, his caged cock leaking continuously as the dominatrix asserted complete control over him.

After ten relentless minutes, Mistress Scarlett finally stopped. The nail-tails whip hung from her fingers, dripping with sweat and the faint sheen of Mark's leaking precum. His ass was a raw, criss-crossed mess of fresh welts layered over the tattooed ink.

She unbuckled the cuffs from his wrists and ankles with practiced efficiency. "Let's try that again," she said, her voice calm but absolute.

Mark staggered off the cross, legs trembling. He smoothed his dress down over his burning cheeks, took a shaky breath, and began the short, precise steps across the room. The bells on his heels jingled with every movement. He stopped in front of Charlene, bent his knees smoothly, and dropped into a flawless curtsy, holding the pose for a perfect three seconds before rising.

"Would you like more tea, Mistress?" he asked in his soft, trained voice.

Charlene bit her lip hard, thighs squeezing together around the vibrator still buzzing inside her. She was soaked, on the edge of another orgasm just from watching. "Yes," she managed, voice husky.

Mark reached for the teapot. His long pink nails gripped the handle without a single tremor. He poured the steaming liquid into her cup with steady precision, set the pot back on the tray, then curtsied again before stepping back.

Mistress Scarlett watched with satisfaction. "Good. Now we move on."

She led him through the next drills: how to serve without being seen, how to clear a table silently, how to stand at attention with hands folded until summoned. Mark obeyed every instruction instantly, his body moving with growing grace despite the pain radiating from his whipped ass.

"Remember this," Mistress Scarlett said, circling him. "You are not male. You are not female. You are a lower-class sissy maid. Your place is below everyone. You exist only to serve."

She made him repeat it while curtsying. "I am a lower-class sissy maid. My place is below. I exist only to serve."

Charlene watched in stunned arousal, vibrator pushing her closer to another climax. The professional dominatrix had taken complete control of her husband in minutes, reducing him to pure, obedient submission.

Mark's caged cock continued to leak steadily, his red-striped ass visible beneath the short dress every time he bent or curtsied.

Mistress Scarlett nodded approvingly. "Again. Serve the biscuits without spilling a crumb. Show me you understand your place."

Mistress Scarlett's crop whistled through the air again, striking Mark's already striped ass with precise, stinging blows. "Back straight. Head up. When you serve, you move like you have purpose but never draw attention. Your only job is to be useful." Each word was punctuated by another crack of leather against his raw cheeks.

Mark's legs trembled as he carried the tray back and forth across the room, his short pink dress riding up with every step to expose the fresh welts forming over his tattooed skin. The bells on his heels jingled constantly, announcing his presence whether he wanted it or not.

"Again," Mistress Scarlett commanded, her voice sharp. "Serve the biscuits without looking at your mistress. You are furniture. Invisible until needed."

Mark lowered his eyes and approached Charlene's chair, bending at the knees to present the tray at the perfect height. His hands didn't shake despite the burning pain radiating from his punished ass.

Charlene bit her lip hard, her thighs pressing together as she watched. This was exactly what she wanted for the Christmas party—a husband so thoroughly trained that every guest would immediately recognize his complete submission. The vibrator between her legs pulsed steadily, keeping her right on the edge.

Mistress Scarlett circled Mark slowly, the nine tails dangling from her fingers. "You will learn to take corrections without breaking your position. Your body belongs to your mistress now. Every mark, every welt, every drop of cum you leak is hers to control."

She brought him to the padded bench in the center of the room and pushed him down onto his stomach. With efficient movements, she secured his wrists and ankles to the corners, spreading him wide. His caged cock pressed against the padding, leaking steadily onto the leather.

Mistress Scarlett turned to Charlene and extended the nine tails. "It's time for me to help you. A few tips for training and punishing your sissy maid."

Charlene took the implement with trembling fingers, her eyes bright with excitement. The braided leather nine tails felt heavy and perfect in her grip. She could already imagine using it at the party, showing everyone how well-trained her husband had become.

"Stand beside me," Mistress Scarlett instructed. "Watch how the tails spread the impact. Watch how he takes it. Then you'll try."

She positioned herself at Mark's side and brought the nine tails down across his ass in a sweeping arc. The multiple strands connected with a heavy thud rather than a sharp crack, spreading the sting across a wider area. Mark's body jerked against the restraints, a muffled sound escaping his throat.

"Again," Mistress Scarlett said, handing the implement to Charlene. "Find your rhythm. Make him understand that every mistake has consequences."

Charlene raised the nine tails, her breath quickening as she prepared to deliver her first real punishment under expert guidance.


Chapter 10

Mistress Scarlett stepped aside with a nod, giving Charlene room to work. The nine tails felt alive in Charlene's grip as she positioned herself at Mark's restrained form. His ass already carried a lattice of red lines from the earlier caning, the welts standing out against his spray-tanned skin.

"Swing from the shoulder," Mistress Scarlett instructed. "Let the tails do the work."

Charlene brought the implement down in a wide arc. The nine braided strands landed with a heavy, spreading impact across both cheeks. Mark's body jerked hard against the padded bench, his caged cock pressing into the leather as fresh humiliation flooded through him. The bells on his heels jingled with every twitch.

"Good," Mistress Scarlett murmured. "Now watch how I use the crop for precision."

She took the riding crop from the nearby table and demonstrated, flicking her wrist to deliver sharp, targeted strikes that landed exactly where she wanted. Each impact left a thin red mark across the existing welts. Mark's breathing grew ragged, his face burning with shame as Charlene watched every reaction.

"See how the tip bites?" Mistress Scarlett said, handing the crop to Charlene. "Try here, on the tattoo spot."

Charlene practiced the motion, the crop cracking against Mark's ass with satisfying precision. His thighs trembled. The combination of pain and exposure made his trapped cock strain uselessly in its cage, a steady drip of precum soaking into the bench beneath him.

Mistress Scarlett picked up the cane next. "This one requires more control. Light taps build intensity faster than heavy strokes."

She demonstrated with quick, measured strikes that left parallel lines across his already marked flesh. Mark bit back a sound, his body rigid with the effort to stay silent.

The moment a low moan of pleasure and pain escaped his throat, Mistress Scarlett moved with practiced speed. She retrieved a large inflatable penis gag from the wall rack and pressed it between his lips before he could react.

The thick shaft filled his mouth completely as she worked the pump, inflating the gag until his cheeks bulged around the intrusion. Mark's eyes watered as the gag expanded to fill every available space, reducing his protests to muffled, desperate sounds.

"Sissies are to be invisible and silent," Mistress Scarlett reminded him, her voice cold and matter-of-fact. "Your sounds are not required."

She reached beneath the bench and attached heavy steel ball weights to his balls. The weights dropped immediately, pulling his balls downward with relentless force. Mark moaned into the inflated gag, the sound completely muffled as the weights swung with every movement.

"Now the paddle," Mistress Scarlett continued, selecting a leather paddle with holes drilled through it. "This spreads impact differently. Watch how the holes reduce air resistance for a sharper strike."

She demonstrated on Mark's marked ass, the paddle landing with a solid thud that made his whole body rock forward. The weights tugged harder with each impact. Charlene watched with fascination as Mistress Scarlett worked methodically, switching between implements to show the different sensations each created.

"The nine tails again," Mistress Scarlett said, handing it back to Charlene. "But this time, aim for the upper curves where the skin is thinner."

Charlene took the implement and delivered several strikes exactly where instructed. Mark's muffled sounds grew more desperate behind the gag as the weights continued their relentless pull. His face pressed into the padding, tears of humiliation soaking into the leather.

"It responds well to consistent correction," Mistress Scarlett observed, referring to Mark as though discussing an object rather than a person. "The sissy maid understands its place when properly trained."

Charlene felt a rush of arousal at hearing her husband described in such clinical, dehumanizing terms. She struck again with the nine tails, watching the tails spread across his ass, adding fresh marks to the collection already there.

"The submissive takes its punishment without complaint," Mistress Scarlett continued. "It exists to serve and to be corrected. Nothing more."

She picked up the crop once more and demonstrated a technique for delivering rapid, stinging strikes in succession. Each one landed precisely, building intensity without breaking skin. Mark's body trembled continuously now, overwhelmed by the combination of pain, exposure, and the constant drag of the ball weights.

Charlene practiced the motion, finding her rhythm as she worked on her husband. The professional dominatrix's guidance made her feel powerful, skilled, in complete control. Mark's complete submission beneath their combined attention sent waves of heat through her body.

"It will remember this lesson," Mistress Scarlett said, watching Charlene's strikes land with increasing confidence. "Every mark reinforces its purpose."

The session continued with Mistress Scarlett demonstrating proper technique across all four implements while Charlene practiced each one. Mark remained secured to the bench, gagged and weighted, taking every strike as the two women worked together to perfect his training.

His muffled sounds and the constant jingling of his heel bells filled the dungeon as Charlene found her element, learning to punish and control her sissy maid husband under expert instruction.

Mistress Scarlett circled around to the front of the padded bench, her heels clicking against the dungeon floor. Mark's face remained pressed into the leather padding, his ass still burning from the implements Charlene had used. The heavy ball weights continued their relentless pull on his caged sac.

"Pegging serves a very specific purpose," Mistress Scarlett began, her fingers working at the straps of her harness. She pulled out a massive 12-inch strapon, thick and veined, the black silicone gleaming under the dungeon lights. "It strips away every last shred of pride and ego. When a sissy feels its ass stretched around a cock it cannot control, something fundamental breaks inside."

She held the massive shaft in front of Mark's face, letting him see the full length and girth. "The sissy learns that its body exists for penetration, not to penetrate someone else. Every thrust reminds it that it is a receptacle, nothing more."

Charlene watched with growing arousal as Mistress Scarlett explained the psychology of pegging. She moved around to the front of the bench and accepted the second harness Mistress Scarlett offered. The strapon was identical—thick, long, intimidating. Charlene stepped into the harness, securing the straps around her hips while Mistress Scarlett continued her lesson.

"Pride is the enemy of submission," Mistress Scarlett said, gripping Mark's hair. "Pegging destroys pride. It forces the sissy to confront its own helplessness, its own need."

The inflatable gag deflated with a soft hiss. Mistress Scarlett pulled the deflated shaft from Mark's mouth, and it popped free with a wet sound. His jaw ached from being stretched so wide. Before he could speak, Mistress Scarlett slapped the massive strapon across his cheeks, the silicone leaving wet trails against his flushed skin.

"Does the sissy maid consent to being roasted?" Mistress Scarlett asked, her voice clinical and detached.

Mark's cock throbbed in its cage. Precum leaked steadily from the tip, dripping onto the bench beneath him. The ball weights swung with every desperate twitch of his body. His voice came out hoarse, broken with need.

“Yes, I consent," he whimpered. "Yes, please."

Mistress Scarlett didn't hesitate. She gripped his hair with both hands and drove the massive strapon between his lips. The thick head forced his jaw wide, pushing past his tongue and into his throat. Mark gagged immediately, his eyes watering as the shaft invaded his mouth. Mistress Scarlett held his head steady, preventing any retreat, and began thrusting with deliberate, punishing strokes.

"Watch how the throat opens," Mistress Scarlett instructed Charlene. "See how it struggles but cannot resist. This is dominance made physical. Every thrust strips away another layer of resistance."

Mark's throat bulged around the thick shaft. Saliva ran down his chin in thick strands. His caged cock leaked continuously, the humiliation of being face-fucked in front of his wife twisting into unbearable arousal. Mistress Scarlett's grip on his hair remained iron-tight, controlling every movement as she used his mouth like a fuckhole.

"Degradation is essential," Mistress Scarlett continued, her voice steady even as she drove the strapon deeper. "The sissy must understand that its mouth, its ass, its entire body exists for the pleasure of others. When it begs for cock, the transformation is complete."

Charlene stood transfixed, watching her former alpha husband reduced to a desperate cocksucker. Mark's eyes streamed with tears, his makeup running in dark streaks down his face. The bells on his heels jingled with every thrust as Mistress Scarlett used him. His trapped cock strained uselessly against the steel cage, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled beneath him.

"It will beg soon," Mistress Scarlett predicted, pulling the strapon from Mark's throat only long enough for him to gasp for air before driving back in. "They always do. The sissy learns that resistance is pointless. Acceptance is the only option."

Mark's muffled sounds grew more desperate around the thick shaft filling his throat. His body trembled with the effort of taking the massive intrusion, his ass still burning from the earlier punishment, his balls aching from the heavy weights. The combination of pain, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal left him completely broken, exactly as Mistress Scarlett intended.

Charlene's pussy throbbed with need as she watched the scene unfold. Her husband—the man who had once been so dominant—was now nothing more than a set of holes for Mistress Scarlett to use. The sight of him gagging and choking on the massive strapon sent waves of heat through her body. She tightened the straps of her own harness, ready to take her turn, ready to reduce Mark even further into the submissive sissy maid she craved.

Charlene circled behind the padded bench, her strapon bobbing with each step. She gripped the base of the thick plug still buried in Mark's stretched hole and pulled it free with a wet, obscene sound. The pink silicone slid out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and twitching around nothing. Mark moaned around the massive shaft filling his throat, his body jerking at the sudden emptiness.

"Look at that hungry little hole," Charlene murmured, running two slick fingers around his rim. She pushed them inside without resistance, feeling how loose and ready he was. Mark's muffled sounds grew louder around Mistress Scarlett's strapon as Charlene worked her fingers deeper, scissoring them to stretch him further.

She pulled her fingers free and squeezed a thick line of lube along the length of her strapon. The massive shaft glistened under the dungeon lights. Charlene pressed the blunt head against his hole and began to push, feeling the resistance as his body fought to accommodate something so much larger than the plug.

Mark's ass clenched instinctively, trying to deny entry. The head of the strapon was enormous, stretching his rim wider than anything had before. Charlene gripped his hips and leaned into it, applying steady pressure as the thick head began to force its way inside. Mark's body trembled, his moans vibrating around the cock in his mouth as his ass was slowly pried open.

"That's it, take it," Charlene breathed, watching his hole stretch around the massive head. "Your ass was made for this."

Mistress Scarlett picked up the pace at the other end, driving the strapon deeper into Mark's throat with harder, faster thrusts. She held his hair in both fists, using his mouth like a fuckhole while his wife worked the thick shaft into his ass from behind. The dual penetration left Mark completely overwhelmed, his body caught between the two massive cocks invading him from both ends.

Charlene felt his hole finally give way, the head of her strapon popping past his tight ring and sliding several inches inside. Mark's entire body jerked, his caged cock dripping steadily as his ass was forced to stretch around the thick shaft. She paused, letting him adjust to the overwhelming girth, then began pushing deeper with slow, deliberate pressure.

"Fuck, you're so tight," Charlene groaned, watching inch after inch disappear into her husband's stretched hole. "This is what you need. A real cock to break you open."

Mistress Scarlett continued her relentless face-fucking, driving the strapon down Mark's throat while his wife worked the massive shaft deeper into his ass. The two women moved in rhythm, using him from both ends, reducing him further with every thrust.

Mistress Scarlett's voice cut through the wet sounds of Mark's throat being used. "Harder, Charlene. Show him who's in charge. Make him feel it."

Charlene's grip tightened on Mark's hips. She drew back until just the head remained inside his stretched hole, then drove forward with a sharp thrust that buried half the massive shaft in one motion. Mark's body jolted forward, forcing Mistress Scarlett's strapon deeper down his throat.

"Take it, bitch," Charlene growled, slapping his ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. The impact made his caged cock bounce and drip. "This is what you get for losing that bet. Your ass belongs to me now."

She pulled back and slammed forward again, driving another few inches into his hole. Mark's muffled cries vibrated around the thick shaft filling his mouth. Charlene's hips worked in a steady rhythm, each thrust forcing more of the enormous strapon into his unwilling body.

"You feel that?" Charlene demanded, spanking him again. "That's twelve inches stretching your sissy hole. Say thank you."

Mark could only gurgle around Mistress Scarlett's strapon, tears streaming down his face as his wife worked the massive cock deeper.

"You are nothing but a sissy maid," Mistress Scarlett said, her voice calm and authoritative as she continued face-fucking him. "You are a cocksucker. You exist to serve. There is no going back from this."

Charlene drove the strapon into the hilt, her hips flush against Mark's ass. The entire massive shaft disappeared inside him, stretching him wider than he'd ever been stretched before. His caged cock leaked steadily, a constant stream of precum dripping from the steel bars onto the padded bench beneath him.

"That's it, take every inch," Charlene hissed, grinding against him. "Your hole was made for this. Look how much you're leaking. You love being spit-roasted by two dominant women."

She pulled back and began fucking him in earnest, each thrust driving the full length of the strapon into his ass. The wet sounds of his hole being used mixed with the gagging noises from his throat as Mistress Scarlett matched her pace.

"You will serve us," Mistress Scarlett continued, holding Mark's head steady as she thrust into his mouth. "You will obey. You will take whatever we give you. This is your purpose now."

Charlene's hand came down on his ass again, harder this time. "Answer her, bitch. Tell her you understand."

Mark's response was lost in the wet sounds of his throat being fucked, but his body spoke for him. His caged cock twitched and leaked, his hole clenched around the massive shaft buried inside him, and his entire frame trembled between the two women using him from both ends.

Mistress Scarlett's voice stayed calm and commanding as she kept Mark's head pinned between her hands. "Don't slow down, Charlene. Fuck him like you mean it. Make every thrust count."

Charlene answered with a sharp slap to Mark's ass, the sound cracking through the dungeon. "You heard her, bitch." She pulled back until only the head stretched his hole, then slammed forward, burying the entire length in one brutal thrust. Mark's body jerked forward, driving Mistress Scarlett's strapon deeper into his throat. "Take it. Every fucking inch."

She set a punishing pace, hips snapping forward again and again. Each impact forced the massive shaft to the hilt inside him. Mark's muffled whimpers vibrated around the cock filling his mouth. His caged cock hung uselessly beneath him, a steady stream of precum dripping onto the bench.

"Harder," Mistress Scarlett urged. "Show him he has no control."

Charlene's hand came down again, harder this time. "You like that, don't you? Being used from both ends like the sissy you are." She reached under him and gave his cage a sharp tug. "Look how much you're leaking. Pathetic."

They kept going, the rhythm relentless. Sweat ran down Mark's back. His thighs trembled. The wet sounds of his stretched hole and gagging throat filled the room. Charlene's breathing grew heavier with each thrust, her own arousal building as she watched her husband reduced to nothing but a hole to be used.

After what felt like an eternity, Mistress Scarlett pulled out of Mark's mouth with a wet pop. "Swap."

Charlene didn't hesitate. She withdrew from his ass, the sudden emptiness making Mark whine. She walked around to his head while Mistress Scarlett took her place behind him. Charlene grabbed his hair and shoved her strapon between his lips without warning. "Open up, bitch."

At the same time, Mistress Scarlett lined up and drove straight into his hole, burying the full length in one thrust. Mark's moan was muffled around Charlene's strapon. The redhead didn't ease in—she fucked him hard from the start, hips slapping against his ass with every stroke.

"That's it," Mistress Scarlett growled. "Take it. This is what you were made for."

Charlene face-fucked him with the same intensity, driving the shaft down his throat until his nose pressed against her pelvis. "You look so pretty with your lips stretched around my cock. All that lipstick smeared down the shaft."

They used him like that for another thirty minutes. Mistress Scarlett's thrusts grew rougher, deeper, pounding his hole without mercy. Mark's body went limp between them, held up only by the cuffs and the two women using him. His caged cock continued to leak, a constant flow that left a puddle beneath him.

Finally, Mistress Scarlett pulled out. She walked around to his face and slapped the strapon hard across his cheeks, leaving wet streaks of lube and spit. Mark's eyes were glassy, his makeup ruined, his lips swollen and smeared.

"Look at you," she said, her voice low. "Nothing but a sissy maid. A cocksucker. A hole for us to use." She tapped the strapon against his cheek again. "And look at that tattoo on your lips. ‘Sissy Maid.' It's the only thing visible now that all your lipstick is painted down our shafts."

She gestured to the thick pink and red smears coating both strapons. "That's where it belongs. On the cocks that own you."

Mistress Scarlett continued. "This will help him remember his place. Every time he looks in the mirror, he'll see it. Every time he tries to speak, that word will be there."

Charlene picked up the pink plug from the bench and pressed it back against Mark's hole. She pushed it in with one firm motion, the wide base stretching him one last time before it settled inside. Mark moaned weakly.

The cuffs clicked open. Mark's arms dropped to his sides, too weak to hold himself up. He slid off the bench and onto his knees on the floor.

"Kiss our boots," Charlene ordered. "Thank us properly."

Mark crawled forward on shaking limbs. He pressed his lips to Mistress Scarlett's black leather boots first, then Charlene's. "Thank you, Mistress Scarlett," he whispered. "Thank you, Mistress Charlene."

Charlene smiled and patted his head. "Good girl."

They walked upstairs. At the front door, Mark pulled himself to his feet on unsteady legs. He turned to Mistress Scarlett and dropped into a perfect curtsy, the bells on his heels jingling softly.

"Thank you for the training, Mistress Scarlett," he said, voice hoarse.

Charlene's face lit up with pride. She looked at her husband with open satisfaction.

Mistress Scarlett addressed only Charlene. "He's coming along well. Keep the plug in overnight and have him practice his curtsies. We'll continue next time."

"We will," Charlene said. "Thank you again."

Mistress Scarlett nodded. "Best of luck with your sissy maid."

The door closed behind them. Mark remained standing in the entryway, legs shaking, plug seated deep, lips still marked with the evidence of what he'd been reduced to.


Chapter 11

Mark woke slowly, the heavy plug still seated deep inside him from the night before. The chastity cage pressed tight against his groin, the metal cool against his skin. He stretched carefully, feeling the weight of the nipple rings tug with every movement. The house was quiet. Charlene was still asleep.

He slid out of bed and padded naked to the bathroom, the chastity cage swinging slightly between his legs. The mirror showed the full extent of his transformation: the lip tattoos visible without lipstick, the faint outline of the 'property of mistress charlene' tattoo above his caged cock, and the fading marks from Mistress Scarlett's cane across his ass.

He turned on the shower and stepped under the hot water, letting it run over his body.

First came the hair removal cream. He squeezed a generous amount into his palm and began rubbing it over every inch of skin. Arms, chest, stomach, legs, even around the chastity cage and between his cheeks.

The cream tingled as it worked, dissolving the stubble that had started to return. He worked methodically, making sure nothing remained, then rinsed thoroughly under the spray. His skin felt smooth and bare, exactly as required.

Next came the skin softening lotion. He pumped it into his hands and worked it slowly over his body, taking his time on his chest where the fake breasts would attach, and around the sensitive areas near his piercings.

The lotion left his skin silky and fragrant. He followed it with the perfume lotion, rubbing it into his wrists, neck, and inner thighs until the scent surrounded him.

He dried himself carefully with a soft towel, patting around the nipple rings rather than rubbing. The piercings were still tender, the rings catching the light as he moved. He took a moment to check them in the mirror, making sure they looked clean and properly placed.

Back in the bedroom, he laid out the outfit on the bed. First the crotchless pink thong. He stepped into it and pulled it up, the thin straps settling between his cheeks and framing the chastity cage perfectly. The open crotch left everything exposed, just as Charlene liked.

Next came the double F fake breasts. He carefully aligned the clips of the fake breasts with his nipple rings, clipping them into place until they sat naturally on his chest. The weight felt familiar now, the rings tugging slightly with each breath.

He fastened the pink bra over them, adjusting the straps until everything sat correctly. The bra pushed the fake breasts together, creating deep cleavage that the short maid dress would barely contain.

Then came the white stockings. He rolled them up his smooth legs one at a time, fastening the garter straps to the pink bows at the tops. The stockings felt cool and tight against his skin.

The pink heels came next. He slipped his feet into them, buckling the straps and listening to the soft jingle of the bells. The heels lifted him several inches, forcing him to walk with smaller, more feminine steps.

Finally, the short pink sissy maid dress. He pulled it over his head, the frilly hem barely reaching the tops of his thighs. The bodice hugged his fake breasts, and the skirt flared out, leaving his caged cock and plugged ass visible from certain angles.

He sat at the vanity table and began his makeup exactly as Rebecca had taught him. Concealer first, dabbing it under his eyes and around any imperfections. Foundation followed, blended carefully across his face and down his neck.

Blush went on the apples of his cheeks, giving him a soft, feminine flush. He applied mascara to his lashes, thickening them until they looked long and dark. Eye shadow came next, a soft pink shade that matched his dress, blended into the crease. Eyeliner followed, a thin black line along his upper lid.

The lipstick was the final touch. He applied the bright pink shade carefully, making sure it covered the 'sissy' and ‘maid' tattoos on his lips. A layer of gloss went over the top, making his lips shine. He pressed them together and checked the result in the mirror.

The tattoos were hidden, but he knew they were there, a permanent reminder of what he had become.

He attached the new sissy maid earrings, the pink hoops swinging from his ears. Then came the bubblegum pink wig. He clipped it carefully into his growing hair, adjusting until it sat perfectly. The long, styled waves framed his face and brushed his shoulders.

He sprayed perfume on his wrists and neck, then checked his pink gel nails one more time. They were flawless, the 1.5 inch length catching the light as he moved his hands.

Satisfied, he stood and smoothed down his dress. The heels clicked against the floor as he walked, the bells jingling with every step. The plug shifted inside him, a constant reminder of his submission. He began to prepare breakfast, ready to begin his day as Charlene's sissy maid.

Mark stood outside Charlene's bedroom door, the tray balanced carefully in his hands. His pink gel nails clicked against the silver handles as he adjusted his grip. The short pink dress barely covered his ass, and the bells on his heels jingled with every small movement. He knocked softly, three gentle taps.

"Enter," came Charlene's voice from inside.

Mark pushed the door open and stepped inside. He immediately dropped into a perfect curtsy, knees bending, one foot sliding back, his head lowered. The fake breasts shifted heavily with the motion, tugging at his nipple rings. "Good morning, Mistress," he said, voice soft and feminine.

Charlene lay propped against the pillows, already awake and watching him with a satisfied smile. "Good girl. Bring it here."

He approached the bed and set the tray across her lap. Steam rose from the coffee cup. A plate of scrambled eggs, toast, and fresh fruit sat beside it. Charlene picked up the fork and took a bite, chewing slowly while Mark remained standing beside the bed, hands clasped in front of him.

"You may go prepare my shower," she said after a few bites.

Mark curtsied again and left the room. In the bathroom, he turned on the water, adjusting the temperature until it was perfect. He laid out fresh towels and her favorite body wash. When he returned to the bedroom, Charlene was finishing her breakfast.

She slid out of bed and walked past him into the bathroom, dropping her nightgown on the floor as she went. Mark followed, picking up the discarded garment. The sound of water hitting tile filled the room.

When Charlene stepped out of the shower, water streaming down her body, Mark was waiting with a towel. He approached her carefully, the chastity cage between his legs straining painfully. His cock pressed against the steel, leaking steadily as he took in the sight of her naked form.

Water droplets clung to her breasts, sliding down her stomach and between her thighs. He swallowed hard and began patting her dry, starting at her shoulders and working down.

His hands trembled as he moved the towel over her breasts, careful not to rub too hard. The pink gel nails brushed against her skin. He moved lower, drying her stomach, then her hips.

When he reached between her legs, he hesitated, his face burning. Charlene spread her thighs slightly, giving him access. He patted gently, the towel soaking up the water. His cock throbbed in the cage, the flat pink steel biting into his swollen flesh.

Mark knelt, the position making the plug shift inside him. He dried each leg thoroughly, working from thigh to ankle. His eyes stayed on her body the entire time, drinking in every curve. The chastity cage felt tighter with each passing second.

When she was dry, he stood and retrieved her clothes from the dresser. First the red thong. He held it open for her, and she stepped into it one foot at a time. He pulled it up slowly, the thin fabric sliding over her hips.

His fingers brushed against her skin as he adjusted the straps. The red bra came next. He fastened it around her back, his long nails fumbling with the clasp. The cups lifted her breasts, creating deep cleavage.

The navy skirt followed. He zipped it up at the side, smoothing the fabric over her hips. The white top came after, buttons done up one by one. Each button required careful attention with his gel nails. The blazer went on last, settling over her shoulders. Finally, the high heels. He knelt again and slipped each foot into the shoe, buckling the straps.

Charlene sat at her vanity table while Mark stood behind her, watching her reflection in the mirror. She began applying her makeup with practiced ease. Foundation first, blush, eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner. Mark's cock continued to strain in the cage, the sight of her applying lipstick making him leak even more.

"You lost the poker game last night," Charlene said as she applied her lipstick. "Which means you're my sissy maid until New Year's Day."

Mark's face burned. "Yes, Mistress. I consent to the terms."

"Good girl." She pressed her lips together, checking the color. "There's a shopping list on the counter for Christmas dinner. I expect you to go to the store today and get everything."

Mark's stomach dropped. "Yes, Mistress."

Charlene stood and turned to face him. She reached out and traced one finger along the edge of his chastity cage, feeling the precum that had gathered at the tip. "Look at you, dripping all over yourself just from helping me dress. Such a pathetic little sissy."

She wiped her finger on his cheek, leaving a wet streak. "Now go downstairs and start your chores. I want this house spotless by the time I get home tonight."

Mark curtsied deeply. "Yes, Mistress."

Charlene picked up her purse before walking toward the door. She paused and looked back at him. "And Mark? Make sure you practice your curtsy in the mirror. I want it perfect for when we have guests."

Mark hurried to the front door as Charlene approached, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood. He reached it first and pulled it open with a smooth motion, stepping aside to let her pass.

The morning light streamed in, highlighting the wet spot visible on the front of her navy skirt where her arousal had soaked through the red thong. Her nipples pressed visibly against the white top, still hard from the way he'd dried her body earlier.

He dropped into a deep curtsy, one leg sliding back, head lowered, the bells on his pink heels jingling softly. "Have a wonderful day at work, Mistress," he said, voice soft and feminine.

Charlene paused on the threshold, looking down at him with a satisfied smile. Her eyes lingered on the exposed pink steel cage, the way his caged cock continued to leak a steady stream of precum that dripped onto the floor between his spread heels. The short pink dress rode up, barely covering the base of the plug still lodged inside him.

"Look at you," she murmured, reaching out to trace one finger along the edge of his cage. “Still dripping like a desperate little slut just from helping your wife get dressed. Such a pathetic locked sissy."

She brought her wet finger to his lips and he obediently licked it clean, tasting himself on her skin. Her panties were soaked, the fabric clinging to her swollen pussy. She pressed her thighs together, savoring the sensation as she looked at her feminized husband.

"Be a good girl while I'm gone," she said, withdrawing her finger. "And remember—no coat to the store. I want everyone to see exactly what you are."

"Yes, Mistress," Mark whispered.

Charlene turned and walked down the front steps, her ass swaying in the tight navy skirt. Mark remained in his curtsy until she reached her car, watching her drive away with his cage throbbing painfully.

When she was gone, he straightened and closed the door. The house felt empty without her presence, but her scent lingered on his fingers. He walked to the kitchen, the plug shifting inside him with every step, forcing more wetness to leak from his trapped cock.

The shopping list sat on the counter exactly where she'd said it would be. Mark picked it up with trembling pink gel nails and scanned the items. Turkey, potatoes, green beans, cranberries, wine, dessert ingredients—everything needed for Christmas dinner.

His stomach dropped as he calculated the distance. Several blocks to the grocery store. Walking there in broad daylight wearing the short pink dress, the exposed chastity cage, the heels with bells that announced his presence with every step.

He gulped hard, his face burning under the heavy makeup. The list trembled in his hands. People would stare. They always did. The thought made his balls ache and his caged shaft strain uselessly against the unyielding steel.

Mark set the list down and took a deep breath, trying to steady himself. His reflection in the kitchen window showed a perfectly feminized sissy maid—bubblegum pink wig, glossy lips, fake breasts straining against the dress, the cage on full display beneath the hem. There was no hiding what he was.

He glanced at the clock. Charlene would expect everything done by the time she got home. The house needed cleaning too, but first came the shopping. He had no choice.

Mark picked up the list again and walked to the hallway mirror. He checked his lipstick, smoothed the wig, adjusted the dress as best he could. It barely covered anything. The bells on his heels jingled as he shifted his weight, the plug pressing deeper inside him.

He opened the front door and stepped outside, the cool air hitting his exposed thighs. A neighbor across the street was watering their lawn and looked up, staring openly. Mark's face burned hotter. He locked the door behind him, slipped the key into the small purse Charlene had given him, and began the walk to the store.

Each step made the bells ring. Each step made the plug shift. Each step made his caged cock leak another bead of precum that slid down his inner thigh. The short dress fluttered in the breeze, threatening to expose even more. Cars passed on the street, some slowing down as drivers caught sight of him.

Mark kept his head down but walked with the practiced sway Charlene had taught him, the one that made his hips move and his fake breasts bounce. The nipple rings tugged with every movement, sending sparks of sensation through his chest. His pink gel nails clutched the shopping list like a lifeline.

The grocery store was still a few blocks away. Mark's heart pounded. He could feel eyes on him already—pedestrians on the sidewalk, drivers at the stoplight, the old man sitting on the bench outside his house.

He paused at the crosswalk, waiting for the light to change, the chastity cage aching between his legs. A group of people across the street had noticed him and were pointing, laughing, pulling out their phones. Mark's stomach twisted with humiliation even as his trapped cock throbbed with unwanted arousal.

The light turned green. Mark took a deep breath and stepped off the curb, heels clicking on the pavement, bells jingling, the wet spot on his inner thigh growing larger with every step.


Chapter 12

A neighbor's window curtain twitched. Mark glanced up and saw Mrs. Henderson staring at him from behind the glass, her mouth open in shock. Another window opened across the street.

Mr. Patterson leaned out, phone raised, and Mark heard the distinct click of a camera shutter. The flash went off once, twice, three times. Mark's stomach twisted with humiliation even as his trapped cock strained harder against the steel.

He passed the Johnson house. Their twenty-five year old son was in the driveway washing his car. He dropped the sponge when he saw Mark, staring openly. Mark kept walking, the bells jingling, the plug shifting, the fake breasts bouncing. He could feel the guy's eyes on his exposed chastity cage, on the wet trail running down his thigh, on the way the short dress barely covered anything.

"Holy shit," the guy muttered, loud enough for Mark to hear.

Mark's face burned. He kept walking.

The sidewalk stretched ahead of him, long and exposed. Every step made the bells ring. Every step made the plug move inside him. Every step made his caged cock leak another drop. The tiny pink purse bounced against his hip. The shopping list inside it felt impossibly heavy, a reminder of how far he still had to go.

A lawnmower engine cut out somewhere to his left. Mark glanced over and saw Mr. Walsh standing in his yard, staring at him with his mouth hanging open. The older man blinked once, twice, then burst out laughing.

"I see Charlene wears the pants in the relationship now, Mark," he called out, his voice carrying across the lawn. "Or should I say... whatever the hell you are now?"

Mark's face went scarlet under the makeup. He kept walking, the bells jingling with every step, the plug pressing deeper, the fake breasts pulling on his nipple rings. The humiliation burned through him like fire. His caged cock throbbed painfully, leaking steadily, the wet spot on his inner thigh growing larger.

Mark could hear other neighbors coming out onto their porches, could feel their stares, could sense the phones being raised to capture the sight of Charlene's locked sissy maid husband walking to the store in broad daylight.

A car slowed down beside him. The driver leaned out the window, whistling. "Damn, girl. You got a permit for that ass?"

Mark kept his head down and kept walking, the bells ringing, the plug shifting, the chastity cage aching, the fake breasts bouncing. The grocery store was still several blocks away. The walk seemed endless. Every step brought new humiliation, new exposure, new proof of exactly what he had become.

The sidewalk felt endless beneath his pink heels. Mark's legs ached from the unfamiliar gait, the exaggerated sway of his hips making his fake breasts bounce with every step. The nipple rings pulled and twisted, the metal tugging at his sensitive flesh through the thin pink bra.

The short dress fluttered in the breeze, riding up to expose the base of the thick plug lodged deep in his ass. He could feel the cool air against his exposed skin, the way the plug stretched him open, the constant pressure against his prostate that made his caged cock leak steadily.

The flat pink steel chastity cage sat tight against his body, the tiny keyhole gleaming in the sunlight. His balls ached constantly, swollen and sensitive from weeks of denial. The chastity cage was so small that his trapped cock had nowhere to go, the steel pressing against his flesh with every movement. Precum leaked from the tip in a steady stream, running down his inner thigh in glistening trails that caught the light.

Mark clutched the tiny pink purse tighter, the shopping list inside it a constant reminder of his task. The bells on his heels jingled with every step, announcing his presence to anyone within earshot. The sound seemed impossibly loud in the quiet morning air, drawing attention from every direction.

A car approached from behind. Mark heard it slow down, the engine idling as it matched his pace. He didn't look back, but he could feel the driver's eyes on him, taking in the short pink dress, the exposed cage, the plug visible beneath the hem. The car horn blared suddenly, making him jump. The bells jingled wildly with the movement, the plug shifting deeper inside him.

"Looking good, sissy!" a voice called from the car. Laughter followed, then the sound of the engine accelerating as the car drove away.

Mark's face burned hotter. He kept walking, the exaggerated sway of his hips making his fake breasts bounce. The nipple rings tugged with every movement, sending sparks of sensation through his chest. The plug pressed against his prostate with each step, forcing more precum to leak from his trapped cock.

He passed another house. The curtains were drawn back, a woman standing in the window with her phone raised. Mark heard the click of the camera, saw the flash out of the corner of his eye. The woman was laughing, saying something to someone inside the house. Mark kept walking, the bells jingling, the plug shifting, the cage aching.

A group of joggers approached from the opposite direction. They slowed down as they got closer, staring openly at Mark's exposed body. One of them whistled, another laughed. They passed him on the sidewalk, their eyes raking over his feminized form, taking in the short pink dress, the exposed cage, the plug visible beneath the hem.

"Damn," one of them muttered as they passed. "That's some serious commitment."

Mark kept his head down and kept walking. The bells on his heels rang with every step. His caged cock leaked steadily, the wet trail on his inner thigh growing longer.

The sidewalk stretched ahead of him, long and exposed. Every step brought new humiliation, new exposure, new proof of exactly what he had become. The walk seemed endless.

Mark could feel the eyes of the neighborhood on him. Every window seemed to have someone behind it, staring, laughing, taking pictures. Every car that passed slowed down to get a better look. The bells on his heels jingled with every step, announcing his presence to the world.

A delivery truck approached from behind. The driver honked as he passed, leaning out the window to whistle. Mark kept walking, the bells jingling, the plug shifting, the cage aching.

He reached a crosswalk and waited for the light to change. A group of men stood on the opposite corner, staring at him with open mouths. One of them pulled out his phone and started recording. Mark could hear their laughter, their whispered comments, their disbelief at what they were seeing.

The light turned green. Mark stepped off the curb, heels clicking on the pavement, bells jingling, plug shifting. The men watched him cross, their phones raised, their laughter following him across the street.

Mark kept walking, the tiny pink purse bouncing against his hip. The shopping list inside it felt impossibly heavy.

He had no choice. Charlene expected him to complete the task. And Mark, the locked sissy maid husband, would obey. He had consented to this through their bet.

Each step sent the bells on his heels jingling loudly, the sound carrying across front yards and through open windows. The thick plug buried in his ass shifted with every movement, the base pressing against his cheeks while the rounded head ground relentlessly against his prostate. His caged cock throbbed inside the flat pink steel, leaking a constant stream of precum that had already created a glistening trail down his inner thigh.

He passed another house where a woman stood watering her flowers. She stopped mid-spray, her mouth falling open as she took in the sight of him. The hose drooped in her hand, water pooling at her feet. "Is that... Mark?" she whispered, loud enough for him to hear. Mark kept walking, the bells jingling, the plug shifting, his caged cock leaking steadily.

Finally, after what felt like forever, Mark saw the bustling grocery store ahead. The parking lot was full of cars, people pushing carts. His stomach dropped. The store was crowded, and he had no choice but to go inside. He took a deep breath, the action making his fake breasts rise and the nipple rings tug harder, then stepped off the curb and crossed the street.

The automatic doors slid open with a whoosh, and Mark walked into the bright fluorescent lighting of the grocery store. The change from outdoor to indoor air made his exposed skin prickle. He grabbed a shopping cart, the handle cool against his pink gel nails, and began pushing it down the first aisle. The wheels squeaked slightly, drawing attention from nearby shoppers who turned to stare.

A woman in the produce section dropped her bag of apples when she saw him. "Oh my god," she breathed, her eyes wide. A man nearby pulled out his phone, the camera clicking as he recorded Mark's progress down the aisle. Mark could feel their eyes on him—the short pink dress, the exposed cage, the plug visible beneath the hem, the fake breasts straining against the thin fabric.

He rolled the cart through the aisles, picking up items from the list Charlene had given him. The plug ached inside him, the constant pressure making his legs weak. Every step made the bells jingle, drawing more stares, more whispers, more laughter. People pointed. Phones appeared. Cameras flashed. Mark's face burned with humiliation as he reached for a carton of eggs, his dress riding up to expose more of his ass and the base of the plug.

"Look at that," someone muttered nearby. "Is that a guy?" Another voice answered, "No way, look at the cage. That's definitely a sissy." Mark kept moving, the cart wheels squeaking, the bells jingling, his caged cock throbbing and leaking steadily. The wet spot on his inner thigh had grown larger, the precum running down in a steady stream.

He turned down the cereal aisle, reaching for a box of Charlene's favorite brand, when he heard a familiar voice behind him.

"Mark? Is that you?"

Mark froze, his hand hovering over the cereal box. The voice was unmistakable—Emily, his ex-girlfriend from years ago, before he'd met Charlene. The sexy blonde with the big natural breasts, the one who'd broken his heart when she left after college. He turned slowly, the bells on his heels jingling with the movement.

Emily stood at the end of the aisle, her mouth open in shock before it curved into a wide grin. She was even more stunning than he remembered—long blonde hair, tight jeans hugging her curves, a low-cut top showing off her impressive cleavage. Her eyes raked over his feminized form, taking in every humiliating detail.

"Oh my god," she laughed, the sound bright and mocking. "It IS you! Mark! What the hell happened to you?"

Mark's face burned hotter than ever. He wanted the floor to open up and swallow him whole. His caged cock throbbed painfully inside the flat pink steel, leaking more precum down his thigh. The plug shifted as he shifted his weight, pressing deeper, making his legs tremble.

Emily walked closer, her eyes fixed on the visible chastity cage beneath his short dress. "Is that... a chastity cage? Oh my god, your wife has you under lock and key!" She laughed again, louder this time. "I got sent those Halloween pictures, but I thought they were fake. I mean, I knew you were into some kinky stuff, but this? This is next level."

She circled around him, taking in the full view—the short pink dress, the fake double-F breasts, the nipple rings pulling at the thin bra, the plug visible beneath the hem, the bells on his heels, the tiny pink purse. "Look at you," she said, her voice dripping with mockery. "All dressed up like a little sissy maid. Those tattoos on your lips—'sissy' and ‘maid'? And that one above your cage—'property of mistress charlene'? Wow, she really owns you now."

Mark's voice came out as a shaky whisper. "Emily, please..."

"Please what?" she asked, grinning. "Please don't tell anyone? Too late for that. I already sent a picture to my group chat. They're going to lose their minds when they see what became of my ex-boyfriend." She pulled out her phone again, positioning herself beside him. "Smile for the camera, sissy!"

The flash went off, capturing Mark's humiliated expression alongside Emily's delighted grin. She checked the photo, laughing at the result. "Perfect. This is going straight to everyone I know. 'Remember that guy I dated? Look what his wife turned him into!'"

Mark stood frozen, the shopping cart handle gripped tight in his pink gel nails. The bells jingled with his trembling. The plug pressed deeper. His caged cock leaked steadily, the wet trail on his thigh growing longer. The fake breasts bounced with each shaky breath, the nipple rings tugging painfully.

"I can't wait to show my friends," Emily continued, typing on her phone. "They're going to die when they see this. The guy who used to be so macho, now a locked sissy maid with fake tits and a plug in his ass. This is gold."

She looked him up and down one more time, her eyes lingering on the visible cage and the precum running down his thigh. "You know, I always suspected you had a submissive side. But this? This is beyond anything I could have imagined. Charlene must be one hell of a woman to break you this completely."

Mark's voice cracked as he tried to speak. "I... I have to finish shopping..."

"Of course you do," Emily said, patting his fake breast condescendingly. The touch made the nipple ring pull, sending a jolt through his chest. "Don't let me stop you. But make sure you pose for a few more pictures before you leave. My friends are going to want updates."

She walked away, still laughing, her phone already to her ear as she called someone to share the news. Mark stood in the cereal aisle, his face burning with humiliation, his caged cock throbbing, his body on full display for anyone who wanted to look. The shopping list in his tiny pink purse seemed longer than ever, and he still had to finish his task before he could escape back to the house.

But escape wasn't really an option. Not anymore. Not with the evidence spreading across the neighborhood, not with Emily already sharing his humiliation with everyone she knew. Mark was trapped—trapped in the pink dress, trapped in the chastity cage, trapped in the role Charlene had created for him, and he had consented to all of it.

And the worst part was how hard his caged cock was, how much precum leaked down his thigh, how much his body betrayed him with every step, every stare, every mocking laugh.

He gripped the shopping cart handle tighter and forced himself to keep moving, the bells jingling with each step, the plug shifting inside him, the fake breasts bouncing, the nipple rings pulling, the tiny pink purse bouncing against his hip.

The grocery store stretched out before him like another gauntlet, and Mark had no choice but to walk through it.

His face burned beneath the heavy makeup, the humiliation so intense his legs felt weak. The plug inside him shifted as he tried to steady himself, pressing deeper against his prostate, forcing another thick bead of precum to leak from his caged cock.

He forced himself to move, pushing the cart forward with trembling hands. The bells on his pink heels jingled with every step, the sound carrying through the store like a humiliating announcement. Shoppers turned to stare. Phones lifted. Cameras clicked. Mark kept his head down, the short pink dress riding higher with each movement, exposing the base of the plug and the lower curves of his ass.

"Look at that sissy," someone whispered loudly enough for him to hear. "Is that a guy?" Another voice answered, "No way, look at the cage around his cock. That's definitely a locked sissy." Mark's caged cock throbbed painfully inside the flat pink steel, the constant pressure making his balls ache. The wet trail of precum on his inner thigh had grown longer, glistening under the fluorescent lights.

He rolled the cart through the dairy section, reaching for milk and butter, the fake double-F breasts bouncing heavily with each movement. The nipple rings tugged painfully, the weight of the silicone pulling downward. A woman pushing a trolley stopped dead in the aisle, her mouth falling open as she took in the sight of him. Her phone appeared instantly, the camera clicking as she recorded his progress.

"Oh my god," she said to no one in particular. "I need to send this to my group chat." Mark kept moving, the bells jingling, the plug shifting, his caged cock leaking steadily. The shopping list in his tiny pink purse seemed endless, each item forcing him deeper into the store, deeper into the exposure.

In the frozen foods section, a group of men gathered around their phones, laughing as they compared photos. "That's the same sissy from the neighborhood," one said. "His wife really owns him." Another added, "Look at those tattoos on his lips. 'Sissy' and ‘Maid.' That's permanent." Mark reached for a bag of frozen vegetables, his dress riding up to expose more of the plug. The cold air from the freezer made his exposed skin prickle, the nipple rings tightening painfully.

A man in a business suit walked past, doing a double-take before stopping to stare. "Holy shit," he muttered, pulling out his phone. "This is going online." The flash went off, capturing Mark mid-reach, the short pink dress hiked up, the chastity cage fully visible, the precum running down his thigh. Mark's face burned hotter, his caged cock straining uselessly against the steel.

He turned down the baking aisle, reaching for flour and sugar, when a woman with a cart full of groceries stopped to watch him. "Is that... Mark?" she asked, recognition dawning on her face. "From the neighborhood? Oh my god, Charlene really became the alpha in that relationship" She laughed, the sound bright and mocking. "I saw the Halloween pictures but I thought they were just a costume. This is... wow." She pulled out her phone, snapping several photos before walking away, still laughing.

Mark's hands shook as he pushed the cart forward. The bells jingled with every step. The plug pressed deeper. His caged cock throbbed and leaked, the wet spot on his thigh growing larger.

The store seemed endless, each aisle bringing new exposure, new mockery, new proof of his complete submission. Mark moved through the produce section, the automatic misters spraying water over the vegetables, the cold droplets landing on his exposed skin.

Mark reached the self-checkout area, his cart full of groceries. The machine beeped as he scanned each item, the sound drawing more attention from nearby shoppers. A line formed behind him, people staring, whispering, laughing.

The cashier at the next station stopped to watch, her mouth open in shock. "Is that..." she started, then laughed. "Oh my god, that's the sissy maid everyone's been talking about."

Mark's face burned as he scanned the last items, the bells jingling with each movement. The plug shifted inside him, pressing against his prostate, forcing more precum to leak from his caged cock. The wet trail on his thigh had reached his knee, glistening under the lights. He bagged the groceries, the plastic handles cool against his pink gel nails, then lifted the bags and turned toward the exit.

The automatic doors slid open, and Mark stepped back into the bright afternoon sun. The parking lot stretched before him, cars passing on the street beyond. The long walk home awaited him, the bells on his heels jingling, the plug shifting, the fake breasts bouncing, the nipple rings pulling, the tiny pink purse bouncing against his hip. The shopping bags felt impossibly heavy, but he had no choice but to carry them.

He took a deep breath, the action making his fake breasts rise and the nipple rings tug harder, then stepped off the curb and began the long walk back. The neighborhood waited, the stares and laughter and cameras ready to document every step of his humiliation. Mark's caged cock throbbed painfully, leaking steadily, his body betraying him with every humiliating moment.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Mark saw his house ahead. The front door seemed impossibly far, but he forced himself forward, the bells jingling with each step, the plug pressing deeper, his caged cock leaking steadily. The shopping bags felt like lead weights, but he had no choice but to carry them home.

He reached the front door, the key in his tiny pink purse. His hands shook as he unlocked it, the bells jingling with each movement.

The door swung open, and Mark stepped inside, the shopping bags dropping to the floor with a thud. The humiliation burned through him like fire, his caged cock throbbing painfully, his body on full display for anyone who wanted to look.

His caged cock strained uselessly against the flat pink steel, the shame twisting into that dark, overwhelming arousal he still didn't fully understand.

The door clicked shut behind him, and Mark stood in the quiet house, the shopping bags at his feet, the humiliation still burning through him. The long walk was over, but the evidence of his exposure was already spreading across the neighborhood, the photos and videos and stories already being shared. Mark was trapped—trapped in the pink dress, trapped in the chastity cage, trapped in the role Charlene had created for him.

And the worst part was how hard his caged cock was, how much precum leaked down his thigh, how much his body betrayed him with every step, every stare, every mocking laugh. He couldn’t deny how turned on he was by this; he had consented fully to this via their latest bet.

He wondered what Charlene had planned for the Christmas party.


Chapter 13

Mark minced around the kitchen in the pink heels, the tiny bells on the straps jingling with every step. The white stockings clung to his shaved legs, pink bows at the tops brushing the garter straps that framed his bare ass.

The crotchless pink thong left everything exposed, and the short maid dress rode up constantly, showing off the flat pink chastity cage that held his cock in a tight, useless nub. Every movement made the thick plug shift inside him, pressing against his prostate and sending sparks of denied pleasure through his body.

The fake double-F breasts strained against the frilly bodice, the nipple rings tugging with each breath, the heavy silicone bouncing as he reached for platters and arranged appetizers.

The bubblegum pink wig framed his face, the heavy makeup—concealer, foundation, blush, mascara, eyeliner, pink lipstick and gloss—barely hiding the lip tattoos while making him look like a caricature of femininity. The long pink gel nails clicked against ceramic trays as he transferred deviled eggs and arranged cheese cubes.

Charlene entered the kitchen in a tight, short black latex dress that clung to her curves like a second skin. The glossy material stretched across her large breasts and hugged the perfect roundness of her ass, the hem barely covering the tops of her thighs. The keys to his chastity cage rested between her breasts, glinting against the black latex with every breath she took.

"How's it going, sissy?" she asked, leaning against the counter, one hand resting on her hip.

Mark turned, the bells jingling, his face burning under the makeup. His caged cock throbbed painfully, a fresh bead of precum leaking from the tip. "All on schedule, Mistress," he replied, his voice soft and shaky, the words thick with humiliation and arousal. The plug pressed deeper as he curtsied, the short dress riding up to expose everything.

Charlene smiled, watching the way his body betrayed him, the wet trail of precum already glistening on his inner thigh. "Good girl," she said, reaching out to adjust one of the pink bows on his stockings. "Keep working. The guests will be here soon."

Charlene stepped close as she cupped Mark’s chin and forced his eyes up to hers. “One more thing,” she said softly. “Do you still consent to this?”

Mark swallowed. His voice came out small but steady. “Yes, I consent. I will always honour our bets.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied, then patted his cheek. “Good girl.”

The doorbell rang sharply through the house. Mark's heart slammed against his ribs. The massive new plug shifted deep inside him as he spun toward the door, the thick silicone stretching his hole and grinding hard against his prostate. A fresh bead of precum leaked from the tip of his caged cock, sliding down the pink steel and along his inner thigh.

He minced quickly across the kitchen, bells jingling on his pink heels, the short maid dress riding up to expose his bare ass, new tattoos and the base of the plug. The white stockings with pink bows rubbed against his shaved legs.

The crotchless pink panties left everything on display. His fake double-F breasts bounced heavily with each hurried step, the nipple rings tugging painfully as the weight pulled downward.

Mark reached the front door and paused, taking a shaky breath. He smoothed the bubblegum pink wig, checked his glossy pink lips in the hallway mirror, then opened the door and dropped into a perfect curtsy, knees bent, head lowered, arms extended gracefully.

Charlene's brother stood on the porch with his wife. Both of them froze for half a second, then burst into loud laughter.

"Oh my fucking god," the brother wheezed, doubling over. "Look at this! The fight for who controls the relationship is officially over!"

His wife giggled uncontrollably, clutching his arm. "That dress! Those heels! Is that a chastity cage on your cock? Oh my god, is that a plug? Charlene actually took full control of that relationship!"

Mark's face burned crimson under the heavy makeup. He stayed in the curtsy, the position forcing the massive plug deeper, making his caged cock throb and leak another drop. His voice came out soft and shaky. "Welcome, sir. Welcome, ma'am. Please come in."

They stepped inside, still laughing and pointing. Mark closed the door behind them, the bells on his heels ringing with every movement. The short dress had ridden up completely, exposing the plug and the humiliating tattoos on his ass cheeks.

"Get us drinks, sissy," the brother ordered, wiping tears from his eyes. "And snacks. This is too good."

Mark scurried back to the kitchen, the massive plug rocking inside him with every step, forcing more precum to leak from his trapped cock. He loaded a silver tray with champagne flutes and arranged the appetizers he'd prepared, his pink gel nails clicking against the glass. His hands trembled as he carried the tray back out.

He approached the living room with a big, forced smile on his face—the exact expression Mistress Scarlett had drilled into him during training. "Champagne, sir? Ma'am?" He bent forward to offer the tray, the dress riding up again, the plug shifting, his caged cock fully exposed.

Charlene's brother and wife stared openly, laughing harder. "Look at that smile!" the wife cackled. "She's actually enjoying this!"

"No way," the brother said, reaching for a glass. "That's pure humiliation. Look at how red her face is under all that makeup."

Mark kept the smile plastered on his face as he served them, curtsying after each glass. The massive plug pressed deeper with every movement. His caged cock leaked steadily. The fake breasts bounced. The nipple rings tugged. The bells jingled. The humiliation burned through him, mixing with the constant throb of denied arousal.

"Good girl," the brother mocked, raising his glass. "Keep smiling, sissy. This party's going to be legendary."

The doorbell rang again, sharp and demanding. Mark froze in the living room, tray still in his hands. His breath caught in his throat. Who the hell was it this time? His caged cock gave a useless twitch, the massive plug grinding deeper into his stretched hole as he set the tray down and minced toward the door.

He paused, smoothed his bubblegum pink wig, then opened the door and dropped into a deep curtsy, knees spread, head bowed, arms extended.

Mistress Scarlett stood on the porch in a skin-tight black leather corset and latex skirt that clung to her curves like a second skin. Behind her stood a 30-year-old man in a short pink shirt and pants and a thick black collar around his neck. His face went crimson the moment he saw Mark.

"Well, well," Mistress Scarlett purred, stepping inside. "Look at that perfect curtsy. You've been training hard, haven't you, sissy?"

Mark stayed low, voice soft. "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

She turned to her submissive, who was staring at Mark's exposed chastity cage, the tattoos, the fake tits bouncing with every breath. "See what a proper sissy maid looks like? Keep misbehaving and I might decide to turn you into one just like him."

The man swallowed hard, eyes wide. "Y-yes, Mistress," he stammered, voice cracking. "Whatever you want, Mistress."

Mistress Scarlett smiled, satisfied, and strode into the house with her submissive trailing obediently behind her, cheeks burning. Mark remained in the curtsy until she passed, the plug shifting, his locked cock leaking steadily onto the floor.

Mark kept his smile fixed in place as he moved through the growing crowd, tray balanced on one hand, the bells on his heels chiming with every mincing step. Charlene watched from across the room, sipping her drink, while Mistress Scarlett stood nearby with her arms folded, eyes sharp.

He offered a fresh glass to a laughing guest, voice soft and sweet. "Would you like another, sir?" The man took it, still chuckling at the sight of the exposed chastity cage and the massive plug shifting visibly beneath the short dress.

The doorbell rang again. Mark's stomach dropped, but he didn't hesitate. He set the tray down, smoothed his pink wig, and scurried to the door, dropping into a perfect curtsy the moment it opened.

Emily stood on the porch in a tight red dress that hugged her curves, one arm looped around the thick bicep of her new boyfriend. The muscular man wore a black button-down stretched across his chest, and the second he saw Mark he burst out laughing.

"Holy shit," Emily said, eyes wide with delight. "This is my ex. Look at him."

Her boyfriend laughed harder, shaking his head. "No fucking way. That's your ex?"

Mark stayed low in the curtsy, arms extended, knees spread, the short dress riding up to expose everything. His face burned with humiliation under the heavy makeup, but the trained smile stayed in place.

"Welcome," he said softly, voice trembling. "Please come in."

Emily stepped inside first, tugging her boyfriend by the hand. The man was still laughing as he looked Mark up and down. "He's smiling. He must love this."

"Oh, he does," Emily said, stopping right in front of Mark as he rose from the curtsy. She reached out and flicked one of the bells on his heels. "Don't you, sissy? Look at that pretty pink cage. Still locked up tight, I see."

Mark's caged cock twitched, a fresh bead of precum glistening on the steel. The massive plug pressed deeper as he shifted his weight, the fake tits straining against the bodice. Emily's boyfriend leaned in closer, grinning.

"Damn, those tits are huge. And the plug—fuck, that's got to be stretching him wide."

Emily smirked, pulling out her phone. "Smile for the camera, ex. I want a picture with my new man and my old one."

Mark obeyed, lips curving into the required smile even as his stomach twisted. The flash went off. Emily laughed, already typing. "This is going in the group chat."

Charlene appeared at Mark's side, sliding an arm around his waist. "Be a good maid and fetch our guests drinks," she said, voice warm. "And remember to curtsy every time you serve."

Mark nodded, voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, Mistress." He turned and minced toward the kitchen, bells jingling, the plug grinding inside him with every step, the laughter of Emily and her boyfriend following him all the way.

Mark stood at the head of the long dining table, tray balanced on one hand, the bells on his pink heels chiming with every tiny shift of his weight. Charlene sat at the head like a queen, her black latex dress gleaming under the lights, the keys to his cage resting between her breasts.

Twenty guests filled the room—her brother and sister, their spouses, old college friends, Mistress Scarlett in her tight black latex, and her collared male submissive kneeling at her side. Emily sat halfway down the table with her muscular boyfriend, both of them already grinning every time Mark moved.

He kept the smile fixed exactly as Mistress Scarlett had drilled into him. Soft voice, gentle tone, perfect posture. He leaned in to pour wine for Charlene's brother, the short pink dress riding up so the flat steel cage and swollen balls remained on full display.

The massive plug shifted inside him with every bend, pressing deeper against his prostate. Precum leaked steadily from the tip of the chastity cage, a thin strand glistening on the floor as he straightened.

"Thank you, sissy," Charlene's brother said, voice dripping with amusement. His wife laughed and snapped a quick photo on her phone.

Mark curtsied low, knees spread, arms extended. "You're welcome, sir." The words came out soft and sweet, exactly as trained. The plug ground against his insides, forcing another bead of fluid to drip from the cage.

He moved to the next guest, pouring carefully, the fake double-F breasts straining against the bodice, nipple rings tugging with every breath. Mistress Scarlett watched him with sharp eyes, nodding once in approval when his curtsy stayed perfect. Her own submissive knelt silently at her feet, eyes down, clearly grateful he wasn't the one serving tonight.

Emily's boyfriend called him over. "Hey, maid. More wine." Mark scurried to his side, smiling, voice soft. "Of course, sir." As he poured, Emily reached out and flicked one of the bells on his heel.

"Look how eager he is," she said loudly enough for the whole table to hear. "Still smiling. Still dripping. God, Mark, you really are pathetic."

Her boyfriend laughed. "He's hard in that little cage. You can see it twitching." He reached out and tapped the steel with one thick finger, making the cage sway. Mark's knees almost buckled, but he held the smile, held the tray steady.

Charlene raised her glass. "He's doing very well tonight. Mistress Scarlett trained him perfectly." She looked at Mark. "Show everyone how you serve, darling."

Mark moved around the table, pouring, clearing plates, refilling glasses. Every time he bent, the dress rode higher.

Every time he curtsied, the plug pushed deeper. The guests laughed, pointed, took photos. Charlene's sister made him stop and turn so she could inspect the tattoos on his ass. “Insert cock here" was still clearly visible above the plug. She traced one finger over the ink and laughed.

Mistress Scarlett's submissive stayed silent on the floor, but his eyes followed Mark with a mixture of pity and arousal. Emily kept calling Mark back to refill her glass, each time making him curtsy lower, each time commenting on how wet the floor was getting beneath him.

By the time dessert arrived, Mark's thighs were slick with his own precum. His smile never faltered. His voice stayed soft. His body burned with humiliation and desperate, aching need. Charlene caught his eye from the head of the table and smiled, knowing exactly how close he was to breaking—and how much further she intended to push him before the night ended.

Charlene finished the last bite of her steak, chewing slowly while the silver key between her breasts caught the light every time she leaned forward. Around the table, laughter and conversation flowed freely. Mark kept moving between guests, pouring wine, clearing plates, and curtsying exactly as Mistress Scarlett had drilled into him. His smile stayed fixed even as the heavy plug shifted deeper with every step, forcing another thin strand of precum to drip from the flat pink cage onto the polished floor.

Charlene dabbed her lips with a napkin and stood. The black latex dress clung to every curve as she walked around the table, pausing to stroke Mark's cheek.

"You've done well tonight, sissy," she said loud enough for everyone to hear. "Now it's time for the real entertainment."

She turned to the room. "Everyone, if you'd like to follow me into the living room, tonight's show is about to begin. Mark has been training for this presentation."

The guests rose with excited murmurs. Emily's boyfriend helped pull her chair back. Mistress Scarlett clipped a leash to her own submissive's collar and stood, already smiling. Charlene led the way through the double doors into the closed living room. The lights were dimmed low, but the setup was impossible to miss.

Against the far wall, the thick suction-cup dildo with inch marks along the shaft was mounted at exactly the right height, the realistic shaft glistening. In front of it sat the heavy-duty fucking machine on its adjustable bench, the massive dildo arm already locked in place and aimed forward. Leather cuffs dangled from the bench's ankle and wrist restraints.

Charlene turned back to the doorway where Mark stood frozen, tray still balanced on one hand.

"Come here, darling," she called sweetly. "Everyone wants to watch you perform."


Chapter 14

Mark’s cheeks burned crimson beneath the heavy makeup. The guests filed in behind him, phones already raised. Emily whispered something to her boyfriend that made him laugh. Mistress Scarlett’s submissive knelt silently at her feet, eyes wide.

Charlene patted the bench. "Climb on. Show them how a properly trained sissy maid serves after dinner."

Mark set the tray aside with trembling hands. The bells on his heels jingled as he approached the machine. Twenty pairs of eyes watched him lift one stockinged leg onto the bench, the short pink dress riding up completely to expose his plugged ass and caged cock.

He positioned himself stomach-down, the fake double-F breasts pressing against the padded surface. His long pink nails clicked against the leather as he reached for the wrist cuffs.

Charlene moved behind him, fastening each restraint with deliberate slowness. She removed the thick plug from his ass with a wet pop, then ran two fingers along his stretched hole.

"Already so open," she announced to the room. "Mistress Scarlett trained him well."

She aligned the machine’s thick dildo with his entrance, then walked to the wall-mounted shaft. With one hand she guided Mark’s head forward until his glossy pink lips touched the head of the suction dildo.

"Open," she ordered.

Mark parted his lips. Charlene pushed his head down until the shaft filled his mouth completely. At the same time she reached for the machine’s remote and pressed start.

The bench vibrated as the machine began its slow, steady thrust. The thick dildo pushed into Mark’s ass inch by inch while Charlene held his head steady on the wall shaft. The guests moved closer, phones recording every second. Emily’s boyfriend whistled low. Charlene’s sister laughed and pointed at the precum already dripping from the cage onto the bench.

Mistress Scarlett stepped forward with her riding crop. She handed it to Charlene with a nod.

"He’s ready," she said. "Make him take every inch."

Charlene raised the crop and brought it down across Mark’s exposed ass with a sharp crack across the heart tattoo on his ass. The machine thrust deeper. Mark’s muffled moan vibrated around the wall dildo as his body jerked between the two shafts. The bells on his heels jingled with every impact. His caged cock twitched helplessly, leaking steadily onto the leather beneath him.

Charlene struck again, harder this time, and increased the machine’s speed. The room filled with the wet sounds of the dildo pounding into him and the rhythmic slap of the crop against his reddening skin.

Twenty guests watched in silence except for the occasional laugh or whispered comment. Emily filmed the entire scene, zooming in on Mark’s face as tears of humiliation and overwhelming sensation streaked his makeup.

Charlene leaned down close to his ear, voice low but clear enough for everyone to hear.

"This is what full control looks like, darling. And we’re only just getting started."

Mark’s mind raced as the machine’s relentless rhythm drove the massive dildo deeper into his stretched hole. The suction cup shaft filled his mouth completely, forcing him to breathe through his nose while his glossy pink lips stretched around the thick girth.

Every thrust pushed him forward onto the wall-mounted dildo, then pulled him back onto the machine’s relentless shaft. The dual penetration left him completely helpless, his body rocking between the two massive intrusions while twenty guests recorded every second.

The bells on his heels jingled with each thrust, the sound mixing with the wet squelch of lube and the rhythmic slap of the crop against his reddening ass.

Charlene’s sister laughed and pointed at the steady stream of precum dripping from his flat pink cage onto the leather bench. Emily zoomed in closer, capturing the tears streaking his makeup and the desperate way his caged cock twitched with each thrust.

Mistress Scarlett moved closer, her riding crop tapping against her palm as she watched Mark’s body jerk between the two shafts. "Look at how well he takes it," she said to the room. "That’s what proper training looks like."

Charlene struck again, harder this time, the crop leaving a bright red welt across Mark’s exposed ass. The machine’s speed increased, the massive dildo pounding into him with mechanical precision while he gagged around the wall-mounted shaft. His long pink nails dug into the leather cuffs as his body convulsed between the two massive intrusions.

The guests pressed closer, phones recording every detail. Charlene’s brother whistled low as Mark’s caged cock leaked another thick strand of precum onto the bench. Emily’s boyfriend laughed and pointed at the way Mark’s fake double-F breasts pressed against the padded surface with each thrust.

Charlene leaned down close to Mark’s ear again, her voice low but clear enough for everyone to hear. "I am the alpha in the relationship now, sissy. You are just a public entertainment piece. And we’re going to keep you like this all night."

The machine’s relentless rhythm continued, driving Mark deeper into submission with every thrust while the guests watched and recorded his complete degradation.

He knew he should be resisting, but every day in chastity had made him more desperate to please Charlene. The psychological effect of feminization and chastity had worked.

Charlene’s thighs pressed together beneath the tight black latex, the slick heat between her legs soaking the thin strip of fabric that barely covered her.

Watching Mark’s body rock forward with every merciless thrust of the machine, twelve inches of thick silicone slamming deep into his stretched hole while the wall dildo choked him, sent a fresh rush of wetness down her inner thighs. She was dripping, the latex dress clinging even tighter where her arousal had already soaked through.

Every muffled gag, every frantic jingle of the bells on his heels, every wet slap of the machine fucking him forward made her pulse harder. There was no going back for him now. The photos were already spreading, the videos already saved on twenty different phones, and the permanent sissy maid tattoos on his lips, crotch, back and ass sealed his fate.

She was the alpha. She held the keys, the remote, the control. And the sight of her locked, plugged, machine-fucked husband taking it all in front of their guests made her cunt throb with raw, triumphant power.

Mistress Scarlett dragged the nine tails slowly across Mark’s burning cheeks, then swung them hard, the leather cracking across both sides at once. Mark’s body jerked forward, driving the wall dildo deeper into his throat. His long pink nails scraped uselessly against the leather cuffs as he gagged around the thick shaft.

“Look at this pathetic display,” Mistress Scarlett announced, her voice carrying through the room. “A married man bent over and fucked by a machine while his wife watches and gets off on it.”

She struck again, harder, the nine tails wrapping around the curve of his ass. The machine’s tempo increased with a mechanical whir. Eight inches of thick dildo pushed forward, then ten, then withdrew and drove back in with steady force.

Charlene’s fingers tightened on the remote, her breath quickening as she watched his hole stretch around the relentless shaft. Her pussy clenched, another hot trickle of wetness sliding down her thigh.

Charlene moved to stand where Mark could see her. She held the remote in one hand, the crop in the other, her voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “Everyone’s watching you, darling. Emily’s filming. My brother’s taking pictures. Your ex-girlfriend is getting a perfect view of your stretched hole and how much you’re leaking. There’s no undoing this. You’re the beta in our relationship now—permanently.”

The machine’s arm extended further. Twelve inches of thick silicone disappeared into Mark’s ass with each thrust. The wet sound of lube and flesh filled the room. His caged cock dripped steadily onto the bench, a thin strand of precum stretching toward the floor.

Charlene’s nipples tightened beneath the latex, her body humming with the knowledge that she had broken him completely.

Emily stepped forward with her boyfriend. She took the crop from Charlene’s hand and tested its weight. “Remember when you used to fuck me?” she asked Mark, her voice carrying clearly. “Now look at you. Just a cock-sucking bitch getting railed by a machine.”

She brought the crop down hard across his left cheek. The sharp crack echoed through the room. Mark’s muffled cry vibrated around the dildo in his mouth. Her boyfriend took the nine tails and swung them across Mark’s right cheek, the leather strands leaving parallel welts.

“Pathetic little sissy,” the boyfriend said. “Can’t even take a real cock. He needs a machine to do the work.”

They alternated strikes, the crop and nine tails landing in quick succession. Mark’s ass burned with overlapping marks. The machine’s speed increased again, the full twelve inches driving into him with mechanical precision.

His body rocked forward with each thrust, forcing him to take eight inches of the wall dildo down his throat. The bells on his heels jingled frantically with every impact. His fake double-F breasts pressed against the bench, the nipple piercings tugging with each movement. The short pink dress had ridden up completely, leaving nothing hidden from the twenty guests recording every second.

Emily leaned close to his ear. “I always knew you were weak. Now everyone knows it too.”

Her boyfriend struck again, the nine tails wrapping around Mark’s thighs. “Cock-sucker. Ass whore. Look at you leaking like a broken faucet.”

Mark’s face burned beneath the heavy makeup. Tears streaked his mascara as the machine pounded into him without mercy.

The guests pressed closer, phones capturing every detail of his degradation. Charlene’s sister laughed and pointed at the way his caged cock twitched with each strike. Mistress Scarlett’s submissive watched with wide eyes from his position on the floor.

Charlene’s cunt throbbed again, another rush of wetness soaking her thighs as she watched her husband choke and get fucked in front of everyone. She was the alpha now. She had made him this. And she was never giving that power back.

It was time to turn Mark into the ultimate sissy maid.


Excerpt

This is a sample chapter from the next book in the series.

Charlene’s thighs trembled against the leather seat as the jeep hummed along the empty road. The tiny vibrator tucked inside her soaked thong buzzed steadily, its curved head grinding against her clit and pressing deep into her g-spot with every bump in the pavement.

Her black latex dress had ridden up, leaving her bare ass against the seat, and every pulse of the toy sent another rush of slick heat down her inner thighs. She was dripping, the thin fabric of the thong plastered to her swollen folds, the scent of her arousal thick in the confined space.

Mark sat beside her in the passenger seat, legs spread wide by the short pink maid dress bunched around his waist. The flat chastity cage gleamed between his thighs, a steady string of precum dangling from the tip.

His fake double-F breasts strained against the frilly bodice, nipple rings tugging with each breath. The massive plug shifted inside him as the jeep bounced, forcing another helpless throb from his locked cock. The bubblegum pink wig framed his heavily made-up face, the permanent sissy maid tattoo on his lips visible beneath the gloss.

Mark’s mind raced. He stared at the road ahead, the clinic lights growing brighter on the horizon, and felt his stomach twist with dread. Real breasts. Real ass implants. Permanent changes that would mark him forever.

The thought made his heart hammer, yet the steel cage between his legs throbbed in response. He could feel his cock trying to swell inside the flat pink prison, the head pressing hard against the unyielding metal, precum leaking in a constant stream. The denial only made it worse.

Every bump in the road made the plug grind against his prostate, sending fresh sparks of unwanted pleasure through his body. He was terrified, yet rock hard inside the cage, the contradiction twisting tighter with every mile.

Charlene’s breath hitched. She glanced over, eyes glassy with pleasure. “Mark,” she said, voice tight, “do you still consent to the procedures we agreed on?”

Mark’s painted lips parted. “Yes, Mistress. I consent. I won’t renege”

The words hit her like a spark. Charlene’s jaw clenched, teeth sinking into her lower lip as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched hard around the vibrator, hot fluid gushing out to soak the seat beneath her. Her legs shook, the jeep swerving slightly before she steadied it. A low moan escaped her throat, raw and triumphant.

She panted, chest heaving, the latex dress clinging to her sweat-slicked skin. “Those fake tits are redundant,” she breathed, voice husky.  Real ones will suit you so much better. And the matching ass implants will make everything perfect.”

Mark’s caged cock twitched inside the steel, another thick bead of precum sliding down the flat surface. His mind screamed with apprehension—permanent curves, visible changes, no going back—but his body betrayed him completely.

The chastity cage felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock straining uselessly, aching with denied need. The plug shifted again as the jeep hit another bump, grinding hard against his prostate, and he bit back a whimper. He was so hard it hurt, the steel pressing painfully against his swollen flesh, yet he couldn’t stop the fresh rush of slick fluid leaking from the tip.

“Those were the terms of the bet,” he said softly, voice trembling. “I will honour them. I consent to this.”

Charlene smiled, slow and satisfied, the vibrator still humming against her oversensitive clit. She reached over and rested her hand on his bare thigh, fingers tracing the tattoo above his cage. The clinic’s lights glowed on the horizon, the final step waiting.

Her sissy maid husband was nearly complete—permanent, owned, and hers forever. It was time for his surgery.

Mark’s thoughts spiraled as the hospital drew closer, fear and arousal twisting together until he could barely breathe, his locked cock throbbing harder than ever inside its steel prison.


New Series

Book One of a new Series: The Therapist's Sissy Maid: Becoming Her Locked Sissy Maid introduces 21-year-old virgin David, a shy young man who finds himself helplessly aroused by his dominant therapist Alexandra, who quickly plans to lock him in a chastity cage and transform him into her perfect sissy maid.

Link to Book one of this new series: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJZZX52D
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My Other Books

Other Books by Orla Ashford

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: The Halloween Transformation (Book one of this series):
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HC8FHDDZ

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: A Sissy Maid Forever (Book three of this series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HGRBY4L5

Hotel Surprise for Cuckold Husband (Book one of a different series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJ969WVV

The Ghost of Agatha
An older woman/younger man femdom story:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HB3Z72YP

Stephen's Mom
An older woman/younger man femdom story:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H95HZ1GL

Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book, I'd be so grateful if you'd take a moment to leave a review on Amazon.: https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?asin=B0HDG84WWZ

Reviews make a huge difference for indie authors like me.

Thank you.

— Orla Ashford
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