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1. The Corset

It's my own fault. That's the worst part. Knowing that the mess I've gotten myself into, everything I've had to endure since that fateful day, is all because of me. My own faults. My own kinks. My own mistakes. And yet, if I could go back, would I do anything differently? Would I change a single thing? My life isn't easy now, not by a long way. I have suffered more than I ever imagined that I would. The things that I have seen and done and had done to me beggar description, let alone belief. And even my own perverted mind would have struggled to come up with some of the experiences that I have been through. But the most awful thing of all might be the certain knowledge that if I could change a single thing, I wouldn't. I would do it all again, just to see the look in her eyes.

The metal handcuffs pinch my skin. I try to keep still, trying to alleviate the steady pull against my manhood. But it isn't easy. The chain on the handcuffs is so short, I'm forced to stay on the floor. My knees ache against the hardwood flooring. My shoulders ache too, my arms held helplessly behind my back by another pair of unyielding metal handcuffs. It's hard even to breathe. The corset is tightly laced around my torso, squeezing my stomach into an unnaturally feminine narrowness while the steel boning compresses my chest. Even just kneeling here, in the dark, I'm gasping. And all I can do is wait. There's no way for me to free myself. Cuffed by my cock and balls to the bottom of the bedframe, I can't even stand. And even if the tightly laced corset wasn't restricting my movements, I wouldn't be able to get my arms around in front of me to reach the cuff locked around my cock and balls. Not that it would matter if I could. These are no toy handcuffs, the kind that can be opened by means of a small catch that anyone can access. These are the real thing. They won't come off without the key. And she has that.

But even in the depths of my current darkness, I have to admire her cunning. I'd be able at least to slip free of the cuff locked around my cock and balls if I wasn't so turned on. If my cock wasn't hard and thick and pulsing with the steady thump of desire, I could squirm my way out of the bondage she has put me in. I wonder if she knows that. Kneeling quietly in the dark at the mercy of another gives you plenty of time to think, and it started to seem to me that my predicament was almost symbolic of the forces arrayed against me. It was my own lust, my own desire for her that kept me in this awkward and uncomfortable position. It was that which made it possible for her to rule over me the way she did, a conquering queen reveling in her power over her humble slave. Because I was conquered a long time ago. There could be no doubt about that. All this theatrical preparation only confirmed what we both already knew.

And I did it to myself. I did it to myself, and I continue to do it to myself. I can't control myself. Because kneeling there, on the hardwood floor, shifting my weight from knee to knee in an attempt to relieve the pressure I could feel, I made a discovery. The metal band of the handcuffs locked around the base of my cock provided just enough pressure to keep me stimulated. With every careful movement I made, it tugged at my manhood, and that sent jolts of pleasure climbing up my spine. Breathlessly, I rocked back and forth. My lips trembled. My cock swelled as the handcuffs gripped my most sensitive parts, and it was all I could do to suppress a moan as I squirmed on my knees. The sheer kinkiness and humiliation of the position she put me in already had me close to the edge. The sensation of the handcuffs around me might be just enough to push me over the edge to orgasm. And I knew it was unwise. I knew it was a mistake. She had dressed me up in a pair of her panties that barely contained the bulging mass of my genitals, and I knew that if I was to make a mess in those, her retribution would be swift and terrible. I didn't care. I was past the point of rational thought. The desire inside me overwhelmed every voice that pleaded for caution, and I continued to move as much as I could, squirming and struggling against the cuffs wrapped around me while the corset continued to keep me short of breath.

The loud clacking of high heels in the next room made me freeze. She was coming. I could feel her footsteps vibrating through the floorboards beneath me, as though she was some unstoppable force of nature, an earthquake or a volcano, the hairs raising on the back of my neck at the rumor of her approach. It took every atom of self-control I had left to keep myself from straining against the cuffs that held me. I heard the door shudder open. The corset squeezed me tighter as I tried to turn, the cuffs pulling again on my swollen cock and aching balls as I craned my neck to watch her approach.

She knew what I liked. And she knew what she wanted. And somewhere in the nexus of the two, she had found the perfect outfit. With me humiliatingly feminized the way that I was, she had chosen to wear pants. High gloss black leather pants that clung to every curve of her toned legs, making my mouth water as they shone on her hips. They fit her like a second skin, looking almost painted on the way they clung to her body. Glimpses of her pedicured toes showed through the network of black straps that crisscrossed the top of her feet, and I watched as she placed one foot carefully in front of the other as though walking a tightrope, causing her hips to sway from side to side in a rhythm that was as hypnotic as it was seductive. Her slender heels had to be at least five or six inches tall, but she walked as though she was born in them. Above the waistband of her pants, the shadows moved across the deep lines of her toned stomach. More black leather, studded with silver spikes this time, barely covered her breasts. The custom-made bra held the soft orbs of her flesh up against her chest and pressed them together, giving her a cleavage that shuddered and jiggled with every step she took. And my heart shuddered with it. Her outfit was completed by a pair of black leather fingerless gloves that added a menacing edge to the provocative outfit. Although I knew it wasn't the case, her hair look black in the dim light of the darkened room, pulled back from her face and tied in a severe ponytail. I panted quickly as I watched her approach, the corset forcing the air out of my lungs, forcing me to take shallow breaths in the top of my chest while my head swam. She looked incredible. She always did. It was that beauty she wore like a weapon that had got me into this predicament in the first place. It was that which had drawn me in, and that which made me put up with things I had never thought I would allow myself to endure.

She stopped in the middle of the floor. The faint light gleamed back from her eyes and her breasts and her hips and her thighs as she posed with her feet apart, one gloved hand on her popped hip while she stared me down. I felt humble and small and pathetic, cowering on my knees in an outfit that was as uncomfortable as it was humiliating. But my cock throbbed wildly inside the circle of steel that held it like a fist, like her fist, enforcing her control over me from a distance like some magic spell. The handcuffs pulled remorselessly on my cock and balls as I tried to turn towards her, some creeping vine that cannot help but lift its head to the sun.

"Look at you, you little slut," she purred. "All dressed up and waiting for me." Her voice was honey dripping from her tongue, the sweetness of her tone cut by the faint air of menace that made me tremble like a leaf at her words. This was what I had been waiting for, through minutes that felt like days. This was what I had brought down upon myself.



I've always had fairly specific tastes. Nothing truly out of the ordinary, I hasten to add. I mean, what heterosexual guy doesn't like to see a beautiful woman in sexy lingerie? There's an entire industry built around catering to those desires. But when you're young, you don't always have the money to invest in those kind of games. Or you're just too happy that you're getting laid at all to bother trying to make anything more out of it. Or, you're going from partner to partner and relationship to relationship too fast to ever make that kind of connection, that kind of trust with one specific person where you can really open up and show your true desires. For whatever reason, it wasn't until I got married that I actually did anything about the fantasies I had. Mild stuff, as far as it goes. There are just certain items of women's underwear that do something to me.

And Christie played along. In fact, she was more than happy to. She's a woman who loves to shop, and I think anyway it excited her too. Going looking for things in stores that she knew would turn me on, imagining herself all dressed up for me, and what my reaction would be. It helped her to feel sexy, and that invariably lead to better sex.

And the corset was a masterstroke. We worked up to that one slowly, starting off with regular albeit sexy bras and panties, then moving on to basques and other shapewear before finally taking the plunge. I've been thinking about this for a long time. Years, in fact. There's just something about the shape of a woman's body in a tightly laced corset that has always seem to have a direct line to my arousal. That mouth-watering hourglass figure, all deep cleavage and waspish waist and full rounded hips - just thinking about it is enough to make my fingers tremble. And to my unending delight, Christie was on board. I can still remember the expression on her face when I mentioned it to her. Surprised, and delighted. As I recall, she was almost as excited as I was at the idea.

But I wanted to do it right. I didn't want to cheap out and get some off the rack item that would fit poorly and make my wife feel cheap and trashy. I wanted her to enjoy this as much as I did. I may not be the brightest guy in the world, but I knew that her enjoyment would be key to my own. She had to enjoy wearing these things if I was to get any pleasure from them. So when I got a Christmas bonus from work, I know exactly what to do with it. A quick internet search revealed the names a couple of corset makers in our town, the kind who did things the old fashioned way. Handmade and custom fitted. The joys of big city life, I suppose. I did everything. All my wife had to do was to show up for the fittings, of which there were three. I chose the fabric it would be made of. I arranged everything. Of course, I paid. I had a very specific idea of how I wanted this to look, and Christie was happy to let me have my fun. She trusted my taste. And why shouldn't she? Over the years, I had proven myself in that department. The things I liked her to wear might not always be the most comfortable, and they certainly weren ’ t practical. But they got the job done. My ecstatic reaction to her whenever she dressed up for me was proof of that.

One fine day early in the new year, with the grimy snow slowly receding into the grass and dripping sadly from the bare branches of the trees, I got a phone call from the corset maker. Christie's corset was ready. It took over a month and hundreds of dollars to make, and as I went to pick it up, I felt a strange nervousness. What if it wasn't all I had imagined? What if this was one of those cases where the reality could never match the fantasy? It could easily end up being a failed experiment, an uncomfortable item that ends up gathering dust at the back of the closet, never to be worn again.

I needn ’ t have worried. I picked up the corset on my way home from work, and Christie couldn't wait to try it on. I don't think we even had dinner that night. As soon as I came through the door, I could see the glow in my wife's eyes, and I knew that she was as excited as I was. She had never worn anything like it before, and I had to help her put it on. But for me, that was all part of the fun. As I wrapped the soft garment around her naked body and began to pull on the laces down her back, I felt as breathless as she did. I watched the laces pull the sides of the corset together, the pale strip of visible skin down her back slowly disappearing as the garment drew tighter. The corset maker had included some instructions on how to wear it, and Christie held the sheet of paper in her hand, consulting it from time to time as I dressed her.

“ How ’ s that? ”  I asked.

“ Wait a minute. ”  Christie breathed slowly, her body adjusting itself to the new tightness she was feeling in her stomach.  “ it says here to wait for a few minutes and adjust to it before tightening it more. ”

“ Ok. ”  Already, I couldn't keep my hands off her. Standing behind her, I ran my hands over her indrawn stomach, her body feeling firm as it was packed into the corset. Holding her hips, I pulled her against myself, and Christie laughed as she felt the unmissable bulge of my erection pressing against her ass.

“ Wait, ”  She giggled.  “ I ’ m not going through all this to not do it right. Come on. Make it tighter. ”  Her words were music to my ears. Slowly, firmly, I pull on the laces in the small of her back, and the steel-boned corset grew tighter still around her until her body took on almost fantastic proportions. Her already naturally curvy figure was enhanced and exaggerated to the point where she almost seemed unreal. As I finally tied off the laces in the small of her back, I could hear my own blood roaring in my ears as I looked at her from behind. I've always been attracted to my wife. She's beautiful. But seeing her now, dressed the way I had always wanted to see her, was quite literally a dream come true. The paucity of my fantasies was revealed to me. The truth was far better. I simply didn't have the imagination to conjure a vision of loveliness and sex appeal so intoxicating as the sight of Christie in the corset that I had had made for her.

And she knew it too. I didn't even need to see the expression on her face to know that. I could see it in every line of her body, the confidence that glowed from within her like a lamp inside a shade as she slowly turned towards me. There was a slight smile spreading across her face as she turned to me, her chestnut hair tied up behind her head in a messy bun to keep it out of the way. Her pretty blue eyes were wide and round, surprised and delighted with the vision of herself that she could see in our bedroom mirror. And her smile grew even deeper as she saw my face. I can only imagine the way that I looked, as a long-standing dream came true right before my eyes. The most flattering mirror in the world for her was the vision of herself she could see in my face. I don't know if I've ever wanted anything more than I wanted my wife in that moment, and it was clearly written for her to read in my facial expression.

“ How do I look? ”  Christie grinned as she posed and preened. Her hands on her waist, she felt the insane smallness of her stomach. The tightness of the corset forced her to take small rapid breaths in the top of her chest, as though the deep and mouth-watering cleavage  it gave her wasn't enough by itself. The soft flesh of her breasts jiggled and bounced with every breath she took, and Christie giggled softly to herself as she watch my eyes sink inevitably towards her breasts. There was no need for me to say anything. My reaction said it all.

With my heart thumping urgently against my chest, I stepped towards her. She grinned up at me as I wrap my arms around her, around that unbelievably narrow waist, holding her against me. She shrieked with laughter as I picked her up and all but flung her onto our bed, watching her boobs bounce inside the tight corset as she sprawled on the mattress. In a flash, I was on top of her, fumbling with the front of my pants and taking them off desperately as I freed my surging cock. My rampant manhood pressed against the inside of her thigh as she opened up to receive me, and while I showered her hot mouth and bare shoulders and trembling breasts with desperate, hungry kisses, she moaned in desire and writhed beneath me. She was everything I wanted, everything I ever dreamed of, tightly wrapped like a gift for me in a deep blue satin corset that matched her sparkling blue eyes.

It didn't take long for Christie to realize the power that the corset gave her. Like any showman, she knew not to overuse it. I loved the various items of lingerie that I had bought for her over the years, and I was always eager to see what she would produce from her closet on those nights when she felt like putting on a bit of a show for me. But there was that part of my heart that always hoped for the corset again, the crown jewel of her collection. Sometimes, when it seemed we had gone for too long without her wearing it, I would plead for her to put it on. And don't get me wrong, she usually did. After all, while it might be tricky for her to put on -even though she had finally mastered the art of putting on by herself - Christie loved what it did to me to see her wearing it. And she loved wearing it too. She wouldn't even try to deny that we always had some of the best sex of our marriage when she was wearing it. But she also loved to tease me with it. She grew to enjoy hearing me beg for it, loved the power I gave her to either grant or deny my request. A couple of times, she used the promise of her wearing a corset to get me to agree to things I otherwise might have resisted. Some stupid party with her friends that I didn't want to go to, until she offered to make it worth my while by wearing the corset for me afterwards. Probably I agreed too readily. But I couldn't help myself. She looked like an absolute goddess in that thing, truly divine, and there was no ounce of me that could resist her when she wore it.

Humans are made in such a way that we can get used to basically anything, but as time passed, the appeal of my wife in her corset never seen to wane. In fact, if anything, I grew stronger. Every time I saw her wear it called to mind every other time she had worn it, so that over time it began to accrue these layers of memory. After all, every time Christie put the corset on, we ended up having spectacular sex. It was starting to become like a trigger for me, a direct line to my deepest arousal she could use any time she wanted to reduce me to a drooling mess. To be honest, it fascinated me. Sometimes I would see it hanging there in her closet, wrapped in the special mesh bag she had bought to store it, and I would grow light headed. Perhaps this is how fetishes are born. I had never considered that my liking for elaborate women's underwear was a fetish - after all, it's so mainstream. But the corset occupied a special place in my mind and heart. It exerted a strange pull over me. A kind of dark glamour that only grew as the years passed.

That's the best I can do. That's the only way I can try to explain the unexplainable, which is what happened next. Something I never in my life thought that I would do, something that had never even occurred to me until one lonely day, desire overwhelmed me. And landed me in more trouble than I knew how to handle.

Christie was away on a business trip for a couple of days. I know to some people that's not very long. But I've always had a high sex drive, and my wife is the same way. I'm used to having sex almost everyday. Any period of abstinence, no matter how short, was hard for me to endure. Being able to freely watch porn on my laptop was a poor substitute for having Christie's beautiful body beside me, to touch and hold and kiss and worship. But it was all I had. And so I scrolled through video after video, my hard cock throbbing in my hand as I watched. An endless parade of buxom women in corsets and high heels, and not one of them could hold a candle to Christie. I was in a kind of haze of frustration and arousal, unable to relieve myself to these pale and inadequate substitutes for the real thing. My stomach fluttered nervously as I set my laptop down on the bed beside me. My cock swayed between my legs as I stood. My hands trembled uncontrollably as I stepped towards the closet and opened the door. Carefully, almost reverently, I lifted the corset from its hanger and laid it out on the bed.

Without Christie inside it, it was simply an item of clothing. Without her curves to give it shape and form, its magic evaporated. But as far as props go, it was a potent one. My breath came in shallow gasps as I stared down at it laid out on the mattress, my mind buzzing with a hundred memories of the nights I had spent with my tightly-laced wife. And a twisted curiosity began to pluck at my mind. What did it feel like for her to wear such an item? What must it be like to feel so absolutely sexy, so unutterably desirable, at once so constricted and so powerful? My heart beat powerfully in my chest. The idea was wild, utterly unlike any impulse I had ever had before, but its twisted nature was part of its dark appeal.

Shuddering and shaking with shame and guilt, I wrapped the corset around myself.

The metal clasps in the front slid together easily. I'm bigger than my wife, obviously, but I've always had a fairly lean build. Reaching behind myself, I began to tug at the laces in the back. The feeling of the corset slowly growing tight around me was intoxicating. Below the hem of the corset, my cock throbbed uncontrollably. Giving myself over fully to my twisted desires, I kept tightening the laces. I liked the corset best when it was outrageously tight on Christie's body, and I wanted to know how that felt for her. Without a woman's curves, the corset was never going to fit me properly. And of course, I was never going to look the way my wife did when she wore it. But that wasn't the point. I wanted to know how it felt. And as the steel boning squeezed and reshaped my body, I have to say, it felt fantastic. So restrictive, yet so sexy. I realized that I was panting, unable to properly fill my lungs as the tight garment squeezed my chest.. I was shocked as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, the corset giving me an alarmingly feminine form as it squeezed my waist tightly. I wrapped the laces around my stomach and tied them off. My heart thumped rapidly in my compressed chest. For all the shame and guilt that I was feeling as I stood in our bedroom, wearing my wife's lingerie, the giddy thrill of arousal drowned out everything else. My hand strayed down towards my cock, my fingers curling around the pulsing shaft. Moving with difficulty, I made my way back towards the bed and climbed carefully on the mattress. The rigid boning of the corset made it almost impossible for me to bend at the waist. I struggled to balance myself on my knees and stretched out an arm towards my laptop. As I pressed play, the sound of sex filled the room as another video began to run. My eyes locked on the screen, my free hand pressed against my shockingly small stomach while the other vigorously stroked my cock. At last, I felt that I was getting close. I could feel my orgasm boiling inside me, climbing my spine like a ladder as my pleasure ignited. The scenes on the screen in front of me were complemented by the wild images that raced through my mind, a merging of memory and fantasy as I pictured Christie wearing this same corset that was heavy with her perfume, feeling the same sexy constriction of her body that I was currently feeling. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the moment as my pleasure approached.

And that was my undoing. The volume of my computer speakers made it impossible to hear the front door of the house opening. I didn't hear Christie's voice as she called out to me. I didn't hear her footsteps coming down the hallway. But she heard. She heard the noises of sex coming from our bedroom, and it must have taken her a moment to realize that they were recorded. We never closed the bedroom door; why would we? Only the two of us lived in the house, with no children. I had gotten used to leaving the door open. And I had not been expecting her back until the next day.

I don't know exactly how long my wife stood in the open door of a bedroom, watching me masturbate while dressed in her corset. I'll never know exactly the mixture of feelings that raced through her at the sight. I only know that as she watched, no doubt shocked and shaken and as surprised as I was myself, an idea began to form in her beautiful head. An idea, an impulse every bit as twisted and shocking as the one that had brought me to this point. And I know how quickly these ideas can be born. As shocked as Christie must have been to find me like that, it didn't take her long to decide what to do about it.

“ What the fuck is this? ”  My eyes snapped open at the sound of my wife's voice. I gasped in shock and instantly grew dizzy, unable to draw such a deep breath with the corset so tightly laced. Fear and shame swell suddenly inside me, like a fire fed with gasoline, and I could feel my skin prickling with red heat as I saw my wife standing in the doorway, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

I panicked. I reach towards my laptop, trying to slam down the lid as though if I only moved fast enough, I could somehow make Christie unsee what she had already seen. But the treacherous mattress shifted underneath me, and the tight corset made my movements clumsy, and with a cry of anguish, I fell forward onto my face.

And Christie saw her chance. She sprang forward, and I grunted as I felt the weight of her body on top of me, her knee pressing down onto my back as she pinned me to the mattress. My cock throbbed, trapped underneath my corseted body as Christie clambered on top of me.

“ Get off me, ”  I panted, barely able to draw enough breath to speak with my wife ’ s knee in my back.

“ Oh no, ”  I heard Christie say.  “ You ’ ve got some explaining to do. ”





2. Christie’s Girl

I squirmed on the bed, gasping like a landed fish. My wife's weight on top of me kept me pressed face down onto the mattress. I was shamefully aware of my cock throbbing and pulsing beneath me, my arousal unrelenting as my manhood was squeezed against the tightly laced corset I was wearing. Normally, I'm more than a match my wife, physically anyway. But my own surprise and my own shame were conspiring against me, making it so that I hardly dared to struggle against her. Besides, everything had happened so fast. I could barely wrap my head around it. And the tightness of the corset and her knee in my back made me short of breath, so weak that she was able to grab my arms and pull them up behind my back. The laces of the corset pressed against the skin on the back of my hands as Christie gripped my wrists tightly.

“Let me go,”  I growled as I struggled feebly against her. My voice was muffled by the mattress as I lay face down.

“Not until you explain yourself,”  Christie replied. I felt her weight shift on top of me. I breathed in as deeply as the corset would allow as she lifted her knee from my back, shifting lower on my body so that now her knees rested on my wrists instead. With my arms secured by her weight, her hands were free, and I squirmed uselessly as I felt Christie reach underneath me. My heart convulsed with hope for the brief moment that I thought she might be reaching for my cock. But that wasn't her goal. Instead, her deft fingers found the knot I had tied in the laces of the corset. Any hope that she was going to release me from the restrictive garment was short-lived. Christie untied the knot, but only to pull the long laces behind my back. I felt the laces against my skin as she quickly wrapped the trailing ends around my wrists. Then she tied them off. It takes longer to describe all this than it took her to do it. In a matter of seconds, I found that my hands were tied behind my back by the laces of the corset, binding my wrists together in the small of my back and rendering me helpless. With my arms immobilized, Christie finally climbed off of my back. I raised my flushed face from the mattress to watch as she turned her attention to the screen of my laptop, where a pornographic movie still played. Her eyes danced across the moving screen as she watched for a minute or two, taking in the gist of what I had been watching. Then she closed the laptop. The silence in the bedroom was deafening as she turned to me. Her blue eyes blazed. Hope and fear went to war in my heart as I saw a faint smile lift the corners of her pink lips.

“I see you’ve been keeping yourself busy while I've been away,”  She said.

“I thought you weren’t back until tomorrow,”  I gasped. The corset was tied so tight around me that I felt as though I would never regain my breath. And any attempt to struggle against the knots that held my wrists only made the garment grow tighter around my chest. I was helpless before my wife. And that realization did absolutely nothing to calm the surging erection trapped beneath my body.

“The conference was a waste of time,”  Christie said.  “ I decided to surprise you by coming home early. Guess I succeeded in that.” Her sapphire blue eyes flickered over my body, taking in the sight of me wrapped in the deep blue corset I had chosen to match those same eyes. There was no doubt about it. Whatever else my wife might be feeling, she was obviously deeply amused by my predicament. But I was still too afraid of what she might do to see the funny side. Too afraid, and too embarrassed. I had never before in my life felt any inclination to wear women's clothing. It was just my luck that the very first time I had tried it, I had been caught in such a humiliating position.

“Let me go,”  I growled again. The corset made it hard to move anyway, and with my hands tied behind my back, things were even harder. But I rocked my body from side to side, trying to get my knees underneath me so that I could begin to stand. It was pathetically easy for Christie to place a hand on my shoulder and push me back down, arresting my feeble attempt before it even began.

“No, I don’t think so,”  she said.  “It’s not every day I come home to this. I mean, I knew you liked my corset, but I never realized you wanted to be the one wearing it.”

“I didn’t,”  I spluttered.  “I don’t.”

“You don’t?”  Christie frowned.  “Then what happened here? Did someone break in and dress you up like a girl, then jump out of the window just before I arrived?”  Her mocking tone burned. She was right, of course. There was nothing I could say to explain. Christie had seen everything she needed to know the awful truth. Admitting it to her was only slightly harder than admitting it to myself.

“I...I just wanted to try it,”  I mumbled.

“Is that so?”  I raised my flushed face from the mattress to look at my wife. Her rich brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, catching the light of the bedroom lamp and showing thin strands of copper as it glowed at its edges. Her eyes sparkled with amusement. Her full, pillowy lips curved upwards in a delighted smile. God, she was so beautiful. In the shameful depths of my arousal, I couldn't ignore how I felt about her.  “And how do you like it?”  she asked as she smiled down at me.

“It’s...hard to breathe,”  I panted.

“Well, look how tight you laced it,”  Christie grinned.  “Now you see why I always want to wear it a bit looser, but you always try to get me to tighten it more. This is payback.” As she spoke, her fingers plucked at the laces that ran down my back, and I gasped as the corset grew tighter still.

“Please,”  I wheezed,  “that’s too much.”

“Too much?” The smile on Christie's face made me tremble as I stared up at her.  “Is it? Or is this what you want? Because I can see you put a lot of effort into this. I'm kind of impressed you were even able to get it on by yourself. It would be a shame to just take it off now.”

“Wh - what are you talking about?” There was that hope again, that wild note of joy in the midst of my shame and disgrace. I knew that look on Christie's face. It was a look that never failed to get my own blood pumping, and if I hadn't already been almost painfully aroused, seeing that look on my wife's face would have gotten me there in no time at all. Christie shrugged.

“ Well, why don't we see where this takes us?” she grinned.  “I have to say, you do look pretty cute all dressed up like this. Like a pretty little doll for me to play with.”  My cheeks prickled again with shame at her words. But that didn't stop my hard cock from throbbing underneath my stomach as she spoke.

“Wh - what are you going to do?” I stammered. Christie’s teeth showed in her smile as she grinned wolfishly at me.

  “I don't know,”  she said slowly.  “But I'm sure I'll think of something.”

“Let me go,”  I tried again.  “Untie me and I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Oh Charlie,”  Christie sighed. She reached out towards me, and her fingers slid over my cheek before cupping my chin in her hand.  “You ’re going to do whatever I want anyway.” An irrepressible shudder ran through me at her words. This was a side of my wife I had never seen before, never even suspected. But then, it seemed the day for new discoveries. I never in my wildest dreams would have imagined that I would dress up in women's underwear, much less that I would be turned on by it.

“I have an idea,”  Christie smiled.  “If you really want me to let you go, you just have to say the magic word. The safe word, I think they call it. But if you do, it might be a while before I let you see me in that corset. And I know you don’t want that.”  Wordlessly, I shook my head from side to side. That was the last thing I wanted. Christie knew all too well the effect the corset had on me, even before she had found me wearing it. Besides, as much as I might try to hide the truth even from myself, I was getting increasingly curious to see what kind of game my wife intended to play with me. And there was the matter of my still hard cock, throbbing urgently against the mattress underneath me.

“The safe word is... Banana,” Christie smiled.  “Say that and I'll untie you and this will all be over. But until then, honey,” and Christie's hand gripped my chin more tightly, her blue eyes boring into mine as she leaned over me menacingly, “your ass is mine.” Leaning over me, Christie brought her other hand down with a loud smack against my bare ass. I grunted, more in surprise than pain, although I could feel the warmth of the blow slowly spreading across my skin. Christie rose up on her knees on the mattress, looming above me. I grunted again as I felt her fingers in my hair.

“Come on, get up,” she coaxed.  “Let's have a look at you.” With my wife's help, I struggled slowly upwards. My feet found the edge of the bed, and I slid carefully from on top of the mattress to stand on the floor. I straightened up, bending my knees to compensate for the tight corset that made it almost impossible to bend at the waist. Christie stayed kneeling on the bed, her hands on her hips and a broad smile on her face as she watched me struggle. Her eyes lit up as she saw my cock, extending from between my legs and throbbing in the empty air between us.

“My, my,” she grinned,  “dressing like a girl has really got you excited, hasn't it?” I felt the heat of another blush on my cheeks. But there was nothing I can say. The proof of my arousal was right in front of her. Still smiling, Christie shuffled forward on the bed, and I stepped backward as her feet found the floor just as mine had done. Still sitting, she leaned forward, and I gasped and moaned as her hand brushed the shaft of my cock. She trailed her fingers lightly over the dense network of veins that throbbed and pulsed to her touch, my manhood twitching and dripping in abject desire as she skilfully teased it. Christie frowned.

“This isn't quite right though, is it?”  she said.  “I mean, the corset’s doing wonders for your figure. Look at your waist. A lot of women would kill for a waist like that. But then this big hard cock kind of ruins the look, doesn't it?”

  I didn't know what to say. And I suspected there was little point in me saying anything. This was Christie’s show now. She paused for a moment, her eyes flickering over me as I stood disgraced in front of her. Then the smile returned to her face. Her decision made, she sprang up from the bed. I turned awkwardly to watch her as she stepped towards the closet and began to rummage among the shelves. When she turned back around to face me, there was a broad grin on her face and a pair of pink panties in her hands.

“You've got to be kidding me,” I moaned as she held out the panties.

“Oh, don't be such a baby,” Christie smiled.  “These will look so cute on you. Besides, you're not really in a position to argue. You know you want to.”

“No, I don’t,” I said. But Christie was already stepping towards me. My cock surged as I watched her sink to her knees on the floor in front of me. Her hot breath caressed the sensitive skin of my organ, her warm mouth just millimeters away. Has sparkling eyes smiled up at me as she leaned forward, and my breath grew shorter in the tight corset as she kissed the bobbing head of my cock. I groaned loudly as she extended her tongue and ran it teasingly from base to tip, the corset laces growing tighter around my wrists as I squirmed with pleasure and frustration.

“Come on,”  Christie smiled up at me.  “It’ll be fun. If you’re going to dress like a girl, you need to wear panties. You don’t want to look like a total slut. Even if that’s what you are.”  The shortness of my breath was plainly audible in the room as I panted and gasped, my heart rattling inside the corset’s tight constraints. Christine, still kneeling, held the pink panties out between her hands. My head spinning with desire and disbelief, I slowly raised a foot and stepped into the underwear that she held out for me. First one foot, then the other. Christie chuckled with delight as she pulled the panties up my legs. I could feel the fabric stretching around me as she tugged them into place. Her underwear was far too small for me. But the elasticity of the pink fabric was enough for her to pull the panties up over my ass. I grunted as she took my cock in her hand and stuffed it into her underwear. The front of the panties swelled outwards under the corset, barely able to contain my manhood that showed plainly through the thin pink material. Kristy cast a critical eye over me as I stood before her, completely humiliated.

“ That's better,” she said slowly.  “You still don't look like a girl, but you're getting there. Maybe we should shave you.”

“What?”  I spluttered.  “No!” Christie grinned at my reaction.

“Yeah, not right now,” she agreed.  “Maybe next time.”

Next time? My heart thumped. Was my wife seriously suggesting that we were going to do this again? And if she wanted to, was there anything I could do to stop her? The questions in my mind quickly evaporated as Christie rose to her feet.

“You know, I've never done anything with a girl before,” she said, while my cock throbbed almost painfully in the pink prison of her panties.  “And this is kind of the best of both worlds. You're dressed all pretty like a girl, but then you have this.” My eyelids fluttered with pleasure as Christie reached between my legs and seized my cock and balls in her hand. She squeezed lightly, studying the reaction on my face while I groaned desperately.  “Admit it,” Christie said in a low voice, her breath hot against my ear,  “you want to be a sexy little slut for me, don't you?”

“Yes,”  I moaned, barely able to believe the words coming out of my mouth even as I said them.  “ Yes, Christie, please!”

Releasing my cock, Christie stepped backward. I watched in an agony of hopeless arousal as she unbuttoned and cast aside her shirt. Her pale skin showed in deep contrast to the black lace of the bra she wore, pushing the soft orbs of her breasts high on her chest as she undressed. Her blue gaze held mine as she unfastened her pants and wriggled out of them, kicking them aside to lie in a dark heap on the bedroom floor. Her thumbs slipped under the waistband of her panties, and I moaned as she pulled them slowly away from her skin. Her panties slipped to the floor, and I studied the dark triangle of her pubic hair and the swollen lips of her pussy that were beginning to become visible between her legs. The corset continued to squeeze me tightly as I struggled to catch my breath.

“Look at you,” Christie sneered.  “I’m going to make you my slutty little lesbian for the night. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,”  I moaned, lost in desperate desire. The pink panties I wore struggled to contain my bulging erection, and I felt as though if I didn't get to touch Christie soon, I would explode. And she kept on teasing me, enjoying my helpless lust as she flaunted her undressed body in front of me.

“Stay there, slut,”  she grinned.  “I have an idea.” I sucked down another desperate breath as Christie abruptly turned. In nothing but her bra, she stepped out through the still open bedroom door, striding purposefully down the hallway. There was nothing I could do but wait. My cock throbbed dully as I stood still, waiting for her to return. She didn't keep me waiting long. As Christie came back through the bedroom door, I saw she was carrying her phone in her hand. My heart contracted as though it was being squeezed by some invisible fist as she raised the phone in her hands.

“Smile, slut,”  she grinned, and the camera clicked.

“Christie, no!”  I begged.  “No photos!”  Her smooth brow furrowed as she paused.

“Did you just say no to me?” Her voice was quiet, and her words were all the more menacing for that. Her beautiful eyes glowed with something other than lust and amusement now as she stared at me, and I tried to suppress the tremor that rose along my spine.  “Sluts don’t get to say no,”  she went on.  “That word is no longer in your vocabulary. You say yes, or you say banana and we end this. What’s it going to be?” My mouth felt dry. I squirmed on the spot, shifting my weight from foot to foot in an agony of indecision. The thought of my wife having photos of me dressed in her underwear was terrifying. But even more terrifying was the thought of her never again indulging my kinks. I had to trust her, I realized. If I wanted to fully explore these forbidden desires that had developed between us, I had to trust my wife.

“Yes,”  I sighed. Christie beamed in triumph at my capitulation. I cringed as she raised her cell phone again, my cheeks burning with total shame as the camera click again and again.

“Oh, this is so much fun,”  she cackled.  “Don’t worry. I won’t send these to anyone. Unless you really piss me off.” The look on my face must have been a picture, because Christie burst out laughing at my reaction.  “It’s ok, honey,”  she said.  “Just do what I say, and everything will be fine. Think of these photos as being like insurance. Whether I ever use them is up to you. And they’ll help you remember to be good next time.”

“Next time?” There it was again. Half threat, half promise. As I stood panting in Christie's corset, I didn't know what I wanted. But my wife seemed decisive enough for both of us.

“Yes, next time,”  she smiled.  “As long as I have these photos, I'll be able to dress you up like this anytime I want. You wouldn't want anyone else to see these, would you? And the best way to make sure no one ever does is to be a good little slut for me.” Christie cackled with laughter again. There was no way for me to know how serious she was about her threat. But there was also no way for me to ignore how much the idea excited me. Not the idea of being exposed, exactly. But the idea that my wife had the power to do so if she chose to. It made my cock throb inside the pink panties to hear her laugh at my discomfort.

“Come over here,” Christie ordered. I watched as she sat on the edge of the mattress , and my stomach fluttered with desire as she slowly spread her legs. The delicate pink folds of her pussy glinted wetly in the low light, and if I had had any doubt about the state of her own arousal, all such doubts would have been extinguished at that moment. Christie was turned on. What she was doing to me was exciting her, just as it was exciting me, and our mutual excitement fed off itself. Breathing quickly, I hurried towards her.

“On your knees,” Christie said, pointing to the floor at her feet. “That's where sluts like you belong.” Hindered by the tightness of the corset, I managed to sink down onto my knees in front of her. Kneeling at her feet, my wife's pussy was directly in front of my face, and as I shuffled closer, the smell of her arousal filled my senses, driving me wild with animalistic lust. Christie's fingers ran through my short hair, gripping it in her fist as she pulled my face close to her.

“Every good slut needs to know how to give head,”  Christie smirked.  “Make me happy, and you might get rewarded.” I needed no more incentive than the relentless erection that was struggling against the pink panties I wore. I all but dived between Christie's legs, pressing my mouth eagerly to her wet sex and tasting her passion eagerly. Christie groaned as I ran my tongue over the silken folds of her womanhood, my lips brushing against hers as I tenderly kissed her sex. Her thighs shook on either side of my head as I rubbed the tip of my nose against the swelling bud of her clitoris. Inching forward, ignoring the aching of my knees against the hardwood floor, I pressed my mouth more firmly against her. The taste grew stronger as I parted her wet lips with my tongue, plunging it inside and making her moan as I slurped up the juices that were beginning to run from her pulsing pussy. I licked and kissed and teased her with my mouth while the corset laces held my hands tightly behind my back, my own pleasure completely ignored for the moment as I worshiped my wife. The sheer depravity of what I was doing, eating her pussy while dressed in women’s underwear, made me groan in helpless lust, and Christie groaned too as she felt the vibrations of my voice between her legs. Lifting my face, I circled her clitoris with my tongue, teasing the sensitive bud until Christie’s breath became ragged with pleasure. Her fist tightened in my air until my scalp ached, but I ignored it. She inched forward on the bed, pressing her hips against my face, and her cries of bliss rose into the bedroom air as I pleasured her.

Christie threw a leg over her shoulder. Pursing my lips, I engulfed her clit, holding it in my mouth while I gently sucked on it. Christie screamed, and her other leg wrapped itself around me, the strong muscles of her thighs almost crushing my head against her body as she abandoned herself to pleasure. My tongue teased her clit, trapped inside my warm mouth, and Christie shuddered and shook and screamed curses at the ceiling as I used everything I had learned about her body over the years to make her cum. Her orgasm erupted like molten lava over my cheeks and chin, her pleasure gushing forth into my open mouth as I eagerly gulped and swallowed it down. Christie panted and gasped as her whole body shook and trembled under the assault of annihilating pleasure.

Finally, her legs relaxed. I could feel the bedroom air against my skin as her juices cooled on my face. I wore them like a badge of honor. I had made my wife cum, exercising the tiny bit of control that was all that was left to me in the depths of my humiliation. Christie’s eyes were glassy with pleasure as she stared down at me. I could see her breasts rise and fall as her chest heaved, and my own breath was hardly any less ragged as I stared up at her from my knees with my face shining with her cum.

“You little slut,”  she grinned at me.  “if that’s what dressing you like a girl does, we’re definitely going to do it more often.”  I shuddered at her words. But before I could make any kind of reply, Christie raised a foot from the floor and placed it on my shoulder. She pushed, and I fell clumsily backward, hitting the bedroom floor like a felled tree. My tied hands were trapped beneath me as I lay on the floor, and Christie towered over me. Between her spread legs, I could see her dripping pussy, faint trails of her juices shining on her still-shaking thighs as she stood above me. She swiftly crouched, and I gasped in hope and pleasure as she descended on me, roughly pulling the pink panties down as my erection sprang free. Christie chuckled to herself as she took my manhood in her hand.

“Good girl,”  she grinned.  “Nice and hard for me.”  I moaned again as Christie straddled my hips, her dripping pussy inches above me. And we moaned together as she guided my cock inside her, sinking down upon the hard shaft with obvious pleasure while the wet walls of her pussy gripped and squeezed my throbbing cock.

Christie’s thighs gripped my sides as she rode me, sliding up and down on my cock as she gathered speed. Her cries grew louder and more frequent as her pleasure swelled. Lying on my back and staring up at her, I was seeing stars. The corset seemed tighter than ever on me as I panted and gasped and moaned right alongside her. Bound and helpless, I felt as though I had been reduced to a mere object for my wife’s pleasure, and the feeling was more powerfully erotic than any I had known before as Christie rode me. Her hips pumped up and down on top of me now, almost a blur with the speed of her movements as she approached another orgasm. I ground my teeth together as I felt a familiar sensation at the base of my spine, my balls tightening inside the humiliating pink fabric that encased them. The corset made it all but impossible to control my breathing, but I somehow managed to hold my pleasure back until Christie was screaming in the throes of a second orgasm. I felt the sudden flood of her juices wash over me, coating my thighs and balls and soaking the pink panties I still wore. I felt her pussy clench around my cock like a fist, as though her body never wanted to let go of me, as though she was trying to milk me of every drop of cum I had. And with a loud cry, I gave it all to her. My cock exploded inside her, my orgasm pulled out of me finally by the contractions of hers, and we both gasped and panted as we came together, the juices of our pleasure mingling and merging inside her as we simultaneously convulsed in ecstasy.

With one final sigh, Christie collapsed on top of me. Her dark hair coiled around her face as she lay on my chest, her face pressed against the corset. I could feel her trembling on top of me, and my heart throbbed with love for her as she basked in the loneliness of her pleasure while I luxuriated in the afterglow of my own. For a long time, we just lay there like that, her body on top of mine while I lay bound and corseted below her.

Finally, Christie raised her head. A goofy smile on her flushed face made me smile too as she grinned at me.

“Fuck, that was so hot,”  she gasped.  “Who would have thought that dressing you up like a girl would be so much fun? We’re doing that again, right?”

My mouth was dry. My heart hammered in my chest. My shoulders and wrists ached, and I longed to fully fill my lungs in a way I hadn’t been able to do since I first tightened the corset around myself. But I couldn’t keep the grin off my own face as I nodded, and my wife giggled in delight.

“Yeah,”  I sighed,  “we’ll do it again.”

   


3. Christie’s Sissy

Saturday at the hardware store. Just one of those suburban rituals we all get drawn into. You know, you like to think of yourself as an individual, as unique. There’s never, in all of human history, been anyone quite like you before. The miraculous nexus of nature and nurture that makes you who you are, instead of being someone else. But we all end up spending Saturday at the hardware store just the same.

It was the kitchen cabinets, this time. Couldn’t put it off any longer. You reach a point where something just has to be done. It’s not like I was exactly looking forward to spending my weekend on such a tiresome chore. But Christie had been on at me for ages to replace the aging wooden doors on our cabinets, and I had to agree that they were looking pretty shabby. Even before we bought the house, we had intended to replace them. That was years ago. Finally, I had to face up to my husbandly responsibilities and just do it.

I would never consider myself a handy guy. I never worked in construction, and I don’t know all the terminology you’re supposed to use. I’ll never be one of those guys who gets genuinely excited by the specifications of a power drill. But owning a house soon teaches you a few things. And you can find a YouTube video on just about anything. I’d been practicing, and I felt like I was ready at last to take on the job.

But the hardware store can be intimidating.

"You're doing the whole thing yourself?" The store clerk's voice dripped with skepticism as he looked me up and down. Every big hardware store I've ever visited followed the same basic pattern when it comes to staff. A bunch of kids on minimum wage who seem to know absolutely nothing about the store that they work in, and one old guy, usually retired from a physically demanding job in construction, who seems to be the only person in the store that can tell you anything useful. Provided you can stomach his doubtful gaze. This one was a classic specimen. His white hair was slicked back from his head above a pair of tinted glasses that cast a coppery shade over his eyes. A thick white horseshoe mustache framed his mouth. I had no doubt that he must have at least one Harley Davidson motorcycle in his well-used garage. Probably a leather vest to go with it, too. An old-school biker, riding since the sixties, most likely. His hands were as hard as cracked cement as he held my penciled list in his hand and cast his practiced eye over my measurements.

"Why not?" I said. "I'm just replacing the doors, not the entire cabinet. Shouldn't be that hard." The ghost of a smile lifted the man's thin lips under the frosted thicket of his mustache.

“You sure these measurements are right?”

“I measured three times,” I bristled. “It’s an old house. Things aren’t standard.”

“And that’s the finish you want to go with?” He was just asking a question, I told myself. But his words dripped with doubt, as though he had never heard of someone buying the cabinet doors that were piled on the flat cart I was pushing around the store. As though the very idea was unthinkable. My lips twitched around words I was struggling not to say as I stared at myself, reflected in those tinted glasses.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Glad of the distraction, I pulled it out and unlocked it. Christie had sent me a picture. And the blood froze in my veins as I looked at it, the small screen of my phone filled with my shame as my cheeks reddened right there under the hardware store's unforgiving light. It was me. Standing in our bedroom, the telltale bulge of my erection showing through the pink fabric of my wife's panties. And the corset, the deep blue corset with the black lace detailing that I had bought for her, and struggled into myself. The weirdly feminine shape the restrictive garment gave to my torso as it pulled my stomach in so far that it made it difficult to breathe. I could feel myself getting short of breath again as I looked at the photo, the phantom presence of the tight corset wrapping itself around me again while my heart hammered wildly in my chest. I shifted my feet, bending slightly at the waist to hide the erection that was swelling in my pants.

“I can ring you up over there.”

"What?" The hardware store seemed to rise around me in an instant like a fairytale castle as I returned to myself from whatever distant land I had been wandering in. I blinked rapidly as I tried to adjust, tried to banish the demonic arousal that was dancing and cackling inside me. The store clerk appeared once again in my vision as I tried to recover myself.

“I can ring all this up over there.” He was pointing towards the cash register near the store’s tall door, and I followed the direction he was pointing in with eyes that saw nothing. Dumbly, I nodded. Leaning on the cart, I pushed it behind the old man as I followed him. Everything seemed to take forever. And every minute, I knew, would count for an hour until I got home. Because along with the humiliating picture that acted like a switch to my most hidden desires, Christie had sent a single line of text.

Get home now.



My car sat outside in the driveway, silent and motionless in the way of things meant to move that finally come to rest. The back seat was folded down, the cabinet fronts piled all the way from the trunk to the back of the front seats. They could stay there for all I cared. Everything that mattered was inside my house as I stood in front of the bed.

Christie hadn't been idle while I was away. Her text had brought me running, racing through traffic as I hurried home in a mixture of fear and hope while my mind swam with intoxicating images. But my wife was ready for me. I found her in the bedroom, sprawled luxuriously across our mattress, the afternoon light streaming through the curtains to cast sun and shadow across her beautiful form in alternating bands. She was wearing the corset. The corset that she knew was the key to my desires, the one that made her look almost unbelievably sexy as it enhanced and exaggerated her already divinely feminine form. Wearing that garment had been a giddy and deviant thrill, but as the photo Christie had sent me proved, when all was said and done, I was simply a man in a corset. The garment was made especially for Christie, custom-fitted to her curves. Her breasts seemed to flow like honey over the top of the corset with every breath she took, her deep cleavage calling to me in a way I could not ignore while her boobs swelled over her unbelievably narrow waist. I knew first-hand now how difficult it was to move in the tightly laced corset as I watched Christie sit up slowly at my approach. Black lace panties hugged her hips, the skimpy fabric barely covering her womanhood as she sat up straight. The spread of her hips on the mattress lit a fire in my blood as I looked at her, her body a flawless hourglass in the dim light as she smiled up at me. Her hair looked almost black as it tumbled over her bare shoulders, the loose waves seeming to dance on the impressive cliff of her trembling breasts. The tops of dark stockings gripped her legs at mid-thigh, their wide mesh shining slightly against her smooth skin. I could just see, in the darkness under the bed, the faint and fugitive gleam of the black leather high heels she was wearing. My cock, that had been swelling in my pants for the entirety of the drive home, lurched suddenly upwards at the sight of Christie in her seductive outfit. Like a teenage boy at his first sight of female flesh, I was enraptured. It was like witnessing the birth of some new species, something more than a mere woman, even more beautiful, even more magical. Every line of Christie's body was pure poetry as she smiled up at me.

“There you are.” Her voice was low, as rich and smooth as melted butter as she spoke. “How do I look?”

"Amazing," I panted. I was already out of breath, as though I had run all the way home instead of driving back from the hardware store. My stomach was fluttering as though I stood on the edge of some great precipice I was scared to tumble over. But nothing could be further from the truth. I wanted nothing more than to launch myself over that edge, to cast myself into oblivion and lose myself in the shattering beauty I saw before me.

“Don’t tell me,” Christie smiled. Her face shone with happiness as she watched me from the bed. She could read my facial expressions as though they were her native language, and my obvious arousal had not gone unnoticed. It was the greatest tribute that I could offer my wife, that after all these years together, she still had the power to render me almost speechless just with the way she looked. “Show me,” she said.

I blinked in confusion. It was hard to hear Christie’s quiet voice over the roaring of the blood in my ears, and my lust-addled brain struggled to understand anything that wasn’t my own desire screaming back at me. My wife’s smile deepened, and the bed sighed beneath her as she moved.

“Take your clothes off,” she said in what was barely more than a whisper. “I want to see how hard I make you.”

I wasted no time. Unlike the hardware store, this was a game I knew well. I shed my clothes in a matter of seconds, unthinkingly, unhesitatingly, doing exactly as my goddess-wife told me as I stripped in front of her. It never even occurred to me to question her intentions. When she looked like that, nothing else mattered. My cock swayed and lurched in the empty air as I stepped out of the pool of my discarded clothes and stood before her, and the fluttering in my stomach grew more frantic as her sparkling eyes traveled up and down my body, taking in every inch of me as I throbbed with need. It was all I could do not to groan in abject lust as Christie moved again, reaching for a small tube that I had barely noticed on the bedside table. The steel boning in her corset creaked as she slowly stood. She was wearing it tight, I noticed, tighter than she had ever worn it before, and I felt that ghostly pressure on my own ribs again as I remembered how it felt. Some garments seem to wear you more than you wear them. The corset reshaped her body into a figure of pure and unbridled sexiness. It made her move differently, talk differently. I knew from my own shameful experience that it would make her feel differently. And if it made her feel even a fraction as turned on as it made me to wear that corset, I knew I was in for a wild time.

But Christie wasn't ready to give me what I wanted, not yet. My eyes were fixed on the mouth-watering jiggle of her exposed flesh as she moved towards me. She uncapped the tube she held and squeezed out some cream onto her fingers. I opened my mouth to say something, but a single challenging look from her deep blue eyes withered the words on my tongue. The mysterious cream was cool against my chest as Christie smeared it over my chest, my stomach, my arms. My breath grew short as her hand reached downwards, and I reached out for her as her slick fingers reached my tumescent cock. But Christie, giggling, pulled away.

“Not yet,” she smiled. “I didn’t say you could touch me. Just stand there and let me do this, ok?” My chest rose and fell as I nodded. I had no idea what her game was, but when she looked like that, I was powerless to resist her. I placed my hands behind my back and squeezed them together until my knuckles cracked, clenching my teeth at the powerful sensations of my body while Christie rubbed the cream around the base of my cock and over the sensitive skin of my scrotum. I almost whimpered in disappointment when I felt her continue her journey downwards, sliding her hands over my legs. The generous view of her cleavage from above as she crouched at my feet tugged at my inflamed nerves as I watched her wordlessly.

“There,” Christie finally said as she straightened up. The corset made her breathing shallow and rapid, but there was more than that behind the rosy flush of her cheeks. Whatever game my wife was playing, I could see that it was turning her on, and that made the fires of lust roar as they swelled inside my own body. Christie’s eyes glittered like the deep ocean far out from shore as she smiled up at me.

“Now go take a shower,” she said. “Make sure you wash all that stuff off. Then we can have some fun.”

“What is it?” I asked. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining things, or if the cream she had applied was starting to make my skin tingle. Christie smiled as she shook her head.

"You'll see," she said. The small tube looked empty as she replaced its cap and tossed it back onto the bedside table with a faint clatter. Her tall heels made her close to my own height as she stepped aside and playfully slapped her palm against my bare ass. "Go clean yourself up, there's a good girl." Christie giggled at the groan that escaped my trembling lips at her words. It all came flooding back in a burst of bright brilliance, all the demeaning and sexy things she had said when she caught me dressed up in her underwear. All the hidden desires the two of us had explored. My cock throbbed mercilessly as I turned, the rock-hard shaft swaying crazily from side to side with every step I took as I hurried towards the shower. Christie's eyes shone in the gloom as she watched me go.

I wrenched the handle of the shower savagely as water thundered into the tub. I hadn't been working that day, and if Christie hadn't covered me in the sticky cream, I wouldn't have needed to clean myself in the first place. But I was past questioning my wife when she looked the way she did. I avoided my reflection in the mirror as I stepped under the water and pulled the curtain closed behind me. This shouldn't take long. A quick rinse and I would be back in the bedroom with my gorgeous wife.

As the first clump of hair came away under the streaming water, I cried out in surprise. My heart thumped somewhere deep inside my skull as I watched my skin shed its hair along with the cream. In no time at all, the shower drain was clogged with hair as the water rose up around my ankles. And more hair kept falling. My arms, my chest, my legs, my genitals - everywhere Christie had applied the cream become smooth and bald as the water washed it away. I supposed I should have been thankful that she had allowed me to keep the hair on my head, but everything else was washed away. My body was bare and pink as I stepped at last out of the shower and dried myself carefully. In a flash, a memory of the time Christie had caught me dressed as a woman erupted in my mind.

“Maybe we should shave you.”

“What?”  I spluttered.  “No!” Christie grinned at my reaction.

“Yeah, not right now,” she agreed.  “Maybe next time.”

Trust my sexy, devious wife to find a better way to achieve her goals. And my cock, that had softened with the shock of seeing my hair fall out all at once, began to swell again.

Naked, I stepped out of the bathroom and made my way back to the bedroom. At the sight of my corseted wife, my erection soon grew to full hardness again. She stood on the floor beside the bed, her feet apart, her hands on her hips accentuating the crazy hourglass of her body as she smiled at me. I cringed as her eyes flickered over my newly hairless skin.

“Christie, what are you doing?”  I stammered.  “What was that stuff?”

“Hair removal cream,”  Christie grinned. The bounce of her breasts as she shrugged made my stomach growl with helpless lust as I stared at her.  “I thought it would be easier this way. But going forward, you’re going to need to keep yourself shaved.”

“Going forward?”  Ignoring my question, Christie stepped towards me. I trembled to her touch as she ran her fingers over my chest, her hand creeping down my body with teasing slowness.

“I like this,”  she said approvingly as she circled around me. “You’re so nice and smooth. Just like a girl should be.”  Christie stepped in close behind me, and I moaned as I felt her big boobs pressing against my back as she wrapped an arm around my chest from behind. My heart hammered under her hand as she stroked my skin.  “Yes, this is much better,”  she murmured, her voice loud in my ear and her breath hot against my skin as she spoke. Nerves flared and crackled to her touch as her hands moved over my skin, igniting my desire as I trembled in her arms.

“What are you doing?”  I asked again, my own voice no more than a hoarse whisper.

“Making you my girl,”  Christie said, as though the answer was almost too obvious for words.  “I told you we would do it again, didn’t I? You know you love it. Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. I still have those pictures, remember?”  As though I could have possibly forgotten. As though she hadn’t just sent me one in the hardware store to summon me home for this twisted game. Christie held all the cards. As though her astonishing beauty wasn’t weapon enough, the humiliating photos of me in her underwear gave my wife all the leverage she needed.

“I’ve done some shopping,”  Christie whispered in my ear. “There’s some presents for you on the bed. Why don’t you go take a look?”

Nervously, I stepped forward. Christie’s hands slid from me as I stepped out of her embrace. On our bed, there was a box with a logo I didn’t recognize. I could feel Christie’s eyes on me as I lifted the lid of the box. My hands trembled as I lifted something pink and shiny into the air. Christie’s grin as she watched me made my heart flutter as I turned to her.

“Try it on,”  she smiled.

“I - I can’t this,”  I protested.

“Of course you can. I had it made just for you. It wasn’t cheap, but hey. Looking trashy is more expensive than you might think.” Christie was clearly enjoying herself immensely. But I felt as though I had wandered into some strange dream. Though I couldn’t precisely call it a nightmare. Not when my cock throbbed so clearly with unrestrained desire.

“I can’t,”  I tried again, the final flaring of my male pride as shame raced through me. Christie’s face darkened.

"Yes you can," she said firmly. "Or would you rather I send those photos to everyone you know? Right now, I'm the only person who knows about your little cross-dressing secret. Let's keep it that way, shall we?" Christie was threatening me, and my stomach tightened with fear. But I didn't miss the smile on her face, any more than I missed the convulsions of my own heart. My resolve wilted. In my deepest heart, I knew that she was right. The garment under my hands called to me in a way I was terrified to acknowledge, but I couldn't ignore it. Christie was willing to play the bad guy if it got me to where we both wanted to be.

"Here, let me help," she said, her voice softer now as she stepped forward. Her nimble hands took the item from me. "Hold your arms over your head," she said in the same gentle tone. I did it. I passively did what my wife told me to do as she pulled a pink PVC minidress over my head. The slick fabric slid over my newly hairless skin, clinging here and there before Christie straightened it out. I winced as my wife pulled the dress down my body, its tight skirt gripping my thighs and pressing my cock down between my legs. The bulge of my restrained manhood showed against the front of the dress as Christie tugged at the hem until it sat at mid-thigh. Still I said nothing. The feeling of the tight clothing squeezing my body brought back memories of wearing Christie's corset, and my cock throbbed against the pink material as I luxuriated in the strange new feelings the dress was giving me.

“Look at that,”  Christie smiled approvingly as she cast her gaze over my body.  “You look like such a pretty little slut. Make me want to do things to you.”  My face must have reflected the sudden surge of hope I felt in my heart, because Christie burst out laughing as she looked at me. My cock surged again as she stepped forward, and my eyes drifted down to her beautiful breasts again as she reached a hand into the box.

“Turn around,”  she said. All power to resist my wife had vanished, if it had ever been there in the first place. I turned towards the bare wall of our bedroom and allowed Christie to pull my wrists behind me. Something gripped my arm tightly, and I realized that my wife was putting me in handcuffs. Still I said nothing. The PVC of my dress creaked as my cock pressed firmly against it, trying to rise into the air while the dress held it down. A dull ache added a faint edge to the overwhelming lust I was feeling as Christie tied my hands behind my back.

“That’s better,”  Christie sighed.  “I like my sluts tied up and helpless.”  While my cock pulsed frantically, Christie put her hands on my hips and turned me back around to face her again. The dress gripped my thighs so tightly that I was forced to take small steps with my knees together, my legs bound by the humiliating outfit. Just as Christie wanted. When I faced her again, she reached into the box and produced a small strip of leather, the same hot pink as the dress I wore. Silver letters sparkled as she held it up to my face.

“Christie’s slut,”  my wife read aloud, giggling as she did so. “That’s what you are now. My little sissy slut.”  And my cock ached with desire as she reached up towards me, wrapping the collar around my neck and closing its buckle. I hung my head in abject shame as Christie reached one more time into the box and produced a leach which she clipped to a metal ring attached to the collar. Smiling, she gave a sharp tug on the leash, and I raised my nervous eyes to her.

“You’re going to do everything I tell you now, slut,”  she grinned at me.  “You’re my own personal fuck toy. Got it?”

“Yes,”  I mumbled, my lips trembling around the words, and Christie yanked savagely on the leash.

“What was that?”  she demanded. My cheeks burned as I raised my eyes to hers.

"Yes, Christie," I gasped, hardly able to believe the words coming from my own mouth. My wife's breasts heaved and swelled against the tight corset as she laughed out loud at the position she had put me in. Still holding the leash, she stepped towards the bed, and my cock ached for her as I watched her bend her lovely body over the mattress and pick up her phone. Then she straightened up. I studied the shape of her longingly as she turned in front of me, the leash in one hand and her phone in the other. A dull sense of horror crept along my spine as she aimed the camera of her phone at the mirrored door of our closet. But there was no resistance left in me. Christie tugged at the leash and led me forwards, and her laughter filled the room as her camera clicked, again and again, capturing my latest disgrace as I shuffled along behind my dominant wife, bound and leashed and dressed like a total slut.

"This is too much fun," Christie grinned. Halting at the foot of our bed, she turned towards me and twisted the leash around her fist. Her blue eyes bored into mine as she gave a sharp downwards tug on my collar. Taking the unspoken command, I sank slowly to my knees, hindered by my bound hands and the tight dress that constricted my legs. But all that was forgotten as I peered up at my wife and watched her slide her panties down over the tops of her stockings. My cock lurched in its pink prison as Christie shed her panties, stepping out of them and kicking them aside while her pussy shone under her dark pubic hair. She sat on the bed in front of me, her legs spread wantonly, teasing me with the sight of her swollen and moisture-flecked lips as she kept the leash taut between us.

“Let’s see if you remember what I taught you last time,”  she smiled. This time, Christie’s pull on the leash was slow but firm, and I shuffled forward on my knees, almost as eager as she was to feel my mouth pressed against her sex. I sighed with shameful delight as I kissed her womanhood, the deeply arousing smell of her desire filling my nostrils, and my tongue slid out between my lips to caress her silken folds as I worshiped her.

“Look at me, slut,”  Christie said, the harsh words belied by her soft tone. I raised my eyes up to her, towards her heavy-lidded face that appeared over the dramatic swell of her corseted cleavage, and the phone in her hand clicked again as she took my picture.

“That’s a good one,”  Christie giggled as the screen of her phone illuminated my face.  “Now get back to work.”  And I did. My cock throbbed pointlessly inside the tight pink dress, unwanted and ignored, while my dominant wife sighed with pleasure above me. Christie was right. I was a slut. I was her slut. And at that moment, I wanted nothing more.



4. Christie’s Game

The bedroom air throbbed to the sweet cacophony of my wife's screams. Pleasure seemed to roll back as sound from the bedroom walls, filling my ears and making my heart burn with lust as I licked and kissed. The taste of her pussy, sweet and strong and powerfully erotic no matter how familiar I had become with it, filled my senses. In the dense hot space between Christie's thighs, I trembled and shook, the juices of her pleasure coating my skin as I devoted myself to making her moan and squirm. I loved her greed, her selfishness, more than she could know. My cock ached, my erection forced downwards by the tight skirt of the humiliating pink minidress she had stuffed me into. I wanted nothing more than to be freed from the cuffs that held my hands behind my back, to tear off my slutty outfit and plunge my rampant manhood up to the hilt in my wife's warm wetness. And yet - it wasn't what I wanted at all.

Ever since my wife came home early from her business trip to find me dressed in her sexy corset, I have had to live with this dichotomy. You would think that in that time, I might have found a better way to say this. But words break against this division in my soul, falling broken and useless into the darkness no words can reach. What Christie was doing to me was driving me crazy. Lust crackled and sparkled within me like a fire that nothing could contain until I felt as though I might burst if I didn't find some outlet for the desire that was alive inside me. But I also knew that if I reached my goal, that if Christie finally allowed me to fuck her, I would cum and the game would be over. And lick by lick, kiss by kiss as I serviced my greedy wife, I was coming to realize that I didn't want that. The parts of me that vibrated most keenly to the sensation of shame screamed at me that I shouldn't be doing this. But my wife had seen through my bluster and bravado, right into the inner heart whose existence I was only just beginning to see. This was what I wanted. The shame, the humiliation, the frustration - all of it. I couldn't say, as I kneeled on the floor at Christie's feet with my dripping face buried between her thighs, which of us was getting more out of me humbly licking her quivering pussy while dressed like a slutty girl. I was never going to cum, no matter how much my cock throbbed inside the dress I was wearing. And if this was what it felt like to be denied, I never wanted anything else.

“Oh my God!” Christie moaned and purred above me. In all our years together, I’d never known her to react like this to me going down on her. Clearly, the kinky buildup to our lovemaking had stoked the fire of her own lust, making her more sensitive to my mouth than ever. My skin tingled, feeling strange under the tight PVC dress where the hair had been removed by the cream Christie had applied to my skin. She was so devious. Until that fateful day when she had caught me wearing her corset, I would never have suspected that my wife had this naughty, dominant side. But discovering it, along with my own delight in humiliation and submission, made my already considerable desire for her into a raging furnace of lust.

"Oh fuck!" Christie yelled. I knew that hitch in my wife's voice, cracking on the very edge of pleasure. Her high heels caught in the bed sheets as she raised her knees above me. The pink collar pulled on my neck as Christie pulled hard on the leash I wore, almost crushing my face against her pussy as she spasmed and roared. A sudden flood of her juices filled my mouth as they poured forth, wet and fragrant, from the spasming folds of her wet womanhood. I gulped and swallowed her orgasm while she howled in pleasure, emptying herself into me in a convulsion of feminine bliss. She was never more beautiful than when she abandoned herself like this, when she finally lost control and gave herself over to the moment. From between her legs, I peered up at her prone body as she lay back on the mattress. Her stomach sank inwards, squeezed by the deep blue corset she wore into an unbelievable narrowness. Above it, her breasts rose like a sudden cliff, the soft orbs of flesh that made my stomach growl with desire every time I looked at them. I caught only glimpses of her face as her head thrashed from side to side, her dark hair clinging to the sheen of sweat on her skin as she moaned and gulped down air, struggling to catch her breath while the corset held her tightly. My own clothing was clinging to me, too, the tight dress growing tighter as my breath grew short. With one final wail of ecstasy, Christie's grip on the leash relaxed, and I sank back on my knees, panting in wonder as I watched my wife's legs thrash and her body throb with the aftershocks of physical bliss.

I couldn't tell you how long we stayed like that. Moments like that seem to have very little to do with ordinary time. It could have been a lifetime or more. In some parallel universe, I'm still kneeling there on the floor of our bedroom, my cock throbbing furiously inside a slutty pink dress while I gaze up at my wife in mute adoration.

When Christie lifted her face from the bed at last, the look of satisfaction in her gorgeous eyes made me tremble uncontrollably. Her red lips lifted in a smile as she stared at me, down the length of the pink leather leash that hung between us, carefully chosen to match my dress. There was nothing spontaneous about any of this, I thought to myself with a thrill. My naughty wife had planned everything out to the last detail.

"You're getting better at that," Christie smiled at me. The brief burst of pride at her words that swelled in my heart only added to the constant lash of shame I was feeling. "Which is good," Christie went on, "since that's all you're good for." I watched in silence as she slowly maneuvered herself upright until she sat on the edge of the bed above me, her movements made awkward by the tight corset that made it impossible for her to bend at the waist. Predictably, my cock pressed itself against the tight PVC dress as I stared up at Christie, drinking in every last detail of her hyper feminine form in corset and stockings and high heels as she towered above me. I would give this woman anything just to look at her like that. And my trouble was, she knew it. Christie's blue eyes caught the faint light from the window as they danced up and down over my body.

“Such a little slut,” she purred. “Look at you. You love being my little lesbian cuntlicker, don’t you?”

"Yes, Christie," I croaked before clearing my throat. And my cock surged again as I licked my lips and renewed the taste of her in my mouth. Christie's legs lay open before me, the wet folds of her pussy shining invitingly between the tops of her stockings as I stared up at her. It was almost more than I could take. But with my hands cuffed together in the small of my back, there was nothing I could do to reach the goddess sitting in front of me. I was going to have to wait. I was going to have to play Christie's game.

“Good,” Christie smirked. “Because that’s all you get. From now on, my pleasure is all that matters. Got that, slut?” She almost spat the last word out, and it made my cock throb each time she called me that, as though to prove the truth of what she was saying. I nodded eagerly while arousal scorched the edges of my heart.

“Yes, Christie.” Her corset creaked as she leaned forward at the waist, her eyes staring deep into mine. Unable to meet her penetrating gaze, I looked down at the pale mounds of her breasts that threatened to spill out over the top of her tight corset, and the dark wet spot between her legs that made my blood throb in desperate desire. Christie smiled wickedly as she watched my eyes move over her body. I tried not to groan as I watched the fingers of her free hand descend into the space between her thighs.

“This is what you get for wearing my clothes, pervert,” she growled. “You get turned into my submissive sissy plaything.” I gasped as I watched her fingers start to move in small circles over her soft lips. Christie’s eyelids fluttered as she smiled at me, teasing me with the pussy I had just licked to orgasm that was now so unreachable, it might as well be on another planet. A planet I could only gaze up at through my telescoping lust, watching a goddess toy with her own divine body as though no one else could be worthy of touching her. In that moment, married to Christie as I was, I almost believed it myself.

“How do you like your dress, slut?” Christie’s fingers moved faster as she spoke, and I could hear the raw edge of pleasure in her voice as she taunted me.

“It’s too tight,” I tried. Christie smiled, her eyelids fluttering as she blinked slowly.

“No, it’s perfect,” she grinned. “You wanted to wear sexy girl’s clothes, so that’s what you’re going to get from now on. There’s plenty more where that came from. In fact, I might just get rid of all your male clothes. Keep you as a girl permanently when we’re at home.” A shudder flowed through me at my wife’s words. Given all that had happened between us lately, I had no confidence that this was merely talk. Lately, I had learned that Christie had a way of keeping even her most outrageous promises. And I wasn’t sure how I felt about that as my cock throbbed against the slutty dress.

"You know what? I have an idea." My trembling increased as Christie smiled down at me, blue fire dancing in her eyes as her teeth showed in a spreading smile. "I know you love seeing me all dressed up. But from now on, you're going to have to earn it. If there's an outfit you want me to wear, you're going to have to wear it first. And if I like it, maybe I'll let you see me in it too. Think about it. All the little fantasies you've built up over the years. They could all come true if you do as you're told." My mouth opened and closed soundlessly as her words hovered in the air between us. All kinds of wild images fluttered in my scrambled brain. Christie in the corset I had paid to have specially made for her was the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life, but the thought of her in other outfits was almost enough to wipe away the fear I felt at the thought of having her dress me as a girl again. Almost. But not quite.

"I bought myself a few things too," Christie said. The light lingered on her dripping pussy as she moved, sliding forwards on the bed. The toned muscles of her thighs moved under her soft skin and the mesh stockings that covered her legs as she rose to her feet. Bending awkwardly in her sexy outfit, she tied the end of my leash to the side rail of the bed. A fleeting glimpse of her wet sex teased me further as she stepped over the swaying leash and made her way towards our closet. My eyes stayed locked on her body as she moved, the swaying motion of her high-heeled walk driving hot nails of lust and despair into my flooded heart. The closet door groaned open, and I watched her rummage in the dark space of the shelves. Her smile as she turned back to me with her hands full was intoxicating.

"I got myself a couple of toys," Christie beamed, stepping back towards me. "I figured I might need them, since it turns out I'm married to a sissy boy. I mean, a woman like me as needs. And a slut like you just isn't going to be able to fully satisfy me." My cheeks burned with shame as Christie towered over me. But before I could protest, she stepped in close to me and pushed something hard and smooth between my parted lips. I grunted unintelligibly as whatever it was filled my mouth, pushing my tongue down against my jaw. Christie's breasts heaved in the corset as she giggled cruelly and wrapped a heavy strap around my head, fastening it in place behind my head. She had gagged me. My wife, who until recently had never demonstrated any tendencies towards sexual dominance, had just gagged me. And as she stepped away from me again, grinning broadly as her gorgeous body made my cock throb inside my tight dress, I saw that a fake cock projected obscenely from the front of the gag. I was wearing a dildo, the phallus jutting forward from my face as it silenced me completely, and my heart throbbed. Until that moment, I had had no intention of using the safeword we had agreed on. But now I realized with a sinking feeling of nervousness that was matched only by my soaring lust that I would be unable to.

“Look at you,” Christie smirked, running a hand affectionately through my short hair as I kneeled on the floor at her feet. “You look like a little dildo monster. Just a toy for my pleasure.” My moan was muffled by the gag in my mouth as Christie stepped back towards the bed. Turning, she sat down on the mattress, and I watched in mute anticipation as she scooted backward until she was sitting upright against our headboard, supported by a deep pile of pillows.

I watched her spread her legs. Her pussy twinkled in the light, the wet folds glistening with her juices while her taste still haunted my silenced mouth. Something clicked, and from the hand that my wife held up, I heard a vibrator buzz. Christie grinned, endlessly pleased with herself, as she lowered the buzzing vibrator between her legs until it pressed against the lips of her pussy. A long moan rose from between her parted lips.

"Watch," she said in a voice that hummed with passion. "You just sit there and watch your wife cum. A real man would fuck me. But you're not a real man, are you? Just a slutty little girl for me to play with and use. That's all you are." Christie's words trailed off into another long moan, louder than the first, as the buzzing toy sent its vibrations through her body. I could see her juices as they began to run over her shaking thighs, could see the hungry contractions of her pussy as it pulsed against the vibrator, and my cock throbbed forlornly as her pleasure grew. The fake cock projecting from my face swayed lewdly as I shuffled forward on my knees, making my way towards the bed where she lay as though getting closer to her could somehow give me the relief I craved. The relief my wife had chosen to deny me. And Christie giggled as she watched me awkwardly approach, hands tied and legs held together by the scandalously tight dress I wore, the pink leash growing slack between my collar and the bed frame she had tied me to as I crawled hopelessly forward. Under the pink PVC, my cock pressed against the bed frame, and I couldn't keep myself from grinding it against the wood, moaning around the gag in my mouth while my eyes stayed locked on Christie.

She radiated bliss. Sprawled on the bed, her breasts swelled tauntingly in her tight corset with every breath she took. Her spread legs drew my eyes upwards, helplessly pulling my gaze in to where they converged, where the swollen pink lips of her pussy showed over the buzzing vibrator and the hand that held it. Her engagement ring caught the light and threw it back in shattered radiance against her skin as she worked on herself. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, I shuddered. Every cell of my body felt as though it was straining towards her, drawn by the dark light of her cruel beauty. But there was nothing I could do to cross the few feet that yawned like the void of space between us. Nothing to do but watch.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Christie growled. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut now, her normally smooth brow furrowed in an expression I might take for a frown if I hadn’t known better. “I need a real man to fuck me. A real man with a big cock that won’t fucking stop - oh!” Christie’s eyes opened wide, as though she had been surprised by the sudden onset of pleasure. Her mouth formed a perfect O as a loud gasp rose from her quivering chest. The buzzing of the vibrator grew quiet as she pressed it harder against herself, the vibrations forming a buzzing baseline to her screams of ecstasy. I groaned with my own outrageous desire as I watched my wife cum again, a dark pool of her juices spreading across the sheet underneath her while her stockinged legs thrashed in uncontrollable delight. Her words stung me, but not half as much as the sight from which I couldn’t tear myself away, the sight of my beautiful wife in her sexy outfit abandoning herself to a pleasure she refused to share with me. I was gasping where I kneeled on the floor, my cock thumping to the beat of my erratic heart as I stared u at Christie.

The vibrator clicked into silence, and she tossed it aside. There was a new and wild hunger in her eyes as she pushed herself upwards. I could see the fatigue in her slender limbs as she moved. But the fire that roared within her would not let her rest. My wild eyes followed her progress as she inched down the bed towards me. The smell of her flooded my nostrils again as she came close, agonizingly close to me. Sitting up at the foot of the bed now, she swung a leg over my head, and I trembled and moaned against the gag I wore as her pussy reappeared in front of me. She smiled down at me, her cheeks flushed with selfish pleasure, her dark hair wild about her glowing face. And still she wanted more.

Reaching down between her legs, she wrapped her hand around the dildo that projected from the gag in my mouth. I groaned in disbelief as she pulled it slowly towards herself. My eyes crossed slightly as I watched the thick head of the toy push her wet pussy lips apart. And Christie moaned as she guided the toy into herself, her other hand gripping the leash close to where it fastened to the humiliating pink collar I wore as she pulled me closer. As the dildo slid slowly into the soft depths of her body, my face grew closer and closer to her wetness, her divine temple, the thing I longed for more than I had ever thought possible. And Christie bit her lip and squealed and moaned and smiled down on me like a summer sun as she felt fresh pleasure expanding inside her. Once the dildo was all the way inside her and my face was pressed up against her mound, she lay back on the mattress with a happy sigh. Her slender high heel dug into my shoulder as she lifted her foot and placed it on my shoulder. The slight pressure on the collar I wore told me that she still held the leash, the long strip of pink leather taut between my neck and her hand.

"Fuck me, slut," she said with a satisfied sigh. "Fuck me nice and slow."

I winced. I cringed. I throbbed with desire, practically shaking on the spot with impotent rage. But I did what Christie wanted. My cuffed hands behind my back, I began to rock back and forth, sliding the thick dildo in and out of her pussy while it trembled around the invading toy and my wife sent a litany of ecstatic moans up at the ceiling of our bedroom.

"Oh my God," Christie panted as her breasts rose and fell in the tight confines of the corset. "Oh, this must be what a real cock feels like. I bet that's what Brad feels like." Christie lifted her head and shrieked with laughter at the look on my face as I paused. A quick tug on the leash was all the instruction she needed to give to make me start again. Between her foot on my shoulder and her hand on the leash, she had all the control she needed to dictate the pace of the dildo as I pumped it in and out of her. But I was never going to forget what she had said. I knew Brad, the cocky guy she worked with. The one she had once drunkenly said was sexy. Hearing his name now, in this context, sent hot red wires of jealousy crawling through my veins. But Christie wasn't content to leave it there.

"Yeah, that's what I need," she said, struggling to get her words pout between the gasps and moans that rose from her throat. "A good, hard fuck. From a real man. Since you're just a slutty sissy now. Maybe I should fuck Brad. Maybe I'll let you watch." I growled, and Christie howled in bliss as the noise of my pain made the dildo vibrate inside her. She thrashed and squealed, and my stomach muscles burned as I rocked back and forth, channeling my anger into the dildo that was now pounding her spasming pussy. Christie screamed, temporarily unable to form words as pleasure overwhelmed her. My useless cock throbbed in the PVC confines of the dress.

Christie moaned as the dildo slid free. Her movements made rapid by lust, she suddenly sat up. Unclipping the leash from my collar, she used her foot on my shoulder to shove my backward. I fell, sprawling on the floor with my cuffed hands pinned underneath me. At once, my wife was on top of me. Her pleasure-flushed face and incredible cleavage filled my vision as she clambered on top of me. Her frantic hands lifted the hem of my dress, and my cock sprang free at last, leaping into the hair as she pushed the dress up.

Christie wasted no time. We moaned together as my cock pressed against the wet entrance to her pussy, her lips parting easily after the work I had done with the dildo. I slipped inside her as she straddled me, and Christie grinned down at me as my eyes rolled in my head at the bliss I had been dreaming of for seeming centuries.

"That's what I'm going to do, sissy," she panted as she bounced up and down on top of me, her breasts shuddering in her corset. "I'm going to fuck Brad. And I'm going to make you sit in the corner wearing something girly. I want you to see how a real man treats a woman. And maybe, if you're a really good girl, you'll get to help me cum." I moaned again around the dildo that filled my mouth. Without stopping, Christie lowered her face down towards mine.

“I can’t wait to suck his cock,” she said as I groaned in disgrace. Her tongue slipped out between her pink lips, and she ran it along the dildo that had just been inside her from base to tip. “Like this. Watch. Watch what I’m going to do to Brad’s big, thick cock.”

Christie opened her mouth, and I winced as she wrapped her lips around the dildo that projected from my face. Groaning around it, she took more and more of the fake phallus into her mouth, her eyes locked onto mine the whole time. Our wet lips briefly touched as she swallowed the cock completely, and the sounds of sexual pleasure from both of us made the toy vibrate between us. She fucked me like that, her mouth around the dildo and her pussy bouncing up and down on my cock, and when I felt her sex spasm around my shaft, I howled in bliss. My cock throbbed as I emptied myself into her, filling her up with spurt after spurt while Christie groaned on top of me. Uncontrollable shudders shook her body as she lifted her head from the cock and lay down on top of me, holding me tight as though she was afraid she might somehow be torn away from me. We lay like that, together, but trembling in the afterglow of orgasm, for a very long time.

“Oh my God,” Christie gasped at last. Reaching towards my face, she unbuckled the gag, and I worked my tired jaw as she tossed the toy aside. I rolled over onto my side to help her as she fumbled with my cuffs, my aching arms finally freed from their bondage. My softening cock slid out from between her thighs as she rolled off to lie on the floor next to me, her dark hair trailing across both our skin while we sighed together. “That was amazing,” Christie breathed.

And as I stared up at the ceiling, my chest rising and falling rhythmically as I tried to recover, I couldn't find it in me to argue with her. I didn't want to admit it, but my dominant wife was right. What she had done to me, for all the humiliation and shame it caused, had been amazing.

Still, something was troubling me. Tugging away at the back of my mind, gnawing at me more and more as the echoes of my orgasm grew fainter and fainter. I turned my head towards Christie while she smiled at me.

“All that stuff about Brad,” I said slowly while her eyebrows climbed her forehead. “That was just - talk, right? You would never actually do any of that, would you?”

“No,” Christie said, spluttering with laughter as she shook her head from side to side. Her breasts jiggled in her corset as she shook with laughter, pressing a hand to her stomach as though she couldn’t keep her mirth inside. “No, God, no, honey! I would never do that to you!” She rolled towards me, and our lips met in a tender kiss. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I kissed her back, my heart throbbing with deep and powerful emotions as I tried to process everything that had happened that day. Our lips parted, and Christie smiled down at me as she raked her dark hair back from her shining face.

“Unless my little sissy slut wants me to,” she grinned.


    

5. Christie’s Maid

The breath grew tight in my chest as the bed bounced beneath us. The light was low, the bedroom lit by a single lamp on my bedside table, just enough to see what we were doing. Just enough so that I could watch deep shadows move across my wife’s beautiful body as she bounced up and down on top of me.

I was in heaven. Her pussy gripped my cock tightly as she moved, squeezing my shaft like a fist as though she never wanted to let me go, and I never wanted to be let go. Her hands were on my chest, palms down, keeping her balanced as she rode my cock. Her naked breasts bounced and swayed, her puckered nipples hard and erect with lust as she moaned and groaned. Christie was a sight to behold, that’s for sure. Her dark hair bounced in gentle waves around her shoulders with the rhythm of her body, her deep blue eyes shining down at me as though lit by inner fire when she opened her closed eyelids to stare down at me. A smile lit up her face.

"Oh fuck," Christie whimpered, her lips trembling around the sounds as she made them. "Oh fuck, that feels good." I couldn't argue with that. Feelings of ecstasy danced at the base of my spine, as though every cell in my body was howling at once with the pleasure of sex. I could feel that familiar pressure building up in the hollow pit of my stomach, the rising animal lust of an orgasm growing rapidly inside me as Christie writhed and panted above me. I tried to breathe more deeply, trying to calm myself down. Trying to hold out. Because Christie was close too. I knew that from the noises she was making, from the look on her face. From the feeling of her sex spasming around mine, wild contractions shaking her entire body as she thundered towards climax. I tried to hold back the tidal wave of my own pleasure while she gave in to hers.

"Oh fuck!" Christie gasped again. The pressure on my chest increased as she leaned forward, her round breasts hanging between her arms while the dark curtain of her hair obscured her face. Her whole body shook and trembled, from the slender shoulders that broke like boulders through the shining waves of her hair to the hips I held in my hands, holding her greedily against me, her thighs gripping my sides as though she feared being thrown off. Her fingernails scraped my skin, leaving slight red stripes down my chest as she convulsed. And I moaned, too, my own voice harmonizing with hers as her pussy gripped my cock tighter than ever. Her loud moan filled the room, easily heard over the pounding of the blood in my ears. I felt the rushing flood of her orgasm as her juices flowed over my skin, coating my cock and balls and inner thighs in the wet rush of her passion. And I gasped and sighed right along with my wife as she abandoned herself to carnal pleasure, shrieking and howling as she let her body take over.

Slowly, the spasm passed. Christie groaned and sighed as her orgasm thundered through her like a train that doesn't stop at this station, leaving the two of us standing on the platform, watching it recede. Her body slumped forward, her heavy head resting in the angle of my shoulder while her breasts swelled against my chest. I could feel the hot rush of her breath against my skin as she panted on top of me, her arms wrapped loosely around my shoulders. And it was my turn to groan as she moved her hips, lifting her still-dripping pussy carefully off my cock until I felt the coolness of the bedroom air against my wet skin. Desperation and despair plucked at my vibrating heart as Christie sighed, and rolled off me.

“Fuck, that was good,” she said quietly, while my stiff cock raged in the open air.

"Christie," I panted, not even trying to hide the naked need in my voice, "come on. I need to cum." Her blue eyes glittered, deep as an ocean trench, as she turned her smiling face towards me. The pink flush of her cheeks confirmed what I already knew all too well. And the faint swell of pride at the knowledge that my wife was satisfied was drowned out entirely by my own desperate need for pleasure. But Christie had her own ideas.

“No you don’t,” she smiled. Lying on her side next to me now, she swept her hair back from her shining face and propped herself up on one elbow. The fingers of her free hand trailed idly over my heaving chest. “You just want to. There’s a difference.”

"Come on," I groaned. Christie could say what she liked, but from my position, her distinction seemed pointless. Desire was boiling inside me. Scorching my insides with its demonic heat, and my cock was pulsing and throbbing on the raw edge of pleasure, every nerve of my body crying out for the few quick movements that would be all it would take to release me from this purgatory. But the smile on Christie's face said it all.

“No,” she giggled. “You know the rules. You agreed to them. No orgasms for you until the weekend. Just think how good it’s going to fell when you finally do cum, after all this waiting.”

“I am,” I groaned. I was, and that was the trouble. All I could think about was sex. All I could see in my mind’s eye was the moment when this fearful pressure would finally be relieved. Christie was merciless. It had been her idea, of course, that I should avoid orgasm until the weekend. She had something special planned, you see, and I might have been more nervous about that if I hadn’t been so preoccupied with the unending need I felt. But my wife knew how to keep me distracted. And she knew how to keep me frustrated. We had had sex every night that week, but I had not cum once. It was getting harder and harder to maintain my self control with each passing day. And yet somehow, I did it. I don’t even know why. It would have been the simplest thing in the world to wrap my hand around my pulsing member and bring myself to orgasm, right there in our bed. But I didn’t. I hadn’t all week, somehow, while Christie treated me like her own personal sex toy, as though my own pleasure was utterly irrelevant. Somehow, for some reason, I did what she wanted, even while it twisted my stomach into knots to do so.

"This is what it's like being a woman," Christie said while her smiling eyes studied my face. "Every girl knows what it's like to have sex be over the minute your partner cums. That's just how it goes. It'll do you good to see what it's like from my side sometimes." Her words only fed the fire that lapped at the edges of my heart while I lay panting beside her. My brow furrowed as I listened.

“I always make sure you get off,” I protested.

“You try, honey,’ Christie sighed. “I’ll give you that. But sometimes, it’s just not going to happen. That’s the way it is sometimes.”

“You mean - you fake it?”

“Sometimes,” Christie shrugged. “Don’t be upset. It’s just that some nights it isn’t going to happen, and I don’t want you to be upset, so I just - you know.” My cheeks colored. I didn’t know. I had no idea. It’s not as though I consider myself the world’s greatest lover or anything like that. But I’ve been with Christie a long time. Long enough that I feel as though I know her body almost as well as my own. Her responses, her fugitive pleasures, her blissful reactions. If you can’t make your wife cum after endless practice, what does that say about a man?

“Not lately,” I said in a choked voice. Christie’s smile deepened, and her hand pressed more firmly against my chest as she stroked my skin.

“No, not lately,” she purred. “I haven’t had a problem getting there in - a long time. Not since I saw you all dressed up for me that time.” My blush grew deeper as she spoke, fueled by the sense of shame her words elicited. I knew what she was talking about. The fateful day I had tried on her corset, never expecting that she would come home early from her business trip and discover me. Nothing had been the same since then. It was unquestionably that moment that had sent us down the path we were currently on, charging deeper and deeper into the murky waters of desire, driven on by impulses neither of us could name, let alone control. My loss, it seemed, was very much Christie’s gain.

“Well good for you,” I muttered thickly.

"Oh, honey!" Christie's voice was sympathetic, but I could hear the bubbling note of laughter in her words as she spoke. "Don't sulk. Lots of woman have to put up with this their whole lives. You just have to wait until the weekend. Then, I'm going to let you cum as much as you want. You'll empty those balls until you can't think straight. But until then, I like having you frustrated and horny. It makes me feel needed." I gritted my teeth. It was outrageous, what my wife was demanding. We both knew that. And yet there I was, going along with it. Because Christie always kept her promises. And when she told me that the weekend would be worth it, that all the pent-up frustration of a week of nightly sex without an orgasm for me would lead to something truly special at the weekend, I believed her.

My cock throbbed dully as Christie rolled away from me, burrowing herself into the bed sheets as she turned her back to me. Every night that week, the same ideas raced through my mind. Every night that week, I rejected them one by one. I would do what Christie wanted, no matter how difficult or frustrating or infuriating it was. Deep down, I trusted her.

And so I lay awake in the night with my stubborn cock throbbing in the darkness after I turned off the light, and Christie’s steady breathing spoke of deep and satisfied sleep. It took forever to calm myself down, especially with my wife’s vague hints and promises about what the weekend would bring. I tried to think about work, about sports scores, about something bland enough that my cock would stop mercilessly throbbing and filling my brain with unfulfillable fantasies. Finally, I was able to achieve a restless and dream-haunted sleep.



“What is it?”

“Take a look and see.”

Christie had that look on her face, the sly smile that let me know she was planning something. But then, she was always planning something. I could only imagine how that month’s credit card statement was going to look when it arrived. Christie had been spending our money like it had an expiration date. Not that I had it in me to complain too much. I had been enjoying this wild ride as much as my wife had. But for me, my enjoyment was tempered with shame, the guilty feeling that I shouldn’t be enjoying this, that I shouldn’t be letting Christie treat me like this, no matter how good it felt. My wife was blessed to have no such doubts.

A long cardboard box, coated in a glossy black, sat on the bed. It wasn't the first time Christie had surprised me with a gift, and I knew that whatever was in that box would most likely be something humiliating. But my wife was waiting. Standing at the foot of our bed with her arms folded, she watched as I made my way towards the box and lifted its lid with hands that trembled wildly.

If anything, what I found inside was even blacker and glossier than the box it came in. I stared, puzzled, as I lifted the dark material out of the box and held it up to the light. Christie spluttered with laughter as my eyes widened in shock.

Black, smooth, almost rubbery in texture. This was a garment made of high-gloss latex. But the dense explosion of white frills left no doubt. This tiny dress was a French maid’s outfit. And my heart stumbled over itself as I stared in disbelief at what my wife had bought.

“Are you - serious?” I managed to gasp. Christie struggled with her mirth as she tried to speak through the cascade of her own laughter.

“Of course,” she grinned. “I’ve been thinking about this for ages. You know how cute you’re going to look in that?”

I was genuinely speechless. My wife had seen me in some humiliating outfits lately, but this was a step further than we had gone up to that point. I laid the dress carefully on the bed beside the open box, almost as though it might bite me. The thought of wearing such a ridiculous garment filled me with dread. And yet, as I stared down at the shiny dress, I felt my cock twitch in my pants. Whatever impulse it was that made these bizarre adventures so exciting to me was responding powerfully to this new sexy outfit. As though it was out of my control, my faltering hand reached out and I ran my fingers over the fabric, feeling its smoothness while jolts of arousal made my cock swell in my pants. I would look absolutely ridiculous in this outfit, I knew. So why did I want to try it on?

“Go ahead,” Christie said in a low voice. Her teeth shone as she lightly bit her bottom lip. My cock surged as I glanced over towards my wife, my cheeks reddening in tandem with hers as I realized that she was as turned on as I was. “Take your clothes off,” she said. “Try it on.”

I moved as though in a trance. Time seemed to slow to a crawl as I lifted my shirt over my head. It was like being in a dream, where even the strangest actions seem to make their own kind of sense. I didn't question Christie's orders. I didn't even think of them as orders, any more than you think of yourself obeying the orders of gravity. My wife's wishes were just like that, just as inarguable, a force of nature that doesn't yield to reason or desire but must simply be obeyed. It was easier to think like that, I realized in a tiny part of my brain that I hurriedly silenced, than to acknowledge my own desires.

A soft giggle escaped Christie’s lips as I shed my regular clothes. My cheeks burned. She hadn’t missed the sight of my cock, springing into the air and rock hard as I cast off my underwear. A week without orgasm will do that to a man, and I realized how cunning Christie had been in the build-up to this moment. The higher my arousal, the less powerful my inhibitions, and she had toyed with me expertly to get me to this point, where I was more likely to agree with her kinky wishes. She was always one step ahead. The maid’s uniform hissed quietly as I lifted it from the mattress.

“I don’t think it’s going to fit,” I said slowly.

“Sure it will,” Christie smiled. “Here, I’ll help you.” She stepped towards me, my cock throbbing predictably as she approached, and I handed the dress over to here as she held out her hands for it. A complex series of half-hidden fasteners came apart in her hands. I had never realized that women’s clothing was so complicated.

"Here, step into it," Christie said. She bent a little at the waist, and the dress was a puffball of latex and lace as she held it out in her hands. Gingerly I stepped into it, one leg following the other, and I felt what seemed like acres of lace tickling my thighs as my wife pulled it up over my body. The skirt was short, and made shorter by the way it flared out from the waist, buoyed up by the ruffled lace underneath it. I felt the latex stretching over my stomach as Christie continued to pull the dress up my body.  I was right; the dress was small on me. But Christie was right, too. It just about fit. It was a tight squeeze, but the material had enough give in it that my wife was able to get it on me. I sucked in my stomach as she pulled the dress up over my chest.

"Put your arms through the sleeves," Christie said, and I did as I was told. She pulled the dress into place on my shoulders, fussily adjusting it on my chest so that it sat just right. The puffy sleeves reached only halfway down my upper arm, exposing the rest of my hairless skin that had not grown back since the incident with the shower. The neckline was low on my chest, but the outfit had evidently been adjusted for my male body. It clung tightly everywhere, fitting me as though it had been made to measure. Under the short skirt, my cock raged.

"Turn around," Christie said. The smile on her pretty face was intoxicating, the light in her eyes bewitching. She was evidently endlessly pleased with how her plane was turning out, and I didn't have it in me to argue. I turned my back on her and felt the already tight dress grow even tighter as she fastened it behind me.

“There,” I heard Christie say, “that’s better.”

“It’s too tight,” I mumbled in feeble protest.

“Not yet it’s not,” Christie said cryptically. Before I could even guess at her meaning, I heard a noise behind me, and I cried out in surprise as a sudden pressure pressed against my stomach. It was a feeling I had experienced before. I turned my head, trying to see over my shoulder what Christie was doing. But as she pulled firmly on some thick laces that ran all along the back of the dress, it became obvious what was going on.

“I thought you liked corsets?” Christie mocked as she pulled the laces tighter. “Isn’t that what got you into this mess in the first place?”

"Yeah, but…" I was panting. The maid's outfit evidently had some kind of corset built into the bodice, and as the strong boning squeezed my torso, I was forced to breathe shallow breaths in the top of my chest. My stomach was pressed inwards from all sides as Christie pulled the laces tight. And still, I didn't protest. The thought that this was turning Christie on made my cock throb ever more urgently in its labyrinth of white lace.

“But nothing,” Christie said. “Now you’re learning how uncomfortable all these sexy clothes are to wear. Remember what I said? About how if you wanted to see me in an outfit, you had to wear it first?”

“Yeah.” How could I forget? That idea was one of the many that had been tormenting me almost constantly over the past few weeks.

“Just imagine me wearing something like this,” Christie chuckled. “You know you’d love that. Seeing me be a slutty little maid. This is the price you have to pay.” I said nothing. Christie knew me too well. Under the skirt, my cock was raging at the thought of Christie dressed up the way that she was dressing me. It was a powerful image, powerful enough to derail my thoughts entirely while she finished lacing up the dress.

“This is one of my favorite things about this dress,” Christie said. Her breath tickled my skin, her mouth close to my ear as she pressed her body against mine from behind. My skirt rustled, trapped between us. Christie’s hand slid over my stomach, feeling the tight constriction of the corset that gave me an undeniably feminine form. Her other hand was at the back of my neck, and I heard a faint click as Christie laughed.

“What was that?” I asked.

“A lock,” Christie giggles. “It locks shut so that you can’t take it off. I paid extra for that.”

“What?” My skirt swirled as I turned to face my smiling wife. Her face was light of with mischevious joy, and I blushed as her eyes ran over my body, taking in the sight of her husband thoroughly feminized and humiliated. It was basically impossible to make any kind of stand in the outfit, no matter how hard I tried.

“Don’t worry,” Christie smirked as I awkwardly reached behind myself, blind fingers fumbling with the lock at the back of my neck. “I’ll let you take it off…eventually. As long as you’re a good girl and do everything you’re told.” My cock throbbed at her words. I knew I should be furious, that I should demand that this game stop a once. But my wife’s deviousness excited me more than I could say. Christie had this ability to see into the convoluted caverns of my inner heart, to understand at once the strange rhythm of my desire. Unable to admit to myself what it was that I wanted, I needed her to make me do what I didn’t dare do by myself. My dominant wife was only too happy to oblige.

My hands dropped to my sides. Smiling, Christie stepped forward. She took my hands in hers, raising them slightly as she smiled at me.

"A good maid does what she's told," Christie said, peering deep into my eyes as she spoke as though trying to locate some spark of defiance in me. I could have spared her the effort. There was none. "I know you want to cum," she went on. Releasing one of my hands, her own hand crept under the hem of the dress, and I groaned loudly as I felt her fingers seize my cock under the skirt. "Look how horny you are," Christie smiled. "Just be my maid for the day, and I'll finally let you cum."

“The day?” I gasped. Christie’s smile deepened.

“Of course, the day,” she said slowly. “I didn’t go to all this trouble to dress you up for five minutes. There’s a lot of chores I need my maid to do around the house before she gets her little treat. So come on. Let’s finish getting you dressed.”

Christie stepped even closer to me, close enough so that her deep blue eyes began to merge in her upturned face. I felt dizzy, my breath reduced to rapid gasps by the tight-laced corset and my rampant desire. Christie placed her hands on my shoulders, and I stepped backward as she slowly pushed me away. The bed was behind me, and I fell onto the mattress, my wife smiling down at me as I fell. Bending over me, she reached for the box that had contained the dress and produced more items.

“Here, put this on,” she said as she handed me a choker, a band of black latex ringed by white lace to match the rest of the dress. My hands trembled, but I did as I was told. While I put the choker around my neck, Christie crouched on the floor in front of me. I raised my head, struggling to move while the corset squeezed my waist, as I tried to see what she was doing.

“Aren’t you glad I made you get rid of all that nasty hair on your legs now?” Christie taunted me as she slid a kind of stocking over my foot and rolled it up my leg. Black latex like the dress, the stocking gripped my leg tightly as she pulled it upwards. The feeling was incredible. It was all I could do not to groan at the unfamiliar sensation as she dressed one leg, then the other. The stockings rose to mid-thigh, revealing just a few inches of bare skin between their tight tops and the hem of the short dress. Overcome, I lay back on the bed, panting softly. Christie crouched again, and I felt her hands on my stockinged feet.

“I got you some short heels, for now,” she said while my heart fluttered in my constricted chest. “Once you learn to walk in these, we’ll get you some taller, sluttier ones.” I said nothing. There was no longer any reason to doubt that Christie meant exactly what she said. And we both knew I would do nothing to stop her. I was overmatched. I lay back passively on the bed while she finished dressing me, like a doll she owned. But Christie wasn’t finished yet.

My skirt rustled as she suddenly reached underneath it. I felt her fingers brush the sensitive skin of my hairless balls, and I cried out at the cool touch of metal. I lifted my head from the mattress, but the puffy lace of the flared skirt kept me from seeing what she was doing. Instinctively, I reached downwards to protect myself, but the firm squeeze of Christie’s hand around my testicles stopped me in my tracks.

“Don’t fight me,” she warned. “Here, give me your hand.” Christie took my wrist in her other hand, and I felt the kiss of metal again as she locked a steel band around it. Handcuffs. She repeated the procedure with the other wrist, and I found my hands locked together in front of me. The long chain between the cuffs reached down under my skirt, and I found as I moved my arms that the chain was looped through a padlock that Christie had locked around my balls. There was no way out, and struggling against the devious bondage would only bring me pain. Christie’s face was flushed and smiling as she stood, beaming down happily at me as I lay on the bed. She reached out, grabbing my arm and helping me to sit up.

"There," she said. "This way, you can still do your chores. Stand up." She helped me rise to my feet, and I stumbled slightly in the high heeled shoes she had put on me as she marched me towards the bedroom mirror. I could only imagine where she had gotten a pair of size twelve pumps from. Christie smiled happily as she turned me to face my own shameful reflection, and my cock throbbed at the sight of my own humiliation. The corseted dress gave me an hourglass shape that was strikingly feminine, even a little sexy, but there was no mistaking me for a woman in any other way. Even in the short heels, I loomed over my wife. I was a man in a dress, nothing more than that. A handcuffed man in a dress. A man who would have to do whatever his dominant wife told him to.

Christie left me standing in front of the mirror while she went to grab her phone. I was no longer shocked, only dully afraid, as she once again photographed my humiliation. With every day that passed, her control over me grew more absolute. But the thrill of submission only grew greater.

“Ok, sissy,” Christie smiled as she put her phone away. “Time to explain your new role to you. This is going to be so much fun.”




6. Christie’s Scheme

I could say that my hands were trembling, but really, my whole body was trembling. My whole world was trembling, everything shuddering and shaking around me with only Christie as its solid center. I orbited around her like an errant satellite around a black hole, unable to tear myself away and unready to be drawn in more fully, to be consumed, to be annihilated.

Christie didn't move. She barely lifted a finger. She stood on the bedroom floor, next to the bed, standing proud and still and aloof while I hovered and scurried, carrying out her commands as best as I could. If she could see through me, the way it seemed that she could more and more these days, she could surely detect the faint note of joy that glowed like a lightbulb in the midst of the dense fog of my shame and fear. Because now that I was her slutty French maid, Christie had decided that I had to help her dress.

She was already dressed when we had started this game. Her regular weekend attire of jeans and a T-shirt, comfort and practicality winning out over style, at least while we simply lounged around the house. But it seemed she had changed her mind. Christie couldn't resist the opportunity to tease me with her body. And I had to do what she said. I could see the lines of cruelty in her beautiful face, her sadism blooming as she watched me submit to her sexual power, and it scared me almost as much as it turned me on.

"Get my skirt. You know the green one?" I did. My hands shook uncontrollably as I turned, carefully pushing aside the closet door, rummaging through Christie's things as I did her bidding. The chain between the steel cuffs around my wrists pressed down on the front of my skirt as it ran through the hasp of the padlock she had locked to my scrotum. There was no way to free myself, even if I hadn't been afraid of my wife. The lock was too small for my testicles to pass through. And while the chain was long enough to allow me some freedom to move my arms, it was impossible to raise them much higher than my waist. The humiliating outfit I wore only made things harder. I had never tried to walk in high heels before, and even the short ones Christie had put on me were giving me trouble.

But when my wife had made my her maid, she had meant it. It wasn’t enough to dress me this way; she intended to make me serve. So I fetched and carried as best I could, digging out her green skirt from a small pile on one of her shelves and bringing it over to her. A satisfied smile played over Christie’s mouth as she watched me.

“Take off my jeans,” she ordered. Setting the skirt down on the bed, I stepped towards her. Her blue eyes bored into mine as I reached for the button of her pants with my chained hands. The flared skirt of the French maid’s outfit rustled between us. My cock throbbed, lost in an ocean of white lace under the skirt as I drew down the zipper of Christie’s pants. Her smile deepened as my breath grew short. Her jeans were tight, designed to show off her broad hips and toned thighs, and I winced as I struggled to pull the denim down, the handcuffs pulling slightly on my testicles as I moved. Eventually, I dropped to my knees to make it easier, following her jeans down her legs as I pushed them towards the floor. Christie finally deigned to help me by stepping out of the pants and kicking them aside before resuming her former position. Under the thin material of her panties, I could clearly see the outline of her swollen pussy lips as they pressed against the fabric that had turned almost transparent where they had soaked up a dark patch of moisture. She was wet already, and my cock throbbed almost painfully as I kneeled at her feet, face to face with her pussy as the smell of her arousal tugged at my jangling nerves.

“Take my panties off,” Christie said. And as I eagerly surged upwards to follow her order, her hand pressed down on my shoulder, keeping me in place.

“I didn’t say you could stand,” she said. My brow furrowed in confusion.

“Then…how?” I asked. My chained hands reached no higher than her shins, and the more I tried to reach towards her hips, the greater the pain in my balls. Christie smiled down at me like a summer sun.

“Figure it out,” she said.

I thought for a moment. What options did I have? The smell of her grew stronger, making my cock lurch like a drunk under the silly skirt as I leaned forward. My tongue slid over the skin of my wife's hip, and Christie giggled as she felt me licking her, trying to hook the waistband of her panties with my tongue. Finally, I succeeded, battling the elastic pull of her underwear as I gripped it carefully between my teeth. Then I shuffled backward on my knees and tried to bend at the waist, fighting the tight constriction of the maid outfit's built-in corset as it squeezed me from all sides. There was nothing easy about the task my dominant wife had set me. But inch by inch, the panties slid slowly down as she watched, offering no help. My eyes widened as her pussy came into view below the dark patch of her pubic hair, the pink lips shining with moisture in a way that made my mouth water as I studied it. Christie seemed as though she was growing as I crouched lower and lower at her feet, pulling her panties down her legs until my face was virtually on the floor. Then she finally helped me by stepping out of the underwear, leaving her panties dangling from my mouth.

"Ok, put my skirt on," she instructed. Dropping her underwear, I rose briefly to fetch the skirt from the bed before dropping back to my knees at her feet. I was tired already. The handcuffs made the simplest tasks difficult, forcing me to use my whole body to make up for my limited reach. Christie didn't care. She simply smiled down at me as I held the skirt out for her, resting a hand on my head for balance as she stepped into it. I rose slowly as I pulled the skirt up her legs, and this time, she didn't stop me. I tugged the skirt into position on her hips and circled behind her to close the zipper at her back. It was a short skirt, one she only wore in summer, its hem barely reaching past the middle of thighs. The thought of her pussy completely uncovered under the skirt kept my cock throbbing as Christie peeled her T-shirt over her head. The breath caught in my throat as she unfastened her bra and tossed that aside too, the erect nipples rising from the pale skin of her breasts. My mouth watered. I longed to run my tongue over that soft skin, to take her puckered nipples between my lips and suck on the sensitive flesh, to make her moan in pleasure the way I knew I could.

But those were not my instructions.

"There's a blue halter top in the closet. Bring it to me," Christie said. And I did as I was told. I had to use my mouth again, and my wife chuckled softly as she watched me lift the hanger from the rail with my teeth before dropping it down to my hands and catching it before it reached the floor. I removed the hanger and let it fell to the floor before I stepped back toward Christie and she snatched the garment from my hands. She put it on herself, adjusting her braless boobs in the top as she studied herself in the mirror. I could clearly see the shape of her nipples through the blue fabric of her top, and it made my cock throb predictably to see her like that. I wondered why she had worn any clothes at all, since what she was wearing revealed so much and concealed so little. But it wasn't my place to ask questions.

I watched as Christie gathered her dark hair up behind her, tying it into a messy bun. Finally satisfied with her appearance, she stepped past me, towards our bedroom’s open door.

“Come on, sissy,” she said without turning around. “You need to get to work.” My cock ached dully as I followed my wife towards the living room, watching her miniskirt sway from her hips with every step she took. The mere sight of her was sending hot wires of outrageous lust crawling along my spine. Christie had promised me the orgasm she had spent all week denying me if I served her to her satisfaction, but I was nervous. I had learned just how devious my wife could be. And nothing in her manner gave me any reason to believe she would make things easy on me.

Christie flopped down onto the sofa with a happy sigh. I almost groaned as I watched her cross her legs, denying me a glimpse of her pussy under her skirt as the lean muscle of her thigh bulged outwards. She smiled as she caught me staring at her, her outfit having the desired effect. Her cheek bulged as she pressed her tongue against it thoughtfully.

“Go fetch me my tablet,” she said at last, and I scurried to do her bidding. In seconds I brought the device back to her, and she took it from my cuffed hands as though there was nothing more normal in the world.

"Now go clean the kitchen," Christie ordered. "I'll check on you later, and it had better be spotless if you want that orgasm you've been begging for." Her eyes were already on the screen of her tablet as she spoke. It never ceased to amaze me, the way she just dropped into this dominant role, as though it all came perfectly naturally to her. I was a trembling mass of shame and doubts and fears, but Christie had taken to the new nature of our relationship as though born to it. It only made her more desirable to me. And so without a word I shuffled away, wobbling slightly in my heels while my short skirt rustled around me, to do as my wife had said.

None of this was the way I had pictured it. My feet and calves ached from wearing heels, and despite the skimpiness of my outfit, the latex was hot to work in. The cuffs on my hands ensured I had to constantly bend and crouch to get anything from the lower cupboards, and soon my legs were trembling with exertion. Loading the dishwasher was an exercise in frustration, and it was a minor miracle that I didn’t break anything as I fumbled with glasses and plates. The simplest task took forever in what I was wearing. All the bending and crouching made me dizzy as the corset squeezed my torso, and I found myself forced to take frequent breaks to get my breath back and stop my head from whirling. Being dominated by my wife was a thrill I had not expected, but with her in the other room, relaxing on the couch while I slaved away, I was starting to feel used.

And yet, my cock kept throbbing under my flared skirt as though it intended to never go down. Every fresh difficulty I encountered reminded me of the sheer shameful humiliation of the predicament I found myself in and my lust bloomed like a refueled fire, each and every time.

“Sissy?” The kitchen was almost finished by the time I heard Christie’s voice drifting towards me from the other room. My heart thumped in my chest. The cuffs rattled faintly under my skirt as I turned and made my careful way towards the living room to answer my wife’s call.

“Yes, Christie?” I said in as humble a voice as I could manage. Cleaning the kitchen had given me plenty of time to think. The only way out of this situation was to get through it. Christie wanted my obedience, and I had no choice but to give it to her. This was turning her on as much as it was turning me on, and she couldn’t hold out forever, Eventually, she would have to let me fuck her. I just had to be patient and not do anything to piss her off. So I tried to be the submissive French maid she so clearly wanted as I answered her summons.

Christie smiled as I appeared around the corner of the living room. Her eyes took me in, from head to toe and back again, admiring what she had turned me into. I blushed fiercely under her blue gaze. I wondered if she knew how hard my cock was throbbing under the flared skirt that barely concealed it. I wondered if she cared.

“There’s a bottle of wine in the fridge,” Christie said at last. “Fetch me a glass.”

“Yes, Christie.” I heard my wife struggle to stifle a giggle as she watched me obey her, just like a trained servant. The bottle of wine in the door of the fridge had been opened and recorked, and I was glad I didn’t have to open a fresh bottle with my hands cuffed the way they were. Running the chain of the cuffs through the lock around my testicles so that one hand was pressed against my manhood allowed me just enough slack to reach a wine glass with my other hand. With the utmost care, I set the glass down on the counter and pulled the cork from the wine, filling the glass before returning the bottle to the fridge. For all the shame that roared within me, I felt almost proud of that small accomplishment. I didn’t want to know what Christie would have done if I had failed.

Carrying the wine glass carefully, I returned to the living room. Christie took the glass from me without a word, her eyes still on the screen of the tablet. Unsure of what to do with myself now, I stood and watched as she took a slow sip.

"Is the kitchen done?" she asked.

“Nearly,” I said, my heart rising in my chest as I wondered if she was going to go and check my work right there and then. Cristie seemed to be considering the same thing, her eyes moving over me again as I stood humbly in front of her and watched her take another sip of wine.

"You know what else needs doing?" Her eyes sparkled as she spoke. I could see that a new idea had occurred to her, and I waited fearfully for my wife to reveal the twisted paths of her desire. "You need to mow the lawn," she said, and her teeth showed in a broad smile as I squirmed.

“Like this? No,” I blurted out, and my heart spasmed as a frown appeared on Christie’s face like a cloud crossing the sun, “please, Christie, I can’t. Not like this.”

“Scared the neighbors will see?” Christie was grinning again as she sank back into the sofa cushions. Her raised foot bobbed, and I saw that she was pressing her thighs together under her skirt. The thought of her pussy getting wet between her legs as she plotted to further humiliate me made my cock ache with desire, and I drew as deep a breath as the corset I wore would allow as I tried to keep calm.

“You’re my maid,” Christie shrugged as she raised the glass to her lips again, the golden wine sparkling in the sun. “Are you ashamed of that?”

“Yes,” I admitted. My lips were dry with fear. I tried to swallow, but my throat felt too tight to allow it.

“But I could make you do it, couldn’t I?” The glitter of her eyes looked dangerous. Her voice was quiet as she spoke, barely loud enough for me to hear over the hammering of my own heart. “Would you do it if I told you I’d let you cum as a reward?”

“Please, Christie.” My voice cracked as I spoke. My wife had put her finger right on the tangled knot of lust and shame and fear inside me, and the thought of the power she had over me was terrifying. Christie’s eyes narrowed as she looked at me.

“You call that begging?” she smirked. “If you’re going to beg me, do it properly.” I took her meaning at once. Christie smiled in triumph as I sank to my knees in front of her, the fingers of my chained hands plucking awkwardly at the hem of my short dress in my nervousness.

“Please, Christie,” I mumbled. “Please don’t make me go out there like this. Please. It’s too embarrassing. Not in front of the neighbors, please!” My eyes pleaded with her too as I stared up at her from the floor, and she coolly sipped her wine while I trembled at her feet, awaiting her decision.

“You’ll have to do something else for me then,” she said at last. My heart soared.

"Anything, Christie, anything! I'll do whatever you want! Thank you! Thank you!" I babbled shamefully at her feet, swept away by the joy I felt at the humiliation I had escaped. And when Christie raised her foot towards my face, straightening her leg out so that her bare toes hovered beneath my chin, I knew exactly what to do. My wife shrieked with laughter as I humbly kissed her toes, mumbling my thanks against her skin while she savored the sight of me debasing myself. Taking a final sip from her wine glass, she set it down on the table at the end of the sofa. I watched her miniskirt rise up on her legs as she inched down the sofa towards me.

“Keep going,” she said in a throaty voice. And my cock throbbed eagerly as my mouth moved up her foot. Christie watched me, her blue eyes shining from under her dark lashes, as I kissed my way up over her ankle, along her smooth shin, my lips dancing over her knee as I shuffled forward. She parted her legs, and my mouth followed the hot river of blood coursing through her veins as I chased the heat of her body inwards. Under her skirt, the air was warm and scented strongly with her aroma, and Christie wiggled her hips as she raised her skirt up around her hips. Almost involuntarily, my hand reached under my own skirt to find the hard shape of my cock buried in an explosion of feminine lace as I saw the wetness of my wife’s pussy.

"Thank me properly," Christie purred. And I needed no further encouragement. The corset of the dress pressed harder against me as I leaned forward, and Christie placed one hand on the back of my head as she pulled my face towards her. My mouth ran along the inside of her thigh, depositing a series of tender kisses as I moved towards her womanhood. Christie sighed as I kissed her pussy, my tongue sliding gently over her wet lips while she closed her eyes in pleasure. She raised her legs to rest her thighs on my shoulders, trapping my head between her legs, and I ran my tongue hungrily over her wet lips, my cock throbbing in my hand as I licked her.

Christie squirmed above me, sinking deeper into the couch cushions as her body swelled with pleasure. I had had plenty of practice at pleasuring my wife this way, and I knew how to press her buttons. My tongue picked up speed, moving faster and faster, and Christie's cries of delight grew faster with it, the lovely chorus filling the room as I devoted myself to her pleasure. I could feel her thighs beginning to tremble against my ears as I worked on her. My mouth ran with her juices, as though I was consuming a ripe piece of fruit, and at that moment, nothing could have tasted s delicious to me as the flavor of my wife's desire. Engrossed in what I was doing, I almost forgot to even stroke my own cock under the slutty dress I was wearing. My attention was all on Christie as she moaned and thrashed, humbly serving her like the maid she had turned me into, on my knees at her feet while I pleasured her. The humiliation and the disgrace of my position only made my cock throb harder, made my tongue press harder against her, made me seek more eagerly for the source of the delicious juices that flowed out from between her spasming lips. I swallowed and went back for more, drinking her down as she squealed above me, both hands gripping my head now as she held me in place and bucked her hips against my face.

With a loud scream, my wife came. I felt her pussy convulse around my tongue, and the sudden rush of her orgasmic juices filled my mouth as I happily sucked it down. Christie collapsed bonelessly on the couch above me, whimpering and trembling with delight while I swallowed every drop of her that I could. My face shone with her wetness as I sat back, kissing and licking the residue of her bliss from her shaking thighs. My cock screamed for release, but I didn’t want to cum there and then, jerking off at my wife’s feet. I had waited so long for the pleasure Christie had promised me. What was a little more waiting to endure?

Christie’s eyes opened slowly. She smiled at me down the length of her body, her hardened nipples pressing against her halter top as she breathed deeply. I gazed up at her, lost in lust and admiration for the woman my wife had become, the dominant goddess she had revealed herself to be. Hope ignited my heart as I stared up into her smiling face. Surely, I had done my job. I had served her well, and now I was ready for my reward.

Christie’s lips parted. The faint glimmer of her teeth showed in the dark cavern of her mouth as she smiled down at me. I watched as she struggled upright again, tugging her miniskirt down over her hips and recrossing her legs in front of me.

“Good girl,” she panted. “Now go make me a sandwich.”

Stunned, I kneeled there in silence for a moment. Part of me hoped that she was joking. Part of me hoped she wasn't. But all of me studied her with deep attention as she sat in front of me, face flushed with pleasure, satisfaction beaming out of every pore as she smiled down at me. Reluctantly, I released my grip on my cock, the frilly lace of my skirt engulfing my erection again as I waited in disbelief.

“Go ahead,” Christie said. “You heard me. I want a sandwich.”

Slowly, I stood. The taste of her still haunted my mouth, my body filled with powerful sex hormones taken straight from the source. The dense lace under my skirt tickled my straining cock, driving me to distraction as I stared at my wife. Christie arched an eyebrow meaningfully at me. It was all she needed to do. Trying to ignore the burning desire in my heart, trying to swallow my own shame and despair along with the last traces of her orgasm, I turned and made my way back to the kitchen to make her a sandwich. Just like any maid would.

My bondage made simple tasks a challenge, and making Christie’s sandwich took longer than I had expected. While I spread mustard on bread and peeled thin slices of ham from their package, I silently called myself every name under the sun. This had gone too far. Why was I putting up with this? Why didn’t I tell my wife this had to stop, make her take this ridiculous outfit off me, take charge of my marriage again? But all the while, I knew that I would do no such thing. Because the throbbing of my cock under my skirt made a liar out of me. It told me what I was scared to hear: that this was what I wanted. That this was who I was. That this was the road we had chosen to walk, both of us, and that no matter how embarrassed I felt at that moment, no matter how used and disrespected, I couldn’t go back to living any other way.

My heart burned as I carried Christie’s sandwich on a plate back into the living room. She was still sitting on the sofa, smiling happily. Why shouldn’t she? I bitterly thought to myself. My wife was having the time of her life. She had me catering to her every whim, eating her pussy and making her lunch while she laughed at me. Why wouldn’t she smile?

Once again, Christie took the plate without a word of thanks. My cuffs rattled as I held my hands together in front of me. The weight of the padlock around my scrotum was starting to ache, exacerbated by the small tugs of the chain that I couldn’t entirely avoid as I performed my tasks, no matter how hard I tried. I was tired, and I was frustrated. But the game would not end until Christie decided.

I stood silently by while she slowly ate the sandwich I had prepared for her. My own stomach growled as I watched. It was only then that it occurred to me that I had never even considered making lunch for myself. If Christie had slipped with surprising ease into her new role in our relationship, I grudgingly had to admit that she wasn’t the only one.

Finally, Christie finished eating and set the plate aside. Her blue eyes shone as she smiled up at me. Her lips parted, and I waited to hear what she had to say next. But the words died on her tongue and her face lit up with wild joy as we both heard the doorbell ring.

I looked at Christie. She looked at me. My heart hammered wildly in my chest as I stared at her. Her smile chilled me to the bone.

“Aren’t you going to answer that?” she said slowly.

“Like this?” Panic was rising inside me at the thought of what was about to happen. Did Christie know who was on the other side of that door?

“Yes, like that,” Christie grinned. “I don’t have a maid so that I can answer my own door, do I?”

“Christie, please.” But already my wife was shaking her lovely head, the sunlight catching the coppery strands in her dark hair as it fluttered from side to side.

"No, sissy," she said firmly. "You said you'd do anything not to mow the lawn. Well, now it's time to keep your promise. And don't you dare embarrass me. Do what I say, and this will all be over eventually. Cross me, and I'll make sure you regret it."

I gulped. Nothing in Christie’s face gave me any reason t doubt her. My legs trembled in the latex stockings I wore. Seconds stretched into hours as we stared at one another, my heart thumping as though trying to kick its way out of my chest while my cock throbbed in desperation.

Christie giggled in triumph as, without a word, I turned and made my fearful way to the door.






7. Christie’s Sister

I had no choice. I find myself at pains to stress that. And it doesn't take a psychologist to know why. My wife was making me do all these terrible, humiliating things. Believing that, subscribing to it as fully as possible, was the easiest way to escape a darker truth, about myself and about what I really wanted. And Christie was happy to play along with my game. She had no problem playing the demanding dominatrix, knowing that it only made me want her more. There was more than a hint of the theatrical in what we were doing, more than a hint of make-believe. But as I made my way towards the front door of our home, I felt that I was helpless. That there was simply no way for me to disobey my wife, no matter how outrageous her orders. She was like a force of nature, like the law of gravity, against which there is no hope of any argument.

My stomach churned as I made my way towards the door. Whatever, whoever was on the other side of it, I knew that I was about to be humiliated. Bad enough when your wife sees you dressed up as a slutty maid. But the thought of being exposed in my outfit in front of someone else was terrifying. But terrifying in that special way, the fear of the cliff edge, the terror that becomes indistinguishable from excitement. The front hall of my house became a roller coaster as I made my way slowly down it, my low heels tapping loudly on the floor in a steady rhythm that mocked my fluttering heartbeat as I made my way to the door. My hands opened and closed in front of me as though by their own accord, uselessly grabbing at the air or crumpling the folds of my flared skirt in front of me. The chain that attached the cuffs to my balls tugged at me, a constant reminder of my predicament with every step I took. I could hardly look more pathetic as I approached the front door. And time seemed to slow to a crawl as I maneuvered my hands into position to open it, running the chain through the padlock on my balls so that I would have enough slack in the chain around my wrists to reach the door handle. I took a deep breath, as deep as the tight corset of the maid's uniform I was wearing would allow as I turned the door handle. I could feel my pulse in my temple as my veins throbbed with fear and excitement. I had no idea who could be on the other side of the door as I slowly pulled it open. But if I had had hours to guess, I still don't think I would ever have come up with the right answer.

Christie's sister Brenda was two years younger than her. The same deep blue eyes shone in a face that had the same architecture as my wife's, repeated in a different key. Her natural hair color was the same as Christie's, I knew, but lately, Brenda had taken to dyeing it a sandy blonde. A faint dusting of freckles speckled the bridge of her nose. Brenda was every bit as beautiful as her sister, I suppose, but it doesn't suit a husband to think those kinds of thoughts about his sister in law. And I generally didn't, to be honest. I mean sure, when I first met Brenda, when Christie and I had just started dating - I mean, I would have to be blind not to notice the way Brenda looked. But I had put those thoughts out of my mind. I didn't go around lusting after my wife's younger sister like some cheesy sitcom loser. I didn't think of Brenda that way.

Still. As I opened the door, and Brenda's blue eyes grew wide and round at the sight of me dressed up in a French maid's uniform, even through the horrified shame that burned away at my insides, I felt something twitch under my skirt. My cock, which had been as hard as a rock since this whole humiliating spectacle started, throbbed with desire. And as Brenda's eyes sank to the floor and back again, taking me in from head to toe, I all but squirmed on the spot with unbridled lust. It was no longer a surprise to me, the way humiliation seemed to feed my desire. But it was no less a mystery at that moment than it had been since Christie and I first discovered this hidden kink of mine.

"What the fuck?" The first words out of Brenda's mouth bubbled with laughter. As well they might. The outfit my wife had made me wear was as humiliating as I could imagine. Needless to say, Brenda had never seen me in anything like it. And I felt my cheeks burning with the fire of embarrassment as my eyes darted around the street outside in search of other prying eyes. While my heart raced, I tried to remain calm.

"Come in," I said, stepping aside as the endless lacy ruffles of my skirt swished and swayed. The open door would hide me, at least partially, from the street outside. Shaking her head, Brenda stepped through the open doorway, and I hurriedly shut the door behind us. She was wearing a yellow T-shirt and a pair of jeans, very like the outfit my wife had started the day off in before changing into something sexier to tease me with her beauty. In my desperately aroused state, though, Brenda looked fantastic. After all, my wife had cunningly not allowed me to cum for the previous week, even while she mercilessly teased me with her own rapturous pleasure. She knew that I would be helplessly aroused, and she knew how to use it against me. Having Brenda see me like this was only pouring more fuel onto the fire that raged inside me.

"What is going on here?" Brenda asked. "Chris said I should come round and see something, but I didn't expect - this!" She spluttered with laughter again, unable to hold back her mirth while I squirmed on the spot with shame. I couldn't hide. I couldn't escape. Even if my hands hadn't been cuffed in front of me, the long chain between them looped through a lock on my balls to ensure I couldn't use my arms easily, I still would have been unable to get the dress off. Christie had locked it on to me, and I had no idea where she had hidden the key. As my devious wife had pointed out, I was going to have to wear the humiliating outfit until Christie decided otherwise. And I could feel Brenda's pretty eyes on me like the heat of the sun as I turned and walked carefully back into the house. I didn't know what to say. And really, why say anything at all? If it wasn't already obvious to Brenda what was going on, it soon would be. My outfit spoke for itself. Kicking off her trainers, Brenda followed me towards the living room.

"Hi, Bren!" Christie called enthusiastically from the sofa. My wife's smile pierced my heart like a stray ray of sunshine plunging into a dark cave. I stepped aside as Brenda pushed past me, the two women giggling like schoolgirls as they embraced. If Brenda noticed the revealing nature of Christie's outfit, she didn't comment on it. But I could hardly bring myself to look anywhere else. The two women sat together on the sofa, and my cock throbbed hungrily under the latex dress as I looked at them. The things I might do to the two of them if only I was free. But I wasn't free. I was cuffed and locked into a humiliating dress, and as two sets of blue eyes turned on me, I felt myself trembling.

“What’s going on?” Brenda asked. And Christie’s smiling eyes stayed on me as she explained to her sister.

“This is my sissy maid,” she grinned. “Isn’t he cute all dressed up like that? We decided that since Charlie isn’t really much of a man, he should at least make himself useful in some other way.” While my cheeks burned, Brenda hooted with laughter. In all the years of our marriage, Christie had never expressed any kind of dissatisfaction with me before. But the insecure part of my brain wondered just how much truth there was in her cruel words. Was this all part of the game? Or was this some truth she had never had the chance to voice before? The question haunted me, but I knew better than to ask as the women gloated over my predicament.

"How did you get him to do this?" Brenda asked. Already, I noticed, the women were talking to each other as though I wasn't there. Or, more correctly, as though my answers and opinions were of no significance at all. Amazing what a simple costume can do to people's attitude towards you. Not to mention your own attitude. The humiliating outfit had robbed me of whatever power I might otherwise have had to resist my wife. And now, it seemed, it was going to do the same to my ability to defy her sister or any other woman.

"It was easy," Christie smiled. "You know what men are like. Offer to let them shoot a load, and they'll do pretty much anything for it. And the longer you make them wait, the easier it gets to fuck with their heads." Their laughter, I noticed, was the same in a different key as they threw back their heads in delight.

"I never knew you had this kinky side," Brenda said. There was no way to miss the approval in her voice as she spoke. "I always thought people get more boring once they get married."

“Oh, no.” Christie shook her head firmly, and the dark tresses of her rich brown hair swayed over her slender shoulders, bared by the halter top she wore with no bra underneath. “Once you’ve been together for years, that’s when you can get into the really kinky stuff. You really get to know what makes each other tick. Though I have to say, this is a new thing for us.”

"So what do you do with him? Once he's all dressed up like this." Brenda's eyes were sparkling as she looked at me, and I knew that look from all the times I had seen it in Christie's eyes. She was curious. She was excited. My cock throbbed furiously at the thought that my wife's sister might just be aroused. Unable to meet the gaze of the two women, tormented by their beauty, I turned my own eyes to the floor.

“Whatever I want,” Christie smirked. “You want a drink?”

“Sure.”

“Sissy, go get us some wine,” Christie ordered. My heart throbbed with shame as I did as I was told, and Brenda howled with laughter at my voiceless submission. But like I say, what choice did I have? I needed to be released. I needed to cum, and there was only one way to make that happen. I had to do what Christie said.

My head was spinning as I made my way to the kitchen. A wave of cool air swept over my exposed skin as I opened the fridge and removed the chilled bottle of wine. The feel of that cool air against my thighs and chest only served to remind me of what I was wearing, an outfit that would have been impossibly sexy on a woman like my wife or her sister but was simply ridiculous on me. I was getting a little better at working with my hands chained together, but it was still a minor triumph when I managed to fetch another wine glass down from a high shelf for Brenda and poured out the wine without spilling a drop. Placing the almost empty bottle back in the fridge, I picked up the glasses by their slender stems, one in each hand, and returned to the living room.

A fresh gale of laughter greeted me as I reappeared, humbly doing as I was told. The girls took the glasses as I offered them, and they clinked them together in a toast to my humiliation while I stood awkwardly by. As Brenda sipped her wine, I saw close up the fire in her eyes as she turned them to me again. It was like she couldn’t keep them away. Not that I could blame her for that. But my breath caught in my throat and my heart leaped wildly in my chest as Brenda’s hand reached out towards me. Her fingers slid over the glossy material of the latex stockings that gripped my thighs, and my eyes darted fearfully towards my wife. But Christie simply smiled as she watched her younger sister touch my leg under the short flared skirt that barely hid my desperate erection.

“Does he shave his legs?” Brenda giggled.

“Of course. I make him.” Christie took a sip of her wine, as though nothing in the world was more normal than what she was telling Brenda. “No one likes a hairy sissy.”

“This is so crazy,” Brenda murmured. Her eyes were back on me now, and I could hardly fail to notice her hand drifting slowly higher. I tried not to wince as she extended a finger and tugged lightly at the chain that hung from my cuffed wrists, disappearing under the dress. “What’s this attached to?” Brenda said, but the smile on her pretty face showed that she had more than a vague idea. Even so, Christie’s answer shocked me, even after all I had been through.

“Why don’t you take a look?” she said.

I gasped. The corset built into the dress to give me a more feminine form made breathing deeply a challenge in any case, but it was utter shock this time that made me struggle to fill my lungs. Christie had already gone far further than I had ever thought she would, but this was another big step down a road whose end I could not foresee. And did I try and stop any of it? If you've read this far, you'll already know the answer to that. I did nothing. Brenda's hand was right beside both of mine as she slowly lifted my skirt, and I didn't even try to stop her. I didn't even step away. I simply stood still and tried to control my breathing and felt my heart prickle with shame as my sister in law lifted up my skirt and exposed my erection under the frilly skirt I wore.

"Oh my God!" Brenda howled out loud. "He's got a hard-on!"

“Of course he does,” Christie smiled. “You think I’d do this to him if he didn’t secretly like it? He loves being my sissy maid, being dressed all girly and made to serve me. He just can’t bring himself to admit it. But that cock doesn’t lie.”

Brenda was still holding up my skirt, and I writhed uncomfortably under her gaze as she studied my cock and the padlock around my scrotum through which the long chain of my handcuffs had been threaded. I could practically see the ideas swirling in her mind. Standing in front of her like this, I somehow felt more exposed than if I had been simply naked, and my cheeks burned as they turned a deep crimson. But my cock never softened. In fact, it would have gotten harder if it could, if it wasn't already as rigid and swollen as it was capable of becoming. Two beautiful women were staring right at it, fully clothed and drinking wine as though my body was some sort of entertainment, and white sparks of desire and shame crackled and flared up and down the trembling ladder of my spine.

“He is really hard,” Brenda murmured. Her eyes were still on my throbbing manhood as she spoke, and the fugitive thought that she might be turned on tied my stomach in knots. I hardly dared even to hope that it was the case, even while my ego feverishly dreamed of it being true. And a loud gasp escaped from between my trembling lips as Brenda raised her other hand and ran a single finger, slowly and cautiously, over the shaft of my cock while Christie smiled and watched. I had never dared to dream of Brenda touching me like that. And now it was happening, in a way that I would never have imagined. And my wife seemed to be enjoying the spectacle.

"Careful," Christie warned. "He hasn't been allowed to cum for a week. That thing is primed to go off from the slightest touch." To my everlasting regret, Brenda snatched her hand away, giggling as she did so and giggling more at the frustrated grunt I let out.

"Well we can't have that, can we?" Brenda smiled. Her blue eyes rose to meet mine as she smiled a devious smile that made her look more than ever like my wife. "It would be such a shame to make a mess of this pretty little dress." The women giggled again. Their laughter was becoming the soundtrack to my shame, plucking at taut and vibrating nerves inside me that made my nerves dance. Christie was right. Even Brenda's slight touch had brought my arousal to a fever pitch, and a dull ache spread through the pit of my stomach as my scrotum tightened, my balls rising up close to my body until the cool steel of the padlock prevented them from going any further. If she had touched me for five more seconds, I felt, I would have lost control of myself and cum right there. And I both wished that she had and was grateful that she hadn't. Because if I came without my wife's permission, I suspected that Christie's punishment would be severe. Even now, I could see her looking at me with a malevolent glow in her beautiful eyes, and I gulped in fear, knowing that her latest idea was about to reveal itself.

“What do you think of my maid’s performance so far?” Christie said thoughtfully. “Is she being a good girl?”

“I guess,” Brenda said slowly as she considered. She was slipping right into her role as a dominant woman, I noticed. Though I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised. She was Christie’s sister, after all. And my outfit was calculated to make anyone feel superior to me when I wore it. It was working. “She’s doing ok. Although that hard-on is a bit naughty.”

"It is, isn't it?" Christie agreed. I gulped as I watched her set her wine glass aside on the end table beside the sofa. "Maybe my sissy deserves punishment for that." My heart contracted with fear, as though squeezed by an invisible fist. And I saw Brenda's eyes flash with delight. There was no doubt in my mind about it now, and the knowledge made my cock throb pointlessly under my skirt. Brenda was as turned on by this newfound power as Christie was. I was at the mercy of two horny women, and if Christie had taught me anything, it was that the hornier she got, the easier she found it to be cruel to me. One word could stop all of this, I knew. One single word and the game would be over. That word stayed rusted on the back of my tongue, corroded from disuse.

"Come here, sissy." Christie pointed to the floor at her side. The chain of my handcuffs rattled against the padlock around my balls as I stepped forward, the hard sound clearly audible over the feminine swishing of my skirt. The women's eyes followed me as I circled around to my wife's side. Once I stood beside her, she reached up and grabbed the front of my uniform in one hand. "Bend over," she ordered, and while Brenda shrieked with laughter, Christie pulled me towards her. I bent at the waist, my flared skirt rising up behind me as my wife pulled me down onto her lap. I sprawled across her thighs in the least dignified position imaginable, and she manhandled me into position. Raising a foot from the floor, she used it to press down on the chain of my cuffs, near where it attached to my wrist, and I yelped in pain as she pinned one hand to the floor, forcing me to keep the other under my skirt, right against my straining cock. My head lay in Brenda's lap, and I shuddered as I felt her hand on the back of my neck, helping to hold me in place while I listened to the faint click of her setting her wine glass down, too. My skirt whispered as Christie lifted it up around my hips, exposing my bare ass, and I felt her hand against my skin as she rubbed it slowly. Her other hand reached between my legs, and I gasped as she took a firm hold of the lock around my balls. The whole maneuver had taken mere seconds. The two women had overpowered me completely, and I hardly even dared squirm with the hold Christie had on my aching balls.

“You have to learn to serve me better, sissy,” I heard Christie say over a chorus of Brenda’s laughter. “I think we’ll be practicing every weekend until you get it right. In fact, I’m enjoying having a maid so much, I think this will be your permanent job around the house from now on. You’ll serve me and my sister and anyone else I tell you to serve, every weekend. Or else you get punished.” Brenda was erupting with laughter as Christie spoke. I said nothing. My head resting in Brenda’s lap, and I could feel the heat rising from the dark valley of her jeans, and my cock was throbbing relentlessly as my wife held my balls in her hand. As the first stinging slap fell, I winced, but my arousal only grew as my wife spanked me in front of her laughing sister.

“This is what you get,” Christie said as the blows continued to fall, and the skin of my ass began to heat up. My wife’s breathlessness wasn’t due to any physical exertion, I knew that. Her own desire was peaking. Spanking me like a disobedient servant was turning her on, perhaps even more than it was me. “Naughty maids get spanked,” she said. “That’s what you get for not being a real man. That’s what you get for letting your little cock get hard in your slutty little uniform.” I moaned out loud, and Brenda giggled as she felt my breath between her thighs. The sting of Christie’s slaps merged with the feeling of utter desire in my throbbing cock until I could no longer tell one from the other. As the pain grew, so did the pleasure. And Brenda’s hand gripped my hair, growing tighter by the minute as she, too, got swept up in the moment.

“We should have a party,” I heard her say. “We should invite a bunch of people around and have your maid serve them.”

"Oh, that's a good idea," Christie laughed. As she spoke, she never stopped spanking me, and the pain in my ass that had first been little more than a minor annoyance was becoming more profound. I was starting to grunt as each blow fell, the skin of my ass turning red under my wife's punishing hand, and I could feel Brenda squirming underneath me as she felt my cries against her legs. "Once she's fully trained, of course," Christie went on. "I can't have her embarrassing me in front of guests." I cried out as another blow fell, harder than all the rest, and the women laughed in mockery of my pain as I humbly endured my punishment.

“I could help you train her.” Even in the depths of my own pain and shame and desire, I could hear the note of hope in Brenda’s voice. “Make sure she knows how to serve us properly.”

“Yes, you could.” My wife was smiling broadly as she continued to beat me. I could tell by the sound of her voice. The pain was becoming too much for me to ignore, and I involuntarily squirmed as I lay across the two women’s laps. But they held me in place easily. I felt Brenda move her legs underneath me, and she lifted one thigh above my head, trapping me between her legs. My face was crushed against her pussy, my nose pressed right against the fabric of her jeans, and I breathed in her scent with every breath as the girls laughed above me.

“You’re a natural at this.” Christie’s voice was muffled as she spoke, reaching me as a vague murmur as I lay with Brenda’s thighs covering my ears. My cock throbbed desperately, and I found myself fervently wishing that Brenda had been wearing a skirt, the way that Christie was. I was too far gone in arousal to consider what strange impulse made me want to bring these women pleasure while they brought me pain.

“This is fun,” Brenda said. “I never thought about it, but you’re right. This is hot.” I sighed with relief as Christie abruptly stopped spanking me. The distant echo of the stinging slaps hung in the empty air as for a moment, no one spoke.

“I think we need some special training for this sissy,” Christie said at last. “Help me get her into the bedroom. A true maid needs to know how to serve in every possible way.”


8. Christie’s Bitch

Abruptly, I was released. Brenda lifted her legs from around my head, and I fell clumsily to the floor as the sisters pushed me off their laps. I wasn’t even allowed time to catch my breath. At once, I felt their hands on me, gripping my arms as they hauled me to my feet. I cried out in pain as the cuffs pulled on the padlock locked around my balls, but the women were heedless of my cries. I struggled upright, and Brenda and Christie marched me forward, each holding one of my arms as they steered me towards the bedroom. The entire situation felt completely surreal, and yet my cock was throbbing with lust, making itself felt even over the burning sensation of my beaten ass. I stumbled forward, putting up no resistance as my wife and her sister led me into the bedroom.

It was late afternoon. I could hardly believe, with all that had happened, that the sun had not yet set. The low light turned the bedroom's drawn curtains pink at their edges as evening approached. It had already been the longest day of my life, even if it had been one shot through with unexpected pleasures. But I knew from the swift, determined movements of the women that the night ahead of me would be even longer.

At the foot of the bed, I was forced to my knees. While Brenda stared down at me, her round breasts rising and falling under her T-shirt as she panted with breathless excitement, Christie headed for our closet. I knew what she was after. My wife's erotic imagination had been on fire, ever since she had discovered me wearing her corset that fateful day. And her collection of sex toys had been growing steadily as she experimented with new ways to pleasure herself and control me. Brenda shrieked with delight as she watched her sister approach with her hands full of various gadgets.

“Christie’s Slut,” Brenda read aloud, as my wife crouched behind me and wrapped the pink leather collar with its silver letters on the front around my neck. “Oh my God, he totally is, too.”

“You have no idea,” Christie smirked. “This little bitch will do anything to cum. You’ll see.” As she spoke, Christie finished buckling the collar shut around my neck, over the lace-trimmed choker I already wore as part of my maid’s uniform. Then she clipped the leash that went with the collar to the ring made for it. Reaching over my head, she handed the end of the leash to her sister, and my arousal bloomed in tandem with my shame as Brenda smiled down at me, holding the leash while my wife looked on.

“You want to try him out?” Christie said. And Brenda’s blue eyes widened in surprise as she stared at her sister.

“You mean - “

“Sure,” Christie giggled. “I mean, I’m really liking this party idea. But my maid will need to serve all my guests, and the more practice he gets at giving pleasure, the better. He’s already pretty good at going down on me, but some practice with other women should improve his technique.” Brenda couldn’t have been any more surprised than I was. Forgetting myself for a moment, I craned my neck to stare at Christie over my shoulder in total disbelief. Christie’s teeth showed in a wide smile as her glowing eyes moved from her sister to me and back again to Brenda. It’s a cliche, but I was genuinely speechless at my wife’s idea. Nothing in our lives together up to that point had led me to expect her to suggest such a thing. Once again, it was as though she had somehow seen into the dark and hidden heart of my deepest desires. I kneeled on the floor in silence, hardly daring to believe what was happening to me. But my input was as unwanted as it was unnecessary.

"Ok then," Brenda chuckled. The pink leash swung between us as she abruptly reached for the front of her pants. My eyes turned to her as she wriggled out of her jeans, my wife's younger sister undressing in our bedroom while the light from outside edged the window in fire. Brenda's jeans fell to the floor, and her panties quickly followed. Her pubic hair was as dark as my wife's, leading down in a narrow strip to the faint gleam of her pussy. Without the slightest hint of self-consciousness, Brenda climbed onto the foot of our bed. The leash was still in her hand. I shuffled forward on my knees as Brenda drew me towards her, her parted legs revealing the tell-tale wetness of her womanhood as I came closer and closer. My mouth was watering with desire. As the smell of female arousal reached my flared nostrils, I barely thought about the fact that my wife was watching. My cock throbbed constantly, a dull backbeat to the events taking place in our bedroom as I did what came naturally. The leash was taut between us us Brenda guided my face between her legs, and a thrill raced along my spine as I heard her moan as the touch of my lips. Gently, I traced my tongue along her silken folds, tasting the juices that were at once so similar and so different to those of my wife. Brenda's taste was lighter, fainter, but with the same electric charge I always felt when I went down on my wife. And it took every ounce of my faltering self-control to stop myself from reaching under my short skirt and wrapping a hand around my throbbing cock. It was only fear of what my wife might do if she caught me that stopped me from pleasuring myself. That, and the eternal hope that if I only held out and suffered through all this teasing and punishment, something far more glorious than mere masturbation would be my reward.

High above me, Brenda moaned. Over the sounds of her pleasure, I could hear my wife moving around the room. Christie wasn’t the type to sit idly by and watch. I knew that she was up to something. But just as clearly, I knew there was nothing I could do to stop her. And so I devoted myself to the task in front of me, listening to my sister in law moan as I slipped my tongue between the dripping velvet folds of her sex while her fluids dripped down my chin. The best hope I had of receiving some pleasure of my own was to give these woman what they wanted. And that’s what I did, while my jaw ached and the base of my tongue throbbed with fatigue. I had to keep these women happy. It was all that mattered.

Christie crouched beside me. Brenda's hand on the back of my head combined with the leash she still held to keep my head pressed between her legs, making it impossible to see what my wife was doing. But I felt Christie's hands on my wrists, followed by the silken softness of a necktie. She was binding my hands. Cuffed already, I didn't even try to resist as she tied one end of the necktie around my left wrist. I felt the faint pull as she ran the tie around something in front of my at ground level - the leg of the bed, most likely. Then she tied the other end of the tie around my other wrist. Now my hands hung beneath me, anchored both to my balls and to the bed Brenda sat on. I was becoming more helpless by the minute. I shifted on my knees, trying to get as comfortable as I could in the new restraints on my body. And all the while, I continued to make Brenda moan ecstatically as my lips and tongue probed the soft wetness of her pussy. She was like my wife, and yet totally different, and over the years of married monogamy, I had forgotten just how different the responses of women can be. What drove Christie wild had far less effect on Brenda, and what Brenda responded to best would leave my wife cold. I was finding my way through the labyrinth of my sister in law's arousal, guided and rewarded by her ever-increasing moans, and I didn't even think about it as I felt my wife's hand in the small of my back, pushing gently but firmly as she wordlessly encouraged me to arch my body. I simply did it. Happy with my position, Christie disappeared behind me, and for a while, there was only Brenda's pussy, dripping freely now as her body opened up to me and her cries bounced back from the walls of our bedroom.

The sudden sharp crack made me jump. Brenda's hand kept my head in place as I instinctively tried to turn to see the source of the sound, and she murmured wordless and selfish protests as she held on to me. For a moment that was made blissful by hindsight, I felt nothing. And then, the sudden blaze of pain in my already tender ass made me cry out between Brenda's legs. Brenda moaned as the vibrations of my voice made her pussy spasm, my pain pushing her pleasure to greater heights in sadistic symbiosis. My mind raced as I squirmed and writhed, trying to understand what had happened. Christie had whipped me. Twin lines of red pain raced across the surface of my skin, and I thought of one of my leather belts.

"Keep licking, sissy," Christie sneered behind me. "The quicker you make her cum, the easier it'll be for you." I screamed into Brenda's spasming pussy as the belt struck again. My nerves, already flooded with the annihilating light of pleasure, vibrated now with pain, and the two sensations merged until I could barely tell one from another. The second blow elicited an indisputable cry of pain from my muffled mouth. The third drew a confused moan. And the fourth was met with a sob of pleasure as I submitted to my wife's outrageous cruelty.

“Oh my God,” Brenda panted above me. My tongue was inside her now, forcing the wet walls of her pussy apart as I drove it ever deeper inside her, the sensitive organ vibrating with my shouts as Christie whipped me. I tried with all my might to block out both the pain and the pleasure that flooded my senses, trying to devote myself only to Brenda’s pleasure. Her moans turned to cries that mimicked my own, and I felt utter joy as I felt her pussy explode against my face. Gratefully I drank down her juices as though they were the sweetest nectar, as though the taste of her orgasm could wash away the pain in my beaten ass, and Brenda howled as she pressed herself against my face, her whole body turning stiff and strained as her climax arrived. With a shout, she fell back on the bed, the warm rush of her fluids pouring out over her trembling thighs as she released her hold on my head.

I sat back on my heels, panting and gasping as I licked the residue of her bliss from my trembling lips. It was all I could do not to sob with gratitude as I heard the belt that Christie held fall to the floor behind me. The skin of my ass felt as though it was on fire, the sensation even more powerful now that I no longer had anything else to focus on. But at least the punishment had stopped, for now. Brenda's eyelids fluttered as she looked up at the ceiling of my bedroom, her breasts rising and falling under the T-shirt she still wore as she slowly recovered.

Christie stepped back into my line of sight. I raised my eyes from the bed to take in the sight of my wife. She was practically glowing with malicious delight. Her eyes shone like two bright blue suns, fueled by some mysterious inner source as she smiled down at me. I could see her desire in every line of her beautiful body, barely concealed by the halter top and miniskirt she had changed into in order to tease me. If she found anything strange about being in the same room while her sister reached orgasm, there was no trace of it in her bliss-flooded face. Instead, Christie looked thrilled, as everything she had been dreaming of came to pass. And my heart contracted with an emotion I couldn’t name as I stared up at her from my humiliating position on the floor.

Christie sat down on the bed beside her sister. I watched as Brenda raised her head from the mattress, rolling over onto her side as she made room. Brenda’s legs closed, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I had just brought to orgasm as she sat up. The two sisters grinned at each other. Giddy with pleasure and with the sheer outrageousness of what they had done, they seemed too lost in the moment for words.

And Brenda shuffled away as Christie took up the position her sister had just occupied. My wife's short skirt rode up around her hips as she parted her legs in front of me. Her command could not have been more obvious. She didn't need words. And I didn't need the stinging blows of a belt to encourage me as I shuffled forward on my knees again. Christie placed a hand affectionately on the top of my head as I approached, and the taste of her desire mingled with that of her sister's bliss as I ran my tongue along those swollen pussy lips. I knew every fold, every lovely dip and hollow, and I knew the low moan that rose in Christie's throat as I tasted her wetness.

I dared a look upwards. Christie's eyes closed as she moaned in bliss. But Brenda, lying beside her, was staring fixedly at me. Beyond making room for her sister to sit at the foot of the bed in front of me, she gave no indication that she intended to move. She simply lay there, her head propped up on one arm, watching as I ate my wife's pussy right in front of her. It felt as though the air was vibrating in the room around us, heavy with the strange alchemy of sexual desire. My cock throbbed in time with the beat of my heart as I worshiped my wife. As Christie's cries grew ever louder and more urgent, the pressure on all of us seemed to grow, fueled by a kind of sympathetic desire. I felt Christie's pussy spasm against my mouth just as her sister's had done, and I welcomed the sudden rush of her fluids that filled my eager mouth as I drank her down. My wife's knuckles whitened as she gripped the bedsheet beneath her, my head pressed between her thighs. I was moaning myself in abject desire as I felt my wife cum, her juices washing over my face like a baptism of bliss as she ground her pussy against me. Just as Brenda had, Christie flopped backward onto the bed as the spasm of desire tore through her, and I took the opportunity to suck down lungfuls of air that tasted of female pleasure while I waited to see what came next.

I didn't have to wait very long. The two women were more, far more, than I could handle. And as Christie finally recovered from her ecstasy, I could see that her eyes were still glowing with a demonic lust that her orgasm had done nothing to curb. The same look shone in Brenda's matching eyes. If I hadn't been so insanely aroused, I might have had the good sense to feel afraid.

“Help me with him?” Christie’s eyes were firmly on me as I kneeled before the two of them.

“Of course,” Brenda smiled.

Moving as one, the sisters rose from the mattress. I felt their hands on my shoulders and on my arms as they crouched beside me. The tie was removed from my wrists, and I struggled to my feet as Brenda and Christie pulled me upwards by my arms. If there had ever been any fight in me, there was none left now. I was exhausted, worn out not so much by the physical exertion they had put me through as by the relentless raging fire inside me, the unabated lust that continued to hollow me out from the inside. As the girls steered me towards the bed, I stumbled between them.

At the edge of the mattress, they shoved me down, and I fell forwards onto my face with the bed bouncing underneath me. Moving quickly, Christie circled around the bed to take hold of my trailing leash from the other side of the mattress. Pulling it taut, she tied it to the side rail of the bed. My cuffed hands were trapped beneath me, and I knew that the leash would be more than enough to keep me in place. So did Christie, as she slowly made her way back around the bed towards me. Brenda watched with a sly smile as her older sister once again walked towards the closet where she kept her sex toys and fished out some items. Bent over the side of the bed as I was, I couldn't see what it was that made Brenda howl with laughter on sight. But my heart fluttered nervously as I waited to see what was in store for me.

“A good sissy maid needs to know how to please all my guests,” Christie said. Behind me, I could hear the girls giggling as they fumbled with something. Finally, they seemed to get to grips with whatever I was they were struggling with. I heard their faint footsteps on the floor as they approached me. And as first Christie and then Brenda came into view, my heart contracted in fear and shock. From their now naked bodies, below the soft and mouth-watering bouncing of their bare breasts, two large fake cocks rose between their legs. They looked like some strange hybrid of male and female, with all the softness and curves of the beautiful women they were contrasting sharply with the obscene fake phalluses rising from their bodies. Panicking, I shook my head from side to side.

“No,” I groaned.

"Yes," Christie insisted. I watched in horror as she wrapped a hand around her cock, stroking it slowly as though the strap-on dildo was really a part of her. "I might decide to have some men around. Some real men, I mean. And they will be allowed to use my maid just like my female guests." Brenda's wild laughter was the unceasing soundtrack to my shame as I cowered in shame and disbelief. Even in the depths of my humiliation, I had never imagined anything like this. But my wife had. She had bought these toys with exactly this moment in mind. She intended to make me her bitch, with her sister's help. And my guts writhed as my brain warred with itself, half rejecting, half welcoming this new development.

“No,” I managed to mumble again. Christie’s brow furrowed as she stepped towards the bed, and her cock swayed in her hand as she climbed up onto the mattress. I couldn’t take my eyes off the toy as she shuffled towards me slowly.

"No?" she said as she peered down at me. "You don't want to be my sissy maid anymore, just because you're scared of a little cock? That's OK," Christie said, raising her voice slightly so that I could hear her over Brenda's ceaseless laughing, "you don't have to. You just have to say that safeword, and it all stops. You know that. No more sissy maid. No more frilly little outfits. No more kinky games. Just say the word, sissy." Christie's blue eyes bored into mine as she stared down at me. My heart clenched. I wanted so much to say the word, to put a stop to all of this before it went any further, to try to reclaim what little dignity and agency I had left. But when I opened my mouth to speak, no sound came out. I couldn't do it. And Christie smiled in triumph as she watched me lose yet another battle with myself and with my own desire. Because she knew as well as I did that it wasn't the cuffs and restraints she used to keep me in place that really held me where I was. It was her, and my own desire for her and the things she put me through. And how can a man ever hope to be free of himself?

Christie shuffled closer still. I could smell her as she ran her fingers through my short hair, pushing my head back. The taste of her in my mouth made my cock throb against the mattress as her cock loomed close to my face.

"That's what I thought," Christie smirked. "So now my sissy maid needs to learn to suck cock. You can start by kissing it. Go on, sissy. Kiss your wife's cock, there's a good girl." And I did. To my undying shame, to Brenda's echoing laughter, to Christie's endless joy, I leaned forward and pressed my wet lips against the fake cock.

“Good girl,” Christie cooed. “Lick it. Nice and slow, that’s right. Tease it a little. Yeah, that’s right. Like that. Just imagine what you wish I would do to your pathetic sissy cock.” I tried my best to ignore Brenda’s loud laughter while I did what my wife said. My cheeks burned with unbelievable shame as I kissed and licked the cock, telling myself all the while that it was nothing but an insensate piece of silicon. Christie smiled down at me as she watched me degrade myself for her and her sister’s amusement.

“Good, that’s good,” Christie said. “Look how hard you’ve got me. Such a sexy little sissy. Now, you know what you have to do, don’t you? Suck it. Be a good girl and suck my cock.” My will was broken. I did as I was told. I opened my mouth, and Christie groaned in satisfaction as she guided her cock inside. She took her time, letting me adjust to the unfamiliar sensation as she gently rocked her hips back and forth, fucking my mouth.

“Yeah,” my wife growled in a low voice. “Fuck, this is hot. I see why guys like this so much. You just suck that cock, sissy. Get it nice and wet. Because you know where it’s going next.” Brenda shrieked with laughter, and at the look on my face, Christie too began to splutter with amusement. “I’m going to turn you into my personal whore,” she giggled. “You’re going to lick or suck whoever and whatever I tell you to. And in return, I’m going to dress you up in girly little outfits and parade you around in front of my friends. That’s what you want, isn’t it? Keep up the eye contact, sissy. Keep looking at me.” My cheeks hollowed around her cock as I nodded in agreement. It was far too late for me to try and salvage even the smallest piece of pride now. I was dressed up as a slutty maid, sucking my wife’s cock. What argument could I possibly give her?

Christie shuffled backward, and her cock slid from between my lips with a wet sound. I could see it glistening with my saliva as she climbed off the bed. Grinning, she turned to her sister.

“Your turn, Brenda,” she said. “Ever had your cock sucked by a slutty maid before?” Brenda giggled and stepped forward without hesitation. I felt the mattress sink underneath her as she climbed onto the bed. Grabbing me roughly by the hair, she forced her cock into my open mouth, and I tried not to choke as she fucked my mouth far more roughly than Christie had.

Meanwhile, Christie circled around behind me. I heard a wet sound, and moaned in shock around Brenda's cock as I felt something slippery between my exposed cheeks. Christie pushed my skirt up out of the way as she massaged my asshole with lube, and I gasped as her finger slipped inside. My wife was right. I knew what was coming next. And while my stomach spasmed in fear, my heart throbbed with wild joy at what was about to happen.

Christie gripped my hips in her hands. I felt the hard head of her cock against my hole as she pressed slowly but firmly against me. I cried out as she pushed past the resistance of my body, and suddenly she was inside me, sliding deeper into me by the second while I breathed through my nostrils. The feeling was indescribable. All the erotic shame and humiliation I had been wallowing in all day came to a point as my wife took my anal virginity, fucking me like a bitch while her sister fucked my mouth. Slowly, the two women increased the pace. Bound and broken, there was nothing I could do but lie there and wait for them to finish using me like the whore I was. I could hear them laughing, laughing as they fucked me, and it pierced my heart with pure shame and lust as they used my body exactly the way they wanted to.

And yet. As they picked up the pace, Christie slamming her hips against mine from behind while Brenda plunged her cock down my throat, I felt something. Something shameful. Something disgraceful. Something I was powerless to resist, try as I might. I moaned. I groaned. I thrashed on the bed, as much as my bondage and the two women holding me allowed. But once it started, nothing could stop it. My body grew tight and taut, and I heard Christie scream in triumph and Brenda shriek with laughter as they saw what was happening. I moaned and groaned as pain turned to pleasure, and the fake cock buried inside me began to make me feel a bliss greater than any I had ever experienced. And Christie slapped my ass as she fucked me like a whore, and I moaned and groaned and spurted what felt like an absolute river of cum across the mattress beneath me. My wife had won. I was her sissy. There was no going back now.
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