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Chapter 1: It Started With A Stupid Mistake

It was such a stupid thing to do. The girl was barely eighteen. Sharon was her name and she had only been with the firm of accountants where my husband, Bill, worked for a few months before he tried to seduce her. At forty-two years of age he was old enough to be her father, a fact I brought forcefully to his attention during the argument that preceded me throwing him out.

It was my birthday and I’d spent all day getting ready to go out. We hadn’t been out for ages, and I was excited about the expensive restaurant Bill had booked for us and the night of dancing he had promised me for afterwards. I knew there was something wrong as soon as he walked through the door.

“There’s something we need to discuss,” he said. “I’ve made a stupid mistake.”

I couldn’t take it in at first. How could he? Why? We had a good marriage, a comfortable life. We’d been childhood sweethearts, everyone said we were the perfect couple. Now, in a moment of pure madness, he had thrown it all away, betrayed me, humiliated me. I couldn’t even give him credit for owning up to what he’d done because the young girl, Sharon, had not really given him a choice. She had been frightened and upset. A much older man, her superior had, after several weeks of becoming increasingly obsessed with her, cornered her in the stationary cupboard where he made a clumsy attempt to tell her that he was infatuated with her. Dropping to his knees he had begun kissing the toes of her shoes as he begged her to allow him to worship her.

Sharon told him she was going to report him to the Managing Director and tell me, his wife. Fearing for his livelihood, his reputation and his marriage, Bill had apologised profusely and begged her not to tell anyone. Eventually Sharon agreed to hold off taking any action if he told me what he had done immediately.

I burst into tears and told him to get out. He tried to hold me, but I pushed him away, telling him I was going to divorce him and take him for every penny I could. Eventually, after I threatened to call the police, he left. I called my mother and told her everything. She was very supportive and came over to stay with me for several days while I got myself together.

For the next three months Bill sent me flowers every day and every day I threw them into the waste bin. I refused his calls and ignored his text messages. At first, I was angry and wanted revenge. How could he do this to me? Then I began to wonder, was it my fault? Had I neglected him in some way, failed to meet his needs, physically, emotionally, intellectually? If so, why had he not come to me, we could have talked. I still loved him, which just made me angrier, mostly with myself.

Wondering if I had been responsible for my husband’s completely out of character behaviour led me to start searching for evidence of what had been going on in his mind. His PC was password protected but, while searching through some drawers in his office, I found a book of passwords. It took several attempts but, eventually, I was in. I’m not sure what I expected to find, but it was not the plethora of porn that was revealed in his internet search history. Then there were the files of stories, real life letters to specialist websites and pictures, hundreds of pictures. My husband had clearly been living a fantasy life that I was completely unaware of, and it had been going on for a long time.

As I scanned through the material and clicked on some of the links, it became clear that there was a very definite preference for a particular fetish. My husband was utterly infatuated with female domination. There was material on hot wives, enforced chastity, cuckolding, bondage, enforced feminisation and even sissy maids. It was all completely new to me. I’m not a prude and some of it I was vaguely aware of, but other areas were a mystery and I had to look up definitions for some of the terminology.

As I looked through some of the pictures of beautiful women, some dressed in leather and latex, but others dressed classily or even casually, I thought at first, I had found a collection of pictures taken of Sharon. On closer examination it became clear that the woman in the photographs was slightly older and bore only a passing similarity to the girl my husband had tried to seduce. Could this be an explanation though? Had Bill noticed the similarity too? Is that what had infatuated him and driven him to such madness?

I spent the following week researching this whole area of sexuality, at first to understand why Bill had done what he did. Soon though, curiosity took over and I found myself spending many hours on the PC. To my utter surprise, I found myself becoming aroused by the whole premise of female domination. At first, I tried to deny it to myself but eventually I gave in and allowed myself freedom to explore and fantasise, much as, I presumed, my husband had done before me at this same computer. On one occasion I found myself so turned on that I had to dig out my old Hitachi Wand which I used to bring myself to a shattering orgasm. After that it became the norm, after a few hours at the PC, to take myself off to bed where I would fantasise about subjecting my husband to some of the things I’d read or watched videos about, writhing and screaming as I reached one climax after another. What was I becoming?

I had a vague memory of my husband telling me some years ago about something he had called a Female Led Relationship. He had been very tentative and shy about it, and I had dismissed it as a silly fictional fetish for sad wimps who could not manage a normal healthy relationship with a woman. Had I made a mistake? Should I have taken more notice, been more understanding? Had I forced my husband to go underground with his fantasies? Was I responsible for what he had done? If so, what could, or should I do about it?

It took me about a week to reach a decision. My Mother has always been my closest confidant and I discussed it at some length with her. Once I had decided what I wanted to do, I spent a couple of weeks putting a plan together that I believed might address both Bill’s needs and my own. Next it took several days for me to order and receive several items I felt would be required. Finally, it took another week for me to pluck up the courage to go through with it. There would be no room for error, no chance of salvaging something from the wreckage if it all went wrong. It was all or nothing.

I sent Bill a message telling him that, after much thought, I had decided to give him an opportunity to convince me that he was worthy of one last chance. I gave him a day and time to visit me at home but warned him that, if I were to even consider taking him back, it would have to be entirely on my terms which would be totally non-negotiable. Of course, he replied straight away that he would do absolutely anything to make it up to me and save our marriage.

When the day arrived, we sat at opposite ends of the lounge, him looking nervous and contrite and me trying hard to project an image of stern determination and authority.

“I’m so sorry Kate,” he began. “I know I’ve hurt you and I blame myself totally for that. I don’t know why I did it. I’m an idiot and I don’t deserve you. But, if you’ll allow me, I will spend the rest of my life making it up to you. I love you. I cannot live without you.”

“You hurt me Bill,” I answered. “I mean really hurt me and I’m not sure I will ever get over it or be able to forgive you. But, if you are prepared to accept certain conditions, then I may consider allowing you the opportunity to do just that.”

“Anything sweetheart,” Bill promised. “Anything at all, I swear!”

“You might want to wait until you hear the conditions before you commit yourself. I have a list of them that I will read to you. I should warn you again that they are in no way, shape or form, negotiable. If we are to re-establish a relationship, it will be of my design. You will have no say in the matter, now or at any time in the future. You do not have to accept my terms; you can leave at any time. However, if you do, our next conversation, indeed our only future conversations, will be via a solicitor. I hope that’s clear.”

“Yes, very clear,” Bill answered nervously.

“Good. Condition number one. I never want to have to face the possibility of losing my home or my lifestyle ever again. For that reason, you will transfer all money and property to me. You will not be involved in any financial aspects of our relationship ever again. The house, the cars, the pensions, the savings, your salary; they will all belong to me. You will effectively be penniless. Should you wish to leave me in the future, or should I have cause to throw you out again, you will leave with nothing but the clothes you are standing in.”

“Sweetheart, don’t you think…” Bill began, looking shocked at my suggestion.

“Shut up!” I cut him off. “I told you the conditions are non-negotiable. That means there is nothing to discuss. All I want from you is to agree or get out!”

“Alright, alright,” soothed Bill, as he must have felt his last opportunity to win me back slipping away from him. “I agree. Whatever you say, I agree.”

“Good, I’ll have the paperwork drawn up for you to sign. I want everything legal and watertight. Don’t think I will mellow as time goes by, this condition and those that follow are permanent fixtures of any relationship we might have now. So, shall I continue?”

He nodded, looking like a rabbit caught in headlights.

“I arrived at the following conditions after studying your PC. Yes, I found your password so I’m fully aware of your perverted fantasies. In fact, as your wife, I feel it is my duty to see to it that those fantasies become reality. I hope, for your sake that you don’t end up regretting what you’ve wished for.”

“Kate…” he mumbled, unable to look me in the eye.

“Here are the rest of my conditions. The list is not complete, as I reserve the right to add to it in the future, should I feel the need. If now or at any time in the future, you feel that you cannot accept any of my conditions, you will be free to leave. I may even, out of the goodness of my heart, give you some money for bus fare.”

He laughed nervously until he saw how serious I looked.

“I have obtained a chastity cage which you will always wear. It will reassure me of your fidelity and remind you of your obligations as my husband. I’m sure you mentioned such devices when you nervously approached me regarding Female Led Relationships some time ago, do you remember? From what I found on your PC the idea of being unable to reach orgasm or even get an erection unless your keyholder – that’s me by the way – deigns to take pity on you, is a huge turn on for submissive men like you. After the way you hurt me, I’m sure you can imagine the likelihood of me feeling sorry for you any time soon.”

“Wow!” was all he could say, which I hopefully took as a sign that I was on the right track.

“I want you to start doing more around the house too. I know we decided you should not retire for another few years yet, but, after examining our finances, or should I say, my finances, since you will have nothing? After looking at my finances and taking into consideration what I would get if you volunteered for redundancy, I think I will have enough to continue in the style to which I have become accustomed. Therefore, you will apply for redundancy immediately. Before you leave you can put through a promotion and a pay raise for poor Sharon. It’s the least you can do to thank her for not reporting what you did. You have no close family and I’m sure your golfing buddies will soon get the message, after you refuse their invitations a few times, that you have decided to devote all your time to your beautiful wife.”

“You mean I won’t be able to play golf?” Bill gasped. “But I’ll be retired, it’s what I planned to do when I retired!”

“That was before you disgraced yourself dear. You have a choice, retire or I’ll ask that poor young girl you assaulted to report you. You’ll be fired and no one will want to be your friend or play golf with you anyway. Now cheer up, it’s not the end of the world. I intend to make sure your time is spent productively. You’ll be doing housework, laundry, cooking and so on. Whatever it takes to free up my time so that I can spend it with my friends. You did say you want to spend the rest of your life making it up to me for what you did, well this is how you can do that.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Bill mumbled with his head in his hands. “I wasn’t expecting this.”

“I wasn’t expecting you to betray me with a girl young enough to be your daughter. I wasn’t expecting you to humiliate me and throw away our marriage,” I answered him. “But guess what? Shit happens! And don’t pretend that what I’ve said doesn’t turn you on, I’ve seen your search history remember. I’ve read the stories, looked at the pictures and watched the videos. I know you crave being dominated by a strong, assertive, even cruel and heartless mistress. Don’t you? Don’t you?”

“Yes,” he mumbled.

“Yes what?” I yelled making him jump. I rarely ever raised my voice.

“Yes Mistress?”

“Good, then choose domination my way or no domination at all.”

“Domination your way, Mistress.”

“You know I’d never heard the word ‘Uxo’ until I read about it on one of those sites you’ve been visiting. ‘Someone who can only be totally content when they feel they are helplessly in the power of a dominant who has a bit of a mean streak.’ That was the definition, I memorised it. Do you think I have a mean streak? I don’t think I used to, but now…”

“I can’t believe you have taken this the way you have,” Bill gasped. “I’ve dreamed of you being dominant for years!”

“I know you have. But you should know, I’m not doing it just for you. I’m doing it for me, for us, to save our marriage. With a lot of careful and determined effort, I believe we can establish a symbiotic relationship that will hopefully bring contentment and happiness to us both.”

“I love you so much!” Bill smiled.

“We’ll see about that,” I answered.

“So, I can come back?”

“Not yet,” I answered. “There is someone else you need to convince.”


Chapter 2: Seeking My Mom’s Approval

My Mom, who is sixty-two, is one of the most open-minded and strong-willed people I know. She was also very successful at her job, a born leader, nowadays she has retired. But she was very unlucky in her personal life. She got married too young and my father was and still is addicted to drink and gambling, a bad father and an even worse husband. My Mom, Marie, got divorced years ago and she was obligated to work hard to bring up my younger brother and me. She is very clever and cunning like a fox, honest, stubborn and has a sharp tongue at times. Circumstances of her life have made her a little strict and controlling towards others, even to me when it was necessary, and she likes things done her way.

Over the years I had built a strong bond of love and respect with my Mom. I thought of her as my best friend, not only my Mom. We had an honest and open relationship, and she was very supportive when I went to her with what Bill had done, so it seemed only fair that I should keep her informed of my plans and seek her approval of what I was doing. To cut a very long story, short, after a long chat she set aside her objections and agreed to meet and speak to Bill.

My Mom lives in a lovely three-bedroom bungalow just twenty minutes’ walk from my house. My brother, ten years younger than me at twenty-nine, lives with her. He has always been a bit of a problem child and has never had a job. Living with Mom is an easy option for him. He has everything he needs and, probably through guilt for our father, she has always spoiled him. He hangs around with some very dodgy characters and I don’t think he has ever even had a steady girlfriend.

On our way over to Mom’s, I advised Bill to be sincere and respectful if he wanted to get her approval. Bill was a little indignant that his Mother in Law should be involved in our relationship but I made it very clear that without her on board, there would be no relationship. At first, we all chatted for a while about the weather, mutual friends and so on, then as I had agreed with Mom, I excused myself to do some job on my laptop and left the room. After a couple of hours my husband, all red faced, left the house. Mom informed me the chat went well and tomorrow they would have another talk, but she seemed satisfied with him. I kept high hopes and called him at his hotel room to listen to his point of view and he confessed in detail to me what they talked about.

I was at my Mom’s again the next day sitting in the kitchen when Bill came in and went directly to the living room where my Mom was waiting him. After one hour, while I was surfing the net on my phone, I heard Mom’s voice call me. I went into the living room. At first, I was in shock from the picture I saw.

My Mom was sitting on the sofa, her right leg crossed over her left, wide smile on her face and my husband on his knees, was sucking her toes passionately with eyes closed.

Mom said, “Kate your husband and I have agreed on a trial period where he has promised me, he will work tirelessly to make up for his grievous errors in judgement.”

I burst into laughter while my husband was thanking her profoundly and that was the beginning of a new chapter in our relationship.

When later I asked Mom what was the main reason she finally accepted him she answered, “The main reason was the fact that I’m your mother Kate. He betrayed you, lied to you, made you unhappy, your tears were shed for his actions. He made you feel undesired as a woman. You might forgive him and forget, I might forgive him one day, but I will never forget. No mother will ever forget the person that hurt the feelings of her daughter. I took onboard everything you told me you have learned about his fascination with Female Domination and your plans to provide him with just such a lifestyle. After doing some research of my own, I’ve come to agree with you about the benefits to you of such an arrangement. As your Mother I intend to give you every support and assistance I can to put Bill in his place and secure for yourself the lifestyle you’ve come to desire. Your happiness is my priority. Frankly I don’t care about his happiness, in fact I suspect I am going to enjoy helping you make him miserable. If, as you suggest, misery, humiliation and frustration are what a man like him must have to be content, then together we shall make sure he has them, in spades!”

At that moment I almost felt pity for Bill, his fate was sealed. I would have my revenge for what he did to me but also, I would have a new and exciting marriage, indeed a new and exciting life, designed and built entirely for my benefit. What’s more, if my research had allowed me to understand correctly the mindset of a want to-be uxo like my husband, it would be a life he would never ever want to walk away from or risk losing again.

Several weeks later Mom arrived at my house for breakfast wearing a gorgeous pair of black leather knee length boots. Unfortunately, they were covered in mud and grass, and I asked her what happened. She said she had taken a short cut through the park, not realising how muddy it was after the recent rain. She joked that she now needed a slave to clean them. We both laughed. She shouted at hubby to come over and get down and lick them clean. To our amused delight, without the slightest hesitation, he got down on his knees and started to clean them with his tongue. Mom kept ordering him around, telling him he missed a bit or to get the soles licked clean too.

When he had them all licked clean, she ordered him to get polish and a cloth and give them a good polish. Then she said, “Now you may get our breakfast ready, and you will not need any today as you have got all your nourishment and protein from my dirty boots.” We both burst out laughing.

As we ate our breakfast, she said to him get on the floor and lick the dirt that she brought in with her boots. I could not believe how quickly he started to lick the mud from the floor.

Then my Mother said to him, “Have you enjoyed licking my boots?” and he said very much. She went on to say, “Well I need you to prove to me how much you enjoyed it. I want you to write lines asking me permission to lick my boots in future.” She shouted at him to get a pad and pen.

He rushed off and returned with an A4 lined pad and pen and she told him to write, ‘It would be a great privilege for me to lick Madame’s boots every day’. She told him to fill the page and time it. It took 6 minutes to write 32 lines. She said that that meant it would take 2 hours to write 20 pages – 640 lines. She went on to say that he must get up at 5.30am tomorrow, get washed and dressed and write 20 pages, and have them ready for 8:00am at breakfast. Then she would consider his request to lick her boots.

The next morning, I came down to the kitchen and there was Mom with her boots on, only this time still clean. She was looking over the lines. He wrote all 640 and she winked at me.

She called him over and said, “This is quite good, but I don’t think it goes far enough to show you really want to lick my boots every day. It needs to be more begging like, ‘Please, I beg you Ma’am, can I lick your beautiful boots clean for you every day?’ She said that he was to do the same again and write 20 pages and have them ready in the morning. She then tore up all the lines into small pieces and threw them on the floor and said, “Clean that up.”

The next day was the same. She said that she was still not convinced that he meant it and for him to do the same lines for 5 more days, and she would give him an answer. For the next 5 days he wrote, and she tore them up every day. After a week she arrived in with her muddy boots and the look on hubby’s face was priceless. She waved her hand and without a word he was on his knees licking her boots. I thought to myself, we have come a long way, and Mom is a natural at this.


Chapter 3: Dressing My Maid Appropriately

From the start I insisted my husband be dressed appropriately for his new role in my household. He was really embarrassed when I got him some heavy, old fashion girdles, bras, corsets etc, as well as court style shoes. He is size 7 shoes, small for a man. Like his small cock. Its only 5 inches erect. I got all the clothes from eBay – second hand. He had to wear this underwear day and night with any old pair of panties and stockings that I was finished with. His daytime uniforms consisted of black low heeled bar strap shoes (high shoes were for punishments), black seamed stockings, garter belt, corset, bra and knickers. Over this he wore a knee length, fully fitted, pink princess style overall with a front zip and 3/4 sleeves. On his head he wore a white lace trimmed maid’s cap with pink ribbons to match his overall. The uniform was completed with a white nylon bibbed apron with frilled straps going over the shoulder and ties at the back. This outfit was one of four which he had, the others were similar in lemon, pale blue and black (for evenings and special occasions). These were worn of course with the various caps and aprons that he then had.

My husband’s wig and make-up which, after a lot of reluctant practice encouraged by my cane and threats of even more chastity time, he started applying himself, was just right, not overdone and dressed in his uniform he actually looked really smart.

He always wore, 24/7/365, a ring-shaped metal collar, 0.7 cm in diameter, from which a ring hung in the front.
Attached to the ring was a pendant, like those of dogs, with the words ‘MAID’ on the front and ‘property of Mistress Kate on the back.

He had to address me as Mistress and my Mom as Ma’am and when one or both of us entered a room he had to stop what he was doing, curtsy to each of us and wait till he was told to carry on. When he entered a room we were in, perhaps because he had been called, he had to curtsy like a proper maid then stand to attention, eyes cast down at the floor to await instructions.

When his maid’s uniforms arrived, I got him to dress up and got my mother round to see him and encouraged her to order him around. As well as cleaning the house he also had to do all the laundry including Mom’s, which she would bring round for him.

It was Mom’s idea to give him a new name, “You can’t call him Bill any more, dear. Bill is a man’s name; you need something more suiting a sissy maid”.

“Well, his proper name is Robert, so how about Roberta?” I suggested.

“Sissy Roberta,” Mom considered. “It does have a certain ring to it,” she said, and we both laughed.

One day I saw Sissy Roberta in the utility room through the opening in the door with his maid’s uniform pulled up, his girdle and panties at his knees and him sniffing Mom’s knickers, and wanking. Somehow, he had managed to extricate himself from his plastic chastity cage. He did not see me, but I told my Mom and she agreed with me that we needed him in properly secure chastity from now on. In bed that night I called him to me from the guest room where he now sleeps and asked him if he liked Mom’s knickers. He confessed that he was so desperately frustrated that he had managed to pull his penis out of the chastity cage and wanked with his face buried in them. Getting himself back into the cage had proved more difficult and necessitated a cold shower to reduce the size of his appendage to the point where it could be forced back into place.

For the first time ever, I put him over my knee and gave him a sound hand spanking followed, when my hand began to hurt, with a further blistering of his backside with the back of my heavy wooden hairbrush. I’m not sure which one of us was more shocked by my behaviour, or more turned on. I’m sure after I sent him back to his room, with stern instructions not to dare touch his penis, that he must have heard my cries as I made full use of my vibrator.

I said that the next day I would be going online and ordering a new, made to measure more secure chastity device. He looked terrified when I informed him that this new cage would require him to have what I had learned is called a Prince Albert, a piercing through the head of his penis allowing the insertion of a lock, thus making it impossible to pull out of the cage.

“It’s your own fault,” I told him. “You cannot control yourself, so I will have to do it for you. Women have their ears pierced all the time, it’s no different. Then, once you’re healed, we can get you properly locked away.”

“But Kate, please,” he begged.

“If it’s too much effort for you Roberta, you can leave right now,” I retorted, feeling myself becoming aroused by my cruelty. I was enjoying this more and more. My Hitachi Wand would be working overtime tonight!

When he finally agreed, I told him I also wanted a chin dildo. I told him that from now on, since his useless cock was locked away, he would be used only for licking and fucking me with the dido.

The next morning Mom asked him about wanking with her knickers and he confessed and said sorry. She ordered him to fetch a leather belt and to take down his girdle and pants and bend over. He pleaded with Mom, saying he was still very sore from the spanking I had given his backside the night before, but she was having none of it.

She said, “You will get 50 lashes and after each one you will say, (Thank you Ma’am I will not abuse your knickers again).”

He was getting it hard and after about 20 lashes, between the tears, he began to say thank you to my Mom for beating him. I was shocked and amused when she took a moment to reach up under her skirt, pull down her panties and place them over the poor sissy’s head, making sure the crotch was over his nose and mouth before continuing from where she left off. Somehow, he took all the 50 lashes, but his ass was raw when she had finished. He had to spend the rest of the day with the panties over his head.

About a month later my husband’s penis was properly healed, and I had him fit the tiny stainless-steel cage.

“When can I take it off?” he pleaded with an adorable pout.

“It will stay on until I think you have earned some relief,” I answered. I had him put the chin dildo on his face and I got Mom round to have a look at him. He was so humiliated and turned all shades of red. Mom surprised me by asking if it was OK that she use him with the chin dildo as the thought of it was turning her on. I said of course. She asked, what about tonight? I said go ahead no problem. He is yours to use whenever and in whatever way you want. Or should I say ‘she’ is yours to use whenever and in whatever way you want.

“I agree darling,” Mom smiled. “Any man who chooses to dress full time as a woman and agrees to having their penis effectively made redundant, doesn’t deserve any sort of masculine honorific. She it is!”

So, ‘she’ was sent off still wearing the dildo to do her housework. What a laughable sight she was.

So Mom actually got to sample my maid’s new chin dildo before I did, and she absolutely loved it. “You’re a genius darling,” she praised me. “You are going to love it!”

She was right, I did.


Chapter 4: Our New Lives Take Shape

On some days I was all over my sissy maid husband, dishing out orders, making demands, picking faults, teasing and generally making life a misery for her. Other times I just ignored her, leaving her to work through the housework lists I prepared and left stuck to the refrigerator door while I relaxed and watched TV, listened to music or read a book. Increasingly I would go out with friends, dining, drinking, dancing and just having fun. The contrast between our lifestyles was very important in driving home the difference in our relative statuses. My life was to be all about being free to enjoy myself, whilst the life of my maid was to be all about servitude and sexual frustration.

It took some time for me to get over the initial inhibitions instilled in me by society’s moral codes of behaviour, but I was soon happy to admit that I whipped my husband, caned her, made her write humiliating essays, took away free hours of the day she might hope for, only so that she could stand in the corner of the room, nose to the wall. I made her redo chores she had already finished, do curtsey training, added more chastity time and sometimes forbade her from serving my more intimate needs (something she desperately craved in the absence of any other sexual outlet for her). That last one was quite difficult for me as my libido was through the roof and I was relishing the devoted attentions of my maid’s tongue.

I thought it was important for me, as the Mistress in our relationship, to toy with the submissive, but not to do so as if I was trying to please the submissive all the time by making her live her fantasy. There was a critical balance to be achieved and initially I wore myself out getting it wrong. Eventually I realised I was approaching our new lifestyle as if her needs were paramount which wasn’t just wrong for me, it was wrong for her too. For a Femdom relationship to really work, both parties must be devoted to the needs, desires and even whims of the Mistress. Once I got my head around that I simply did as I pleased, when I pleased and how I pleased. It was a very unfair arrangement, but that unfairness was the key to success. I simply did the very minimum to keep her engaged and in love with me, which gave her the motivation to accept her humiliating position as my servant.

All the time, and I do mean – all of the time, my sissy maid had to serve me as a queen and a goddess. Everything in our home and in our life became organized according to my cravings, my desires and my preferences. My maid became responsible for all domestic chores and, of course, provided financially for us, although she had no access to and no control over the money she had worked so hard to accumulate. For my enjoyment she always had to serve me in one of her uniforms as a sissy maid, always completely feminized and always with some bondage element. This satisfied my hedonism, my narcissism and my desire for absolute supremacy, none of which I had the slightest interest in or awareness of prior to my husband’s indiscretion. So, she only had himself to blame. My maid’s activities were now centred on tiresome routine housework, specifically cleaning which she had to carry out to the highest of standards. I inspected her work closely, listed any errors and decided upon the appropriate consequences for any lapses.

Sissy Roberta’s bedtime was set by me at about 8.30 leaving the rest of my evening free. I decided to diaper the little pansy before bed. I then put her in a short nightdress and either a heavily frilled nappy cover or some adorable plastic popper panties. I fitted her with lockable mittens before tucking her up with some little girl’s dollies in the second spare bedroom which was hardly more than a cupboard but was now the maid’s room. I would never tolerate wet diapers in the morning but I enjoyed the obvious humiliation suffered by my helpless sissy servant.

When my maid was not directly in service and I was not using her to satisfy my increasingly selfish sexual desires, I submitted her to tedium – humiliation torment. I left her for hours and hours locked in a closet or kept her for long periods in Sensory Deprivation Bondage. I might make her do some housework with particularly restrictive bondage or in humiliating ways; cleaning the bathroom floor and sanitary ware or the soles of all my shoes and boots with her tongue, was a favourite.

Sometimes I might force her to repeat humiliating rituals again and again in my absence, walking back and forth in a room with increasingly high heels performing predetermined gestures of humiliation. I installed Wi-Fi cameras that allowed me to check on her at any time, even when I was out of the house and woe betide her if she was not avidly applying herself to whatever tasks I had assigned her. My favourite was to have her practicing giving a blowjob to a fake cock then performing a little sissy song and dance routine, the words of the song being all about her love for real men’s big cocks. It was all part of the forced feminisation her search history had told me she craved. Despite her desire to be dominated and even feminised, she had no homosexual leanings at all, which made this task particularly uncomfortable and humiliating for her.

Again, in line with her fantasies of female domination, I sometimes treated her as an inanimate object. It (as I refer to my husband at these times) may be tied and immobilized to serve as a footrest, a chair, a food tray, a lamp holder or tied in the bathroom with a hood and a funnel in its mouth to serve as a toilet. I found that I enjoyed doing things that removed its masculinity, but removing its humanity, its very status as a living animated person, was even more rewarding, resulting very often in more wear and tear on my Hitachi Wand or my new toy, a Laylo clitoral suction device.

I liked to indulge in such activities literally for hours and hours, totally ignoring it or going to it from time to time to torture it directly or humiliate it or, given its desperate abstinence, tease it to tears just by parading my sexy body in front of it, leaning in close enough to let it smell my expensive perfume, or toying with its chastity cage.

These activities, combined with the many occasions when my maid was dominated by my Mom, satisfied the deepest nature of my recently discovered sadism and cruelty. It was the pleasant context in which my life as an absolute dominatrix and mistress now took place, like sweet background music. The beauty and gratification that can be drawn from this type of activity made our relationships different, made my life splendid and that of my slave a hell from which she would not want to escape even if she could.

Why can’t she escape and why wouldn’t she want to? She can’t because, from the day I allowed her back into my life I have collected pictures and videos of her dressed in her sissy uniforms performing humiliating tasks, reading out embarrassing essays I have forced her to write about her sissified maid status, performing little sissy dance routines, worshipping Mom’s boots and my sexy feet, being whipped and caned and making sobbing apologies to camera for being a worthless excuse for a sissy maid. I would never let anyone see them no matter what happens. If we parted I would simply delete them all. But she does not know that. In fact, I have convinced her that I would circulate them as widely as possible among family, friends, ex work colleagues and so on.

More important though is why she wouldn’t want to escape and that’s where an understanding of the submissive or Uxo mindset comes in. Female Led Relationships are a symbiotic relationship in which both parties are utterly content with their totally fulfilling relationship. For me I have the feeling of being adored all the time, total loyalty and faithfulness, an enduring relationship that will last forever, a sex life that never, ever goes stale, despite or even largely because my husband/slave will probably never again penetrate me with his penis.

The word ‘Uxo’ is derived from Uxorious, which means to be exceptionally devoted to a woman / wife. Crucially, the Uxo can only be truly happy and content when that devotion is paid back with cruelty and meanness. The more unfairly I treat my sissy maid, the more devoted to me and content he becomes and the more sexually charged our relationship becomes. It might all seem a little illogical to the uninitiated but to those, like me, who have discovered the reality of it (not by choice remember, it was my husband’s infidelity that drove me to this), it is a revelation.

In a Mistress and maid relationship like ours there is always the need for discipline. My sissy servant needs to know that unacceptable behaviour will have consequences. Despite the ample evidence of her desires in this direction provided by her internet browsing history, the idea of physically hurting my husband was initially unappealing to me, but I have come to, not only regard it as a very important part of our relationship, but as very enjoyable and a substantial aphrodisiac.

There are two kinds of discipline when punishing my sissy, with a bit of grey area in between. 

The first is largely symbolic; meant primarily as a means of reminding her of her place. The second is meant to be more purely unpleasant and is used to alter her behaviour directly. 

Let’s start with the first kind.

The symbolism of obediently lowering her panties and bending over is psychologically powerful. It is a physical sign of deference, and as she looks at the floor with her bare ass in the air, her submissive sissy psyche is fully engaged. For this reason, I’ve found it to be a good idea to perform “maintenance” discipline very regularly - even if not merited by any specific behaviour. There are few more effective ways to click my husband/maid into a submissive mental state. 

Implements I use in this case are only moderately painful: hairbrush, light crops, belts. The pain level is adequate to make her squeal a little but stops short of bringing tears. Anything I can think of that sounds humiliating is be perfect for this type of discipline. I make her stand in the corner with her nose to the wall for twenty minutes. (This feels like forever, trust me.) I have her kneel and give one of my doorknobs a richly deserved blowjob. I gag her and lock her in a cupboard. I just have fun and always document with photos, not just to reinforce the threat of potential ridicule should she choose to try to escape but also so I can relive her humiliation later with my sex toys in hand. I don’t hide my enjoyment from her either. Knowing that her Mistress derives great excitement and pleasure from her suffering drives her further into humiliating subjugation and unbearable sexual frustration, leaving her more in awe of me than ever.

Whether I choose to exclude her from visually witnessing my delight, allow her to watch helplessly or order her to use her devoted tongue to add to my pleasure, is up to me. I vary my choices depending on my mood. I really didn’t know which option upsets her the most and I didn’t care. Why would I?

The second kind of discipline is meant for genuine behaviour modification, and if done correctly shouldn’t need to be carried out very often. The threat of this kind of punishment if she fails to be on her best behaviour is always looming in the back of her mind. With the correct incentives in place, my sissy has become remarkably perfect in her obedience.

More severe spankings worked for these kinds of discipline. I opted for more painful implements, such as a cane or paddle with holes. She always had tears running down her cheeks by the time I was through with her. If her crying and pleading grew tiresome I either gagged her or simply ordered her to silence, on pain of yet further discipline.

You may well be familiar with the “broken windows” theory of policing. The idea is that even the smallest misdemeanours are investigated, the offenders are charged and suffer the appropriate penalty. The system has been extremely effective in reducing both minor and serious crime wherever it has been conscientiously applied.

In my own experience I have found the application of the same system works most effectively in a female led relationship. For example, Sissy Roberta is fully aware of how she is required to conduct herself. Despite this, on two occasions early in her training her behaviour fell below the required standard. Firstly, she entered a room when I was present and failed to curtsy. On the second occasion when told to sit down opposite Mom and I so that we could amuse ourselves tormenting and humiliating her, she did so without smoothing her frock and observing the rule which requires her to sit prettily with knees together and her hands on her lap.

These apparently minor offences were in fact nothing of the sort. Both were indicative of a serious lack of respect and I knew I must treat them as such. Initially I had been squeamish about doing anything more than administering a few sharp smacks to Sissy Roberta’s bottom. But when I witnessed her being competently spanked and properly caned by Mom I was sexually excited and my reluctance to administer corporal punishment evaporated.

It became my policy whenever necessary to make an appointment which informed my maid of the exact time and place she must report to for corrective therapy. I also chose the appropriate clothes she would wear for her appointment. I found that introducing a delay between the offence and the appointment was an effective way of increasing both her anxiety and compliance. Following “correction” it was unlikely that Sissy Roberta would repeat those particular offences in the near future but I remained vigilant and where a second offence did eventually take place, I made sure to increase the severity and duration of the inevitable punishment very substantially indeed. 

A method I found that required less effort, whilst producing quite extreme anxiety and sincere regret in my sissy maid was to have her tuck her little testicles back between her legs as she bent over, and then swatting them with a ruler. It always impressed me how little it took to get my sissy squealing and promising to change her ways with this method. 

But the easiest punishment by far was simply adding time until her next release from her chastity device. I would tell her I was about to add a week to her time in chastity and her attitude would immediately adjust dramatically. She was so desperate to cum, and would do almost anything to avoid lengthening the time until her next release. We always had genuine pleading and floods of tears when I did this, which, sadly for my sissy maid, only encouraged me to do it more.

Whatever method I decided to use in disciplining my sissy maid, I always abided by two basic requirements. Firstly, administering the punishment must sexually excite me and secondly the prospect of the punishment must fill Sissy Roberta’s mind with dread.


Chapter 5: The Sex Life Of My Sissy Maid

Since I first locked my husband in the stainless-steel chastity cage, I made it my mission to allow her relief less and less often. I have not allowed her inside me since her stupid attempt to seduce poor Sharon, I was simply too upset with him to contemplate it. To think he wanted to devote himself to someone else and a girl young enough to be his daughter at that! I doubted if I would ever get over his betrayal and now, even if I did, allowing him such intimacy with me would be so inappropriate as to seem absurd. Sadly, that meant that I had to do without the pleasure of a good pounding, something I missed greatly and increasingly found myself thinking about as I made use of my husband’s willing tongue or one of my growing collection of sex toys.

When I first threw my husband out, I was very angry but also very depressed. I felt inadequate, unloved and unsexy. If my husband needed to seek pleasure with another woman then he obviously did not find me attractive anymore. Did that mean no man would ever find me attractive?

It was with those thoughts in mind that I decided after a couple of weeks to find out. Gavin was a personal trainer at the gym I attended three times a week with my two best friends Trisha and Susan. He had always shown a lot of interest in me and both my friends had often teased me about it, saying how obvious it was that he fancied me. As a happily married woman (or so I thought), I of course just laughed off their teasing and his advances, but not anymore. If my husband didn’t want me then maybe Gavin would.

To cut a long story short, I ended up one afternoon in Gavin’s bed and the sex was incredible. Who knew it could be so good? But then I felt guilty and refused to see him again. I had found Bill’s browser history and was focussing on rebuilding my relationship, albeit in a rather different format.

Cuckolding featured strongly in my husband’s collection of stories and videos, but it took a while for me to build the confidence to subject him to it. At first, I just started going out more, not telling Bill where I was going or who with. As my maid it was none of her business anyway. Mostly I was meeting up with one or more friends and having a good time, but I started seeing Gavin again about once a week. I was honest with him about what I was doing and why and he was surprisingly understanding. He was very masculine and quite dominant in the bedroom which I enjoyed enormously. He even said he would be happy to help me tease and humiliate my husband if I wanted him to.

When I eventually broke the news to Sissy Roberta that I had a boyfriend with whom I was having regular sex she did not take it too well. I made sure to do it during a teasing session where she was desperately hoping I would relent and allow her relief, even if, as had become the norm, it was of a ruined nature. I had her laid flat on the floor wearing just stockings, her very stiff cock poking through the hole in the wooden ‘stomping stage’ I’d bought online. The stage sat over her groin with enough surface area to allow me to stand on it to manipulate her erection with the sole of my shoe. This was by then, the closest I ever came to touching what I referred to as ‘her little embarrassment’. I found it thrilling to look down at her with distain, mocking her submissiveness while contrasting the rarity and inferiority of her orgasms to the mind-blowing nature and ever increasing nature of my own.

“Would you like me to let you have your sad little dribble, maid?” I teased her as I tapped her penis with the toe of my shoe.

“Yes! Yes, please, yes, Mistress. Please, it’s been so long! I need to cum so badly! Please!”

“It’s ridiculous how excited you get over a quick spurt under the dirty sole of my shoe isn’t it? Lying there in your sissy stockings with your wrists cuffed to your neck ring. Have you any idea how pathetic you are? It’s no wonder I have a boyfriend, is it?”

“What?” he gasped, wide eyed.

“I’ve been seeing him for weeks now,” I smiled down at her shocked expression as I pressed her penis down with the sole of my shoe and gently manipulated the underside of it. “He’s a real man, not a sissy like you. You’re a cuckold and you always will be. A woman like me needs a real man for sex now and then. Real men do things to a woman you couldn’t even dream of! And to think, if it wasn’t for your stupid indiscretion, I never would have found that out. I’d have lived my life thinking you were adequate in bed. Wouldn’t you want your beautiful sexy wife to enjoy satisfying sex, sissy? Don’t you think I deserve it?” I demanded as I suddenly took my foot away.

“Yes Mistress!” he moaned. “Please don’t stop!”

“Admit it and I might continue,” I smirked. “Admit you are not good enough to satisfy me. Beg me to sleep with a real man!”

“Yes, I admit it, please! I could never satisfy you, I’m not man enough for you! You should sleep with a real man who can give you what you need, what you deserve!”

“You have repeatedly sworn to me that my happiness is the most important thing in the world to you. You should also understand that I require regular servicing and that you are a pathetic uxo who is unable to meet my needs. I have every intention of being fucked on a regular basis. This is absolutely none of your business, but you can now think of yourself as a cuckold as well as a sissy maid. You are forbidden from asking any questions about my sex life. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress,” she answered, now weeping. Although I was now quite used to the enjoyment I derived from my sadistic treatment of my once proud husband seeing her face crumple as the sobbing commenced was extraordinarily exciting.

“Good girl,” I laughed as I started rubbing her rock hard and dribbling cock with the sole of my shoe. “This is the closest you will ever get to having sex with me. Now hurry up, I’m bored. I want you off to bed so I can get ready. I’m going out with my boyfriend, and I’ll probably won’t be back until morning. I’ve arranged for Mom to come round and babysit you”.

“Your Mom knows that you have a boyfriend?” the pathetic sissy wailed.

“Of course she does. She’s very understanding about your shortcomings as a man and very supportive of my right to have my needs met by someone else.”

“But who is he and where are you going?”

“I will ignore that question just this once,” I replied coldly. “Should you ever ask it or again, or indeed any other question about my love life, you will be very sorry. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress,” she whispered.

“I can’t hear you Sissy Roberta, speak up!” I demanded. “And let me hear you lisp like the little sissy fairy you are!”

“Yes Mithtreth,” the poor wimp answered, red-faced with embarrassment.

“You have ten seconds wimp, then the cage goes back on, whether you’ve made your little mess or not,” I informed her. “Ten, nine, eight.”

“Please Mistress,” she begged as I rubbed and squashed her turgid organ with the toe of my high heeled shoe.

“Shut up sissy! You made me lose count. Five, four,” I sneered.

On the count of three she started to cum so, to block her release, I pushed down with my foot, squashing her penis against the wooden top of the stomping stage. Her eyes were screwed shut and her mouth was wide open, so I leaned forward, pulled my hair aside, aimed carefully and spat right into it.

“Now don’t you dare try to tell me you are not turned on at discovering you are my cuckold, bitch!” I warned her before telling her to get cleaned up, refit her cage and get ready for bed.

One of the most interesting things I discovered as a dominant wife and Mistress, was that it seemed pretty clear that if my sissy maid goes more than four months, (or actually, as little as four weeks), without cumming, then on having an orgasm, the post orgasm loss of uxoness lasts only a few minutes at most and often there is no post orgasm loss of uxoness at all. Secondly, the result of the rationing means that she is constantly and perpetually assaulted by unrequited, desperate, yearning and sexual desire, every time the most insignificant arousal source enters her consciousness.

Perhaps long shapely legs in high heels, a mini skirt, tiny feet in sexy shoes or boots, a firm exposed cleavage, a beautiful pair of women’s lips; a glimpse of an erogenous zone of her Mistress as she dresses or undresses. Let alone something as devastating as her Mistress, naked but for stockings and heels, skilfully pulling provocative poses, (as I so often liked to do).

An orgasm every four months, or six months or year, or whatever, does nothing to prevent this, every second, of every minute, 24/7/365 sexual desperation nightmare. I tried to ensure that my maid’s orgasm was over in a minute at most, I almost always ruined it, sometimes even forcing her to dribble away her precious seed while still locked in a tiny chastity cage. It provided almost no benefit for my maid other than perhaps a very brief moment of euphoria. No substantial benefit except perhaps the reassuring knowledge that she had not been sentenced to the psychologically devastating horror of being prohibited forever more from having an orgasm. At least not yet.

However, what it seems uxos like my husband learn eventually is the real source of their devastating, emasculating misery is not the denial of orgasms but the denial of erections. This is what they can never, even for a moment come to terms with.

I have confirmed from my own experiments with my maid that, when I used to allow her a period of being erect and having her hard little defect stimulated, then even if locked it back up without orgasm, for a while her sexual frustration was somewhat reduced compared to when she is never allowed to be erect and is stimulated only by sights or written or spoken words. And I imagine there was something reassuring for Sissy Roberta when she was allowed occasional erections. Just knowing that she could still become erect, that it would be happening soon, she was still ‘a man’, etc. It seems perhaps hormones are soothingly released when erect, which help somewhat.

I recall reading about an uxo who was originally subject to a regimen of being locked 24/7/365, except for once a week, when he would be bound, his defect released from its cage, and his sadistic Mistress revelled in applying terrible cock-torture, always ending up with a thorough Linnex coating to his stiff, throbbing defect, and then once it had shrunk, though while he still sobbed and sobbed from the terrible burning sensation, locked back into its cage, without orgasm.

But then his Mistress changed to a regimen of never allowing him to be erect. He reported that he would give anything to return to having those weekly torture sessions, tears and orgasm denial and all, just for the sensation of being erect for a brief while. Never being allowed to be erect produced a feeling of being a genderless, sex-free object. Not male, not female, not sexually active in any way at all. It was so much worse than enduring his weekly erection torture sessions.

I know my poor little maid now feels the same about never being allowed an erection. It is clearly so much more important to her than obtaining her orgasm.

In the case of Sissy Roberta, her increasingly rare orgasm events were firstly, so far apart and so brief and fleeting, and secondly had absolutely no remedying effect or mitigating effect on her 24/7/365 life of sexual desperation, hour after hour, day after day, month after month, that the orgasm events became of marginal value to her, to the point of near disinterest. Being allowed to be erect from time to time was what she really craved and denying her that altogether was a cross she could not imagine being able to bear.

When I reflected on my own pretty-much constant arousal, and what I thought about during my masturbation, when my orgasms arrived so quickly and were so powerful, my thoughts were not about how rare my sissy maid husband’s orgasms were, but about how I had taken away her sex organ. She simply had a pipe of flesh through which she urinated. I even developed a system involving her being sat in an ice-cold bath that removed even the possibility of becoming erect during cleaning of her redundant organ and her cage. That contrast with my total freedom and frequent orgasms was what really aroused me and motivated me to ever greater efforts in the subjugation of Sissy Roberta.

Beginning the last-ever orgasm event by telling my sissy husband that it was her last ever and this was not a mind-fuck was a truly mind-blowing event for us both! It was one thing to go weeks or even months without an orgasm, but quite another to be sentenced to no more orgasms ever, for the rest of her life!

And from then on, after the last ever, it was all about the erection denial. I began a new regimen of having her give herself a spoiled orgasm using a massager-wand every six weeks or so, while she was locked in the tiny cage, erection free. Or, more deliciously cruel still, I had her push a fake cock into her ass to stimulate her prostate and milk the backed-up sperm from her sissy blue balls.  I knew that such an orgasm while compressed in a tiny cage, brought zero euphoria, and was a physically uncomfortable event for her. I laughed at her, mocking her as she knelt on the floor, applying the massager wand, having a massive and totally satisfying orgasm myself as I watched a river of sissy slime leak from the hole on the end of the sobbing little slut’s chastity cage.

With her genuine orgasms while erect over forever more, my verbal taunting while pulling poses, naked but for sexy underwear, became not be so much about her orgasm denial, but about how she has no erections ever, no sex organ, and she never ever would have one.

Not a man. Not a woman. A toy. A slave. Some porn I own. A slave to a very, very cruel and pitiless Mistress; an utterly sexually satisfied Mistress.


Chapter 6: More About My Lover

After making my revelation to my maid I stopped being so secretive about my affair with Gavin. Instead of just going out I had him pick me up at home. It was not easy convincing Sissy Roberta to meet him the first time, dressed as my maid. If he was ever going to rebel and walk out, I knew this would be it. He went through anger, jealousy, fear and finally reached acceptance. I remained calm but resolute, this was how our lives were going to be. I was an attractive lady in her prime enjoying a sexually fulfilling lifestyle of leisure. If he wanted to be a part of my life it would be on my terms. Those terms would be very unfair, very humiliating and very frustrating and any changes would always be changes for the worse as far as he was concerned. He had nobody to blame but himself. He could accept his new life or leave.

What my once husband, now maid, was still struggling to come to terms with was that the more she suffered, the greater her humiliation, the more unbearable her sexual frustration, the more turned on I became, the more orgasms I craved and the more I enjoyed their ever-increasing strength and frequency.

After a few months Sissy Roberta was in such a state of sexual frustration and holding me in such awe that she begged me to have Gavin stay overnight. She made out that she was thinking only of my comfort and convenience, proving her devotion to me. But I knew what she really wanted was to watch me having sex with Gavin. I’d often teased her by revealing small details about what we got up to, how well-endowed my boyfriend was, how dominant in the bedroom and so on, but she’d never seen it for herself. After discussing it with Gavin I decided to acquiesce to my little maid’s heartfelt pleas and allow her the huge privilege of watching her Mistress be ravaged by a real man. I hatched a plan with Gavin to make the occasion very special.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror looking at myself and I called my maid up to me. She entered the room, and I heard her emit an outbreath of emotion. I turned to her and, while I spoke, I began to pose in my sexy underwear. I was wearing a silk teddy in dark blue with black hold-up stockings and black open-toed court shoes with towering six-inch heels.

“Am I beautiful sissy? Do I make you desperate?” She was almost sobbing as she emotionally answered in the affirmative. I kept my distance so she could take in all of my body without having to look up and down. “Given your age and your shape, not to mention your sissy maid status, I am totally out of your league, aren’t I? You are so, so privileged to be married to me, with a body like this. Far more than you deserve. And that’s why you must suffer isn’t it. Suffer for the privilege. Suffer a great deal. Like you are suffering now.” I paused and she started making sobbing noises of, I assumed, sexual frustration. I was really enjoying myself.

“Well, with some encouragement from my lover, I have come to a decision, and I thought it only right I should be looking my most sexy when I advised you of this decision. You know in the last year you have gone between six and eight weeks between milkings. And you know I am almost certainly moving you to a state of never having any type of orgasm, even a self-administered milking, again for the rest of your life. Well, I have decided you will never, for the rest of your life, cum without at least a three month gap since the previous orgasm.” He began to breathe in short gasps. He was about to speak but instead I continued.

“The only way that will change is when the three months is increased. Increased to four months, six months, maybe a year, I don’t know yet. I haven’t decided when or how big the first increase will be. Perhaps I will jump from three months straight to a year! And obviously the minimum period of three will still only be the minimum denial period. You will frequently go periods of much longer than whatever the minimum period is at the time. Two sad, humiliating milkings three months apart will most likely be a very rare treat.”

She dropped to her knees, close to tears. My formalisation of what had been a random minimum was devastating for her. She had learned so many times that when there is a click of the ratchet, it never gets clicked back.  My pussy was now very wet! She crawled to me and began kissing my feet while begging me to reconsider. She was holding onto my long heels while she kissed and pleaded. My only response was to tell her to let go of my heels. She did so and put her palms flat on the floor. I remained silent. I simply looked down at her begging and worshipping in her state of extremely emotional distress. Such was my arousal I put my finger to my clit and very gently stroked while I looked down at my distressed husband as she continued kissing my feet and pleading. I lived in the moment relishing my feelings of cruelty, absolute power and unreserved heartlessness.

Eventually I spoke again, “Are you going to stop snivelling and listen while I tell you about the treat I’ve organised for you, or shall I just forget about it? You wanted to watch Gavin and I have sex, didn’t you?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth!” he gasped, unable to take in his sudden shift in good fortune, but remembering her lisping rule when speaking to a superior (which for her was anyone at all).

“Right, dry your eyes then and let me see a nice smile. We really don’t need to have these histrionics every time I decide to tweak the rules of our relationship a little. It’s my right as your Mistress. Agreed?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.”

“Good, then fetch me that bag over there and you can help me finish getting ready. We need to be quick; Gavin will be here soon. You are going to answer the door to him and greet him respectfully as normal. Then you can show him up here. You will kneel in the corner and not make a sound, is that clear?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth,” she answered as she made a pathetic attempt to smile as she wiped the tears from her face before hurrying to fetch the bag of goodies I’d bought for the occasion.

The leather collar was wide - almost excessively so, with an attached leash. I lifted my long dark hair to give her access to clasp it firmly in place.

I picked up the ankle and wrist cuffs from the bed.

“Are you thure you want to do thith, Mithtreth? You’re going to be uncomfortable…you were never into this kind of thing when we twied it.”

I held out my wrists so she could start attaching the cuffs. “That was before I had a real man.”

She visibly cringed at my put down but recovered quickly with a, “Yeth Mithtreth.”

The cuffs were leather too and had a thin softer interior lining. There were no padlocks, but that wouldn’t matter once everything was in place. My maid was visibly shaking as she knelt and wrapped the matching cuffs around my ankles before helping me onto the bed.

I must have been a sight to behold, my wrists now attached to my ankles by short chains, forcing my ass into the air and my face into the soft surface of the bed. My lingerie beamed class, but the position screamed helpless whore fucktoy. My husband groaned and I knew she was wishing she had the backbone to stand up to Gavin and be the one who would take advantage of me tonight. Her locked penis was surely in a state of semi arousal that wouldn’t subside. It didn’t matter. It wasn’t going to get any action tonight.

“Good maid. Gavin is going to love this. You’d better hope he lets you watch,” I said, my own breath a little short. “Now put your new toy on and go wait for my lover.”

The new toy was a penis gag, and the fresh rubber taste made her gag a little as she slid it into her mouth. It was a little too long for comfort, but not horribly so.

“Look at you, such a natural with a dick in your mouth.” I chimed sweetly from my helpless position on the bed.

Sissy Roberta blushed and wrapped the strap around the back of her head.

“The bottom of the bag.” I directed as she got it clasped. “There’s a little lock for it I think.”

She brushed around in the bag, her fingers finally finding the little brass combination lock.

“Give it to Gavin when he gets here and he’ll help you, you weak little slut. I don’t want to get all cramped up here waiting for your slow ass.”

After about ten minutes I heard footsteps on the stairs and then Gavin’s voice. “Come and watch me use your wife. I don’t think you’ll be making too much noise with that cock in your mouth.”

I looked up to see my husband meekly follow Gavin into the bedroom. She went straight to the far corner of the room and knelt where she would be well out of the way.

Gavin didn’t waste any time. He stood beside the bed, roughly taking up the leash and giving a firm tug to test it out. I let out a surprised little whimper. There were more whimpers and moans as Gavin started slapping my ass with his right hand while his left hand held the leash taut. I couldn’t help myself and started moaning like a true little bitch as he tore off my panties and his fingers groped my pussy.

“Beg me to use you, slut” he said as his strong fingers pushed into me.

I arched my back and groaned, “Fuck me, use me Gavin, make me your bitch!” I was very turned on by this scene I had never even dreamed of trying before Gavin was in our lives.

He pulled his finger out and used his flattened hand to give my moist pussy a few smacks. “You’ll have to earn it if you want my cock in your pussy,” he said demeaningly.

“Yes, Sir, thank you Master,” I said earnestly as he grasped my shoulders and rotated me, so my face was at the edge of the bed.

“Tell me how much you want my cock to fuck your pretty little face.”

“Please Sir, please fuck my face! Yes, please fuck my throat ha….”

I was cut off by Gavin aggressively grabbing my head and slamming my face down on the length of his thick hard cock. I gurgled and gagged and moaned as my whole body convulsed.

He grabbed my hair and whipped my head back up. I took a deep breath before begging him to keep fucking my face. My mascara started to run as I begged to be used harshly. I wondered if my poor sissy maid was wondering what it would feel like to have a beautiful woman begging him to slam his cock deep into her adoring mouth.

The last words out of my mouth were “I’m just your fucktoy…” before my lover did as I asked and buried his huge cock in my mouth again. This time he thrust over and over into my welcoming mouth, forcing me to catch tiny breaths between each deep thrust. He lowered himself by spreading his legs slightly, causing his balls to slap against my chin at the end of each thrust.

When he finally decided I’d had enough he pulled my head back. I found myself sobbing and genuinely thanking him over and over as tears formed in my eyes.

His mannerisms went from harsh to a strong kindness. He took my cheek in his palm, and I adoringly reached to take a finger between my lips and worship it.

“Good girl” he said, stroking my hair. His cock was still intimidatingly hard and enormous as he got on the bed behind me. I moaned and begged as he teased my dripping pussy with the swollen head of his rod.

He took just the very tip and pushed it in and out a couple of times. “Look, I’m fucking you like your husband used to!”

“No, the head of your cock is too big.” I laughed. “You would need to just use the end of your pinky to do a good impression.”

Gavin laughed. “That’s right.” He grabbed my ass cheeks and plunged his cock in, to the hilt, eliciting a huge gasp that forced all the air from my body.

I could feel cum slowly oozing from my stretched and used pussy as I knelt on the bed, my wrists still bound to my ankles. My ass felt like it was glowing red from the repeated smacks from Gavin’s broad palms as he had roughly fucked me from behind, and my delicate lingerie had been ripped in several places. I was still moaning softly. In all my crying and screaming and repeated use of the words ‘Sir’ and ‘Master’ I had not been able to keep track of how many times I had rocketed into orgasm. Being used like that almost seemed to put me into a constant state of delirious, orgasmic submission. Now I was spent, breathing heavily, my eyes closed happily. I didn't ask to be unlocked, just accepting my awkward bent over position.

I caught sight of Gavin’s satisfied and confident expression as he stepped off the bed, taking my ass cheek in his hand and giving it a squeeze of ownership. I wondered if it hurt Sissy Roberta, seeing me used like that, being so submissive to another man and now so obviously belonging to him.

Gavin turned in the maid’s direction, almost like he had forgotten she was there. "Still enjoying that cock, sissy?" 

She couldn't form any kind of words with the dildo locked between her lips, so she just nodded. Her jaw must have been sore, and it had to be annoying having to constantly suppress her gag reflex. 

"Good girl,” Gavin teased. “Come put your sissy face under your wife; she's making a mess over here."

She instinctively tried to say yes Sir, which just came out as an awkward gurgle through the gag. Gavin laughed as my maid crawled to position her head under my dripping pussy.  

"I'm going to take a shower,” Gavin told her. “You just stay there and make sure to catch all that cum with your face. When I come back, you'd better have my cum all over your little sissy face and none on the bed or the rest of your body. I don't want to have to take my belt to you, but you know I will if I need to."

Sissy Roberta nodded forcefully and positioned herself under me as best she could. I looked back between my legs to see her being rewarded almost immediately with a glob of sticky cum directly onto the bridge of her nose. It started immediately to ooze into her left eye, and she cringed, reaching to try and minimize the sting.

"No."

She froze, understanding, her hand going back obediently to her side as my lover’s cum invaded her eye. Gavin laughed and went into the bathroom to take his shower. I heard the water begin as my maid slid further under me so the cum would drip onto her cheeks and the gag instead of her eyes and nose.

The metallic rattle of shower curtain rings against curtain rod echoed from the adjoining room. Gavin was enjoying his shower while my sissy maid experienced a different kind of shower.

"He's amazing." I cooed softly, almost intimately. "I could have lived my entire life with just you…an obedient, cocksucking, weak…" I ran out of words, exasperated. "Thank goodness you did what you did...thank goodness I found your browsing history…thank goodness!" 

I wiggled and managed to push another glob of the warm goo from my pussy to drop down onto my husband’s waiting sissy face. 

"Honestly I don't even like thinking about it. I’m so lucky I have Gavin…those big hands, that amazing cock…the way he just takes what he wants…I’m in heaven, I can't even…"

The maid just whimpered as she felt my boyfriend’s cum drying on her face.


Chapter 7: A Suggestion For Mom

“How are things with your, what should I call him, your boyfriend?” Mom asked one morning as we sat on the patio at my house, sipping our coffees and enjoying the sunshine. I was still in my pyjamas and slippers. After serving our drinks my maid had curtsied respectfully then gone back inside to carry on washing the kitchen floor on her hands and knees.

“You could call him Gavin, Mom, but yes, he is my boyfriend and, to answer your question, it’s going very well. I really like him. The sex is fantastic, obviously, but it’s not just that, we’ve become a real couple.”

“And how is Bill coping with that?” she asked.

“It’s Roberta now and she is my maid Mom, so it’s not really any of her business.”

“Really?”

“No, not really,” I laughed. “She hates that I’m seeing another man but, at the same time, it feeds her need to be dominated and humiliated by her beautiful Mistress.”

“You’ve really hit the jackpot, haven’t you sweetheart? I’m proud of you. You’ve turned a disaster that would have ended most relationships and had a lasting negative effect on you into a huge success. You’ve found your happy place and so has he.”

“She, Mom. It’s important that we not only call her she and treat her as a she, but actually start thinking of her as a she. The goal being to eventually remove any hint of male ego by causing her to think of herself as a she.”

“Sorry sweety, I forget, she.”

“Yes, you’re right, I am very happy and, in her own unconventional way so is Sissy Roberta. Well, maybe happy is the wrong word… contented might be better. She’s found her natural role in life.”

“With a little help from her incredible wife,” Mom smiled.

“I worry about you sometimes though, Mom?” I told her.

“Me, why?”

“Well, I know what a clean freak you are, how high your standards are with housework and stuff. But you are in your sixties now. You look great, by the way, no one would take you for being more than early fifties at most.”

“Oh, thank you sweetheart.”

“But it must be getting harder for you, especially when you have my slob of a brother to tidy up after. And you have a touch of arthritis now. I know you and I know you’re either going to work yourself into being ill maintaining your standards of tidiness and cleanliness, or you’re going to upset yourself fretting over it.”

“It’s fine Kate and you send your maid round once or twice a week now. Believe me he, I mean she works her ass off when she’s there!”

“She wouldn’t dare do otherwise,” I smiled. “I’m glad you use her for other things too. You deserve more happiness in your life.”

“Yes sweetheart, I admit I do rather abuse my privileges with you maid.”

“I know, I see how worn out and frustrated she is when you send her back!” We both laughed.

“I was thinking though,” I went on. “Maybe she should be with you more. In fact, maybe I should give her to you. To be your maid.”

“But what about you?”

“I’ll be fine. I have a lovely home, plenty of money, and a great boyfriend. I don’t mind playing the happy housewife for Gavin. He won’t need to work so he’ll have time to help too. And you could bring the maid round here once a week to give the place a good going over. Imagine how she’ll feel being brought round to what used to be her home, the home she worked so hard to pay for that is now occupied by the man who is sleeping with her wife, only to clean up their mess and tidy up after them. Changing the bed sheets on which Gavin and I make love and sleep. Carefully laundering our clothes, sucking clean the underwear I wear for my lover, polishing the sexy shoes I wear for him. All while being ignored by me, looked down upon, regarded not just as a slave but as someone else’s slave.”

“Wow, you’ve really thought about this!” Mom gasped.

“Yes Mom, I have. All I need to make my happiness complete is to know that you are looked after. I’d like you to have more free time, to live a life of leisure, never having to worry about housework or laundry or anything like that. But also having a willing servant at your beck and call, running your bath, bringing your glass of wine, brushing your hair, turning down your bed.”

“That all sounds wonderful darling.”

“And you’d have his tongue on tap whenever and however you want it!” We both laughed.

“You do paint a very attractive picture, darling, I must admit,” Mom smiled. “But I’d still feel terribly guilty taking away the maid you’ve worked so hard to train.”

“You’d be helping me out, Mom. For two reasons. Firstly, it would be a huge leap forward in my subjugation of my submissive husband if I could give her away, like any other item of property. And you know she’s always had a thing for you. She used to call you a MILF, the Mother in Law He’d Like to Fuck. It is hugely exciting for her to serve you as he does now. To be made to do it full-time would-be heaven for an Uxo like her. You’re a natural dominant, probably more so than I am. I love the idea of her becoming your property. Just thinking about telling her I’ve given her to you is making me very wet, I can feel it!”

“She also thought I was a bitch though, didn’t she?”

“Yes, I think she found you rather intimidating and you made her feel as if you thought she wasn’t good enough for me.”

“So, she and I were both right then, weren’t we?” Mom smiled, then we both burst out laughing again.

“You said there were two reasons?” Mom asked.

“Well, you were asking about Gavin. I’d like him to move in with me. I’ve already asked him, and he said he’d love to, but he couldn’t see himself being comfortable living in my house while my husband is there. Even if my husband is, to all intents and purposes, just my maid.”

“I see,” Mom smiled. “So, it’s not me you’re concerned about it’s your love affair with Gavin.”

“It’s both, Mom,” I insisted.

“I know sweetheart, I’m just teasing you. Alright, if you’re sure it’s what you want, let’s give it a try.”

“Oh Mom, that’s great. It will be perfect I know it will. I can’t wait to break the news to my sissy maid! Just please promise me one thing. Promise me you will be a cruel heartless bitch to him 24/7. I know it’s hard to get your head around but honestly, it’s what she really needs.”

“Sweetheart,” Mom soothed me as she reached out to gently stroke my cheek, “I haven’t forgotten how much she hurt you and I never will. If cruelty and unfairness are what she craves, she is going to get them and in spades!”

After Mom left, I found Sissy Roberta in the little room where she slept since I took her back into what was now my house. She was busy ironing. As she knew she must, she immediately stopped work and curtsied, eyes on the floor. I sat on the edge of her bed and told her to come closer. I was going out for lunch with Gavin so I could give him the good news and arrange a date for him to move in with me.

I knew how cute and sexy my husband had always thought I looked in my silk pj’s and fluffy white dressing gown. I noticed him staring and biting his lip as I crossed my legs allowing one tiny sexy little slipper to dangle from my tiny size four foot. The slippers were fluffy and white with little grey teddy bears sown on them. The contrast between the domestic sexiness of my outfit and the devastatingly cruel news I was about to give my sissy maid were deliberate on my part and I knew would not be lost on her. Her cringing face and shuffling hips told me the chastity cage was doing its job, clamping down on the slightest physical reaction from her little penis.

“Who do you belong to maid?” I asked her.

“I belong to you, Mithtreth.”

“So, if you are my property then I can do as I wish with you, is that correct?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.”

“I can treat you just like any other thing that I own, can’t I?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth,” he croaked as he raised his gaze to look at my face, no doubt seeking some indication of where this was going.

“Eyes down maid.” I snapped.

“Thowy Mithtreth,” he jumped, immediately returning his gaze to my feet.

“I’ve decided that I’ve wasted enough of my time on you. I was going to throw you out, but Mom has offered, out of the goodness of her heart, to take you on as her maid. Let me make it clear to you now, if you give her the slightest reason to regret her kindness, you will be extremely sorry!”

“Pleathe Mithtreth, can I thtay with you? I love you!”

“Then prove it. Be a perfect sissy maid for my Mom. Make it your life’s work to ensure she is waited on hand and foot and never has to lift a finger. Serve her as you would me. This is your opportunity to make it up to me for what you did.”

“But when will I thee you?” he begged.

“You will see me when I visit Mom. You won’t be allowed to speak to me unless I ask you a question or give you an instruction and you won’t be allowed to look me in the face, that would be disrespectful. But you will see me and, if you’re good, I might allow you to take one of my old dressing gowns and a pair of my old slippers with you when you go. You can cuddle them as you go to sleep on a night, so you feel close to me. Would you like that?”

“Yeth Mithtreth, thank you, but…”

“You also may see me sometimes when Mom brings you round here to clean up after Gavin and me. Yes sissy, Gavin is going to be moving in with me. He’s going to be living in what used to be your house, helping me to spend what used to be your money and fucking the woman who used to be your wife. My life is changing for the better and will continue to do so. Just as yours is changing for the worse and, if I know my Mom and how she feels about you, will continue to get worse.”

“Do I have a choithe?” he asked glumly.

“Of course you do, silly. You can walk out right now, penniless, with only the maid’s outfit you are wearing. Then you can look forward to the humiliation and ridicule you will receive from everyone I show the pictures and videos I have of you behaving like the sissy pervert you are. You can decide while I’m out with Gavin. If you are still here when I get back, I will assume you agree to accept Mom’s offer.”

“Pleathe Kate…” he begged, lifting his eyes to very briefly look into mine.

“How dare you call me by my name? And since when are you allowed to look your betters in the face?”

“I’m sorry Mistress, it’s just that I love you so much! I want to serve you, be your slave, your maid. The lack of orgasms or even erections is driving me crazy, but I’ll deal with it, I’ll deal with anything, just please don’t send me away! I can’t bear the thought of being away from you!”

“You’ve forgotten your lisp. Clearly you don’t love me enough to follow my rules.”

“I’m thowy, Mithrethh,” she mumbled.

I couldn’t help it. The glaringly pathetic speech impediment was just too much, I burst out laughing. My once proud and macho husband was reduced to talking like a little girl, it was hilarious but also powerfully erotic. So erotic that I was aching to make use of her devoted tongue right there and then, to stifle her pathetic protests with my sopping pussy. She was starting to cry, no doubt humiliated beyond the pale by my amusement at her predicament and that just made me hornier still. I had to be strong though. Cold indifference was required here.

“You need to remember who started this, ‘Husband’!” I stated, once I had my amusement under control. “None of this would be happening if you hadn’t decided to be a dirty sex pest and betray my trust. So, reap what you sow! You were a miserable failure as a husband, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to allow you fail as a sissy maid. You spent years neglecting me while you fantasised about being under the absolute control of a cruel heartless Mistress. Because I’m a much better wife than you ever were a husband, I’ve given you what you wished for. If I were to back down and go easy on you simply because you shed a few tears, I would be failing and disappointing us both. Now, enough time wasting, become my Mom’s sissy maid or get out of my life altogether, it’s up to you!”

“Alwight, I’ll do it, I don’t need to think about it, I’ll be your Mom’th maid. I love you, I’d do anything for you!”

“Well, we’ll see about that won’t we?”

“Pleathe can I ask a question, Mithtreth?”

“One question and hurry up, I’ve wasted enough time on you.”

“When will I get, I mean how will I…?”

“You want to know who’s going to let you milk your useless little cock until it dribbles its worthless slime. Well, it won’t be me, I can tell you that. Even if I wanted to, which I don’t, Gavin wouldn’t allow it. I warned you I might end your sex life completely at any time, didn’t I? Well, as far as I’m concerned, you can consider it ended. You could always ask Mom if she’s interested but I wouldn’t advise you to get your hopes up. Now get back to your ironing slut!”

I made no attempt to hide my smile of contempt. I had effectively ended what had already been her virtually non-existent sex life, but I was calling her a slut. The contradiction can’t have been lost on her. It certainly wasn’t lost on me.

“Pleathe may I kith your thlipperth, Mithtreth?” she pleaded.

I’d just told her I was giving her away to my Mom and consigning her to a life of drudgery and humiliation. Then I’d effectively ended what was left of her sex life. I’d laughed at her humiliation and unbearable frustration. I was a nasty heartless bitch but all of that just made her more in awe of me, more devoted to me, more obsessed with worshipping me. I needed some time with my vibrator, right now!

“You may lick the soles,” I sneered.

Her desperation was clear as she immediately dropped to her knees, crawled forward and licked the soles of my cute little slippers as I held my feet straight out toward her.

“That’s more than you deserve. I was thinking of unlocking you and allowing you one last use of your stomping stage to give you a ruined dribble under either my slippers, or perhaps even my bare feet, but you changed my mind when you dared look me in the face and call me by my name as if we were equals. So, it’s not going to happen. Not now. Not ever. Now put your sissy tongue away and get back to your ironing! I’m going to my room to enjoy another hugely satisfying orgasm with my vibrator. I’ll be thinking of how pathetic you are and what I’ve reduced you to as I cum. I’ll leave the bedroom door open so you can hear me. Feel free to cry like the pathetic little sissy you are as your chastity cage denies you any chance of reacting like a man. I hope you can remember what an erection feels like, because memories are all you will ever have now.”


Chapter 8: Delivering Mom’s New Maid

A week later I came downstairs as the maid came through to door from the garage. I was wearing a calf-length black leather skirt with a beautiful grey silk blouse and a cute pair of Mary Jane shoes with three-inch heels. There was an audible gasp as she saw me, and I took a moment to revel in the desperate frustration and awestruck longing I had created in her.

“Have you finished bagging all of your male clothes?” I demanded cooly.

“Yeth Mithtreth, there ith nothing left in the wardrobeth or cupboardth now, everything ith in bin bagth in the garathe.”

“Good,” I replied, my pussy dampening with the thought of what I was doing.

“Thould I not keep a few thingth, jutht in cathe I need to…”

“No, you should not,” I cut her off. “You will never need an item of male clothing again. You will never need anything but your maid’s uniforms. You are a sissy maid, and you will always be a sissy maid. You can let go of any lingering thoughts of masculinity girl; you will not be needing them.”

“Yeth Mithtreth,” he curtsied humbly.

“Gavin will be here soon,” I went on. “He’s bringing his clothes with him along with some other personal belongings. While he and I are out for lunch you will put everything away for him. Be sure to arrange everything carefully and thoughtfully as a way of showing him there are no hard feelings and that you acknowledge and welcome his ownership of your wife and your former home.”

“Yeth, Mithtreth,” she curtsied.

“When we return, I expect to find you in your best uniform standing to attention in the garage with your suitcases containing all your uniforms, makeup and so on. I want nothing left here. You may take the canes, paddles, restraints and so on too. I’m sure Mom will be making full use of them. We’ll be taking you there then coming back here to enjoy our first night as a couple in our home together. You can think about that while you are slaving away for your new owner.”

“Yeth Mithtreth,” he mumbled with another curtsy. This was hot! I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait to feel Gavin’s hard cock inside me. I’d have made use of my maid’s tongue if not for the fact that I still wanted to project an image of indifference to my poor submissive husband.

“Crying isn’t going to change anything,” I sneered as a tear rolled down her cheek.

“Thowy Mithtreth,” he bobbed another curtsy. “It’th jutht that I love you tho mutth!”

“And I’m giving you the chance to prove it maid,” I replied coldly. “You need to remember that, although you are now my Mom’s property, your behaviour still reflects on me. Would you like me to shamed by how my maid conducts herself?”

“No Mithtreth, of courthe not!” she curtsied.

“Then apply yourself to your role with that always in mind.”

“Yeth Mithtreth. Pleathe Mistress, I love you!” she cried as she dropped to the floor in front of me, reached forward to grasp the heels of my shoes and began to kiss the shoes all over.

“Let go of my heels slut!” I ordered. “Get up on your knees, hands on your head! Look at me!”

“Look into my eyes Sissy Roberta. This may be your last opportunity to do so. Now tell me, do you see pity, compassion, concern for your feelings?”

“No Mithtreth,” she sobbed.

“What do you see?”

“Cruelty, Misthtreth. Contempth, thuperioithy.”

“Oh, then you’re perhaps not as stupid as you look,” I smiled coldly before spitting in her face.

“Do you still love me sissy?” I asked sweetly.

“Yeth Mithtreth,” she sobbed. “More than ever!”

“Go and wait at the door for my lover and make sure he feels welcomed and respected as the new head of this household. I know for a fact he’d welcome any excuse to take a cane to your sorry sissy backside, so I’d be careful if I was you. I’ve told him he doesn’t need an excuse, he’s welcome to cane you any time he likes. You might want to bear that in mind when you greet him.”

We drove to Mom’s in what used to be my husband’s car. His former pride and joy was now driven by my boyfriend Gavin as I sat beside him, my hand resting on his thigh as we talked and joked, relaxed and happy about the future. Sissy Roberta was sitting in the back, in full maid’s uniform and looking quite sad and anxious, something Gavin and I teased her about several times.

Mom had asked me to, on arrival enter through the attached garage, the door of which she had left open. “Just leave the maid in there, close the garage door. You and Gavin can come in through the door that leads into the kitchen, I’ll have a nice cup of tea ready for you”.

So, leaving the worried looking maid standing to attention in the garage beside her cases with strict instructions not to move, my boyfriend and I entered the house for a nice cup of tea and a chat with Mom. I presented Mom with the various canes and paddles I’d accumulated with encouragement to use them on her new maid whenever she felt the urge, but she was a little unsure.

“Surely if Sissy Roberta is a keen to serve as you say she is, then there should be no need for anything like that,” she suggested.

“She is very keen Mom, I can promise you that. I’ve made it very clear to her that this is her chance to prove to me that she really is sorry for what she did, she really does love me, and she will do anything to make it up to me. Of course, it helps that she has been fantasising for years about becoming my sissy maid and that she has always had a thing for you. But she understands that her behaviour here reflects on me, and I will not tolerate anything but instant and complete obedience to you at all times. But, even so, there is the need for a way to remind her of her obligations and her station in life. We do that with what we call maintenance beatings. Then, if she should still stray from your requirements, the consequence must be a more rigorous punishment beating.”

“Well, I did enjoy that one time that I took a belt to his bottom for playing around with my knickers when he was supposed to be laundering them.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “And you are entitled to that enjoyment. As she is entitled to receive it. It’s a symbiosis. She needs to be beaten. She doesn’t enjoy it at the time, far from it, and she may try to get out of it by begging and pleading. But what she really needs is for you to stand firm, to be cruel and heartless. It’s what sissy uxos need. Once you get into it, I think you’ll really enjoy it, it’s quite liberating, not to mention sexually stimulating.”

“Sexually stimulating?”

“Yes, absolutely. It can really get you hot. Then the maid serves another purpose by helping you out with that. You enjoy that too, don’t you?”

“Oh dear, you’re embarrassing me in front of Gavin. But yes, I do actually,” Mom smiled.

“Well now, instead of an occasional thing, you have sexual satisfaction on tap, whenever, wherever, however you want it. It’s a perfect situation. I’m just amazed everyone isn’t doing it.”

“Perhaps you could show me and demonstrate some of these things before you go.”

“Yes, of course Mom, come on we’ll do it now.”

“I’ll get your brother too,” Mom suggested. “He should see this, in case I need him to take care of things when I’m out or busy.”

Sissy Roberta was still standing where we had left her in the middle of the garage as all four of us filed in. My Mom picked up one of the canes - a thin wooden switch with little uneven knobs along its length. She held it up to show Nathan.

"Shall we start with this one?"

“Sissy Roberta,” I snapped. “Punishment position, now!”

The hapless maid bent over to grip her ankles. I lifted her skirt over her back and pulled her sissy panties down to her ankles. I took the switch from Mom and, after a couple of taps against the maid’s already bruised looking backside, I pulled back my arm and quickly lashed the cane across her cheeks making her jump and cry out and leaving a nice bright red weal across her flesh.

“No noise, Sissy Roberta,” I admonished her. "Works pretty well, doesn't it?" I asked Mom. “Of course, as you can see, her bottom is still quite sore from the thrashing I gave her yesterday to help get her in the right mind set for today. So, anything we give her now is going to be especially painful, but that’s fine, we’re just getting you used to the different implements. Have a go.”

We all watched as Mom took a stance behind the maid and brought the switch down right on top of the mark I’d left. I heard a muffled sob from the poor sissy.

“Good job Mom! You can go harder though. Even for a maintenance beating you need to make sure she knows she’s being beaten. Plant your legs further apart and take a good swing.”

The next blow landed across the tops of the maid’s thighs.

“Oops, sorry, I missed,” Mom apologised.

“No need to apologise Mom, you’ve found her most sensitive spot, she hates having the backs of her thighs beaten.”

Nathan was fascinated with the varied collection of disciplinary tools as I laid them out on the workbench. He picked up a slightly longer one than the one Mom had with a curved handle, feeling it's weight in his hands.

"Did you buy all these?" he asked.

"I wanted plenty of options,” I explained. “It’s fun to experiment. You should try it. You and Mom have a maid now and, as the man of the house, you should be comfortable dishing out the necessary discipline to keep her in line”

“OK,” Nathan agreed as he took Mom’s place with the crook handled cane he was holding. His blow was much harder than Mom’s and the maid staggered forward as she squealed.

“I said no noise Sissy Roberta,” I shouted at her. “You might want to gag her when you do this properly,” I suggested to Mom.

“I think I might be leaving most of it to Nathan darling,” she said. “He’s clearly a natural at this.”

"I'll bet you wish you hadn’t looked down on my brother for all those years now, don’t you Sissy?" I asked the maid.

“Yeth Mithtreth,” she mumbled.

They both laughed as Nathan laid another cut across her quivering backside.

“Try the wooden paddle Nathan,” I suggested. “The one with the holes. See if you can make it whistle as you bring it down. You don’t mind if I show Mom and Nathan everything, do you Sissy Roberta? You’ll want them to see what everything can do and make sure they are happy with how to use them before I go, isn’t that right?”

“Yeth, Mith.” The poor dear sobbed. She must have been panicking with four of us there and so many implements to get through. But her bottom remained up in the air, a waiting target.

“Why don’t you tell Mom and Nathan how you need to be beaten regularly.”

“Yeth Mithtreth. Pleath Ma’am and Sir, I am your thithy maid and regular dithipline is very importanth to help me rethain the right mindthet to therve you in the way you detherve and to the thtandards you ethpect.”

“Sounds like you’ve been rehearsing that Sissy Roberta,” Mom laughed.

“Sissy, is there anything else you would like to say to Mom and Nathan?” I smiled, revelling in the intoxicating rush of power I was feeling.

“Yeth Mithtreth, pleath Ma’am and Sir, carry on and enjoy yourthelveth, giving my lathy thithy bottom the beatingth it detherves. I am vewy vewy grathfull for your kind attenthion”.

“And,” I prompted the pathetic sissy.

"Umm… yeth… Umm… Thir and Ma’am, please be thure to try each implement. I hope you enjoy trwying them."

The sissy’s polite request was answered by a whistling sound and a sharp crack as my brother took his first try at the wooden paddle.

"Nice," Gavin said encouragingly. "Here, give this one a shot now." He held out a plastic cane.

"It's heavier than bamboo,” he explained, “So I like to make sure and land the tip to get a little more flex and velocity."

"Interesting" Nathan said, switching out for the new one and examining the opaque plastic shaft. He wasn't as good with that one. His first blow clearly hurt, but I could tell that it wasn't nearly the searing sting the maid had learned to fear from my lover’s of that one.

"Here…" Gavin took it from him. "With this type you want to kind of use your wrist a little more and snap the end forward like this…"

He snapped the cane in an expert motion, and the maid’s butt lit up in what was clearly excruciating pain. She squealed involuntarily.

"Ah, right, got it," Nathan tried again, this time much more successfully. By his fourth try he had the technique down, and Sissy Roberta was sobbing. 

To give her her due, she held her punishment position obediently as Nathan went through most of the collection, with me describing techniques and him trying them out in fascinated curiosity. By the time he was through the maid was a mess. Her ass was on fire, and there was a puddle of sissy tears on the concrete floor under her face.

"When Mom told me about you giving Robert, I mean Sissy Roberta, to her as a maid, I wasn’t really interested,” Nathan said. “I mean, it’s pretty fucking weird but hey, each to their own. I never thought there’d be anything in it for me. But I could get used to this,” he smiled, flexing a riding crop.

“She belongs to Mom but, as Mom’s son you kind of own her too,” I suggested. “She certainly has to obey you,” I went on. “And you can use her for anything you like.”

“Like tidying your room!” Mom suggested and we all laughed.

Nathan gave the maid one last stinging swat, making her yelp, before putting the crop he was using back on the bench.

“What’s the plastic ruler for?” Mom asked, holding it up to look at it.

“Sissy Roberta,” I said, “present your little sissy balls for punishment.”

A long moan of despair escaped the poor creature but she nevertheless obeyed me, opening her legs, pushing her caged penis and blue balls between her thighs and closing her legs again. The result was to trap her vulnerable looking genitals just under her buttocks.

“This is a very useful punishment if you don’t have the energy to use a cane or a paddle,” I explained. “You just use the ruler to swot her little balls. Like this.”

Despite everything she had already endured, the pain inflicted by a relatively light tap made the sissy maid shriek and plead for mercy.

“Keep the noise down, sissy!” I admonished the sobbing maid. “I’ve warned you twice!” I threatened. “Have a try,” I offered Mom.

“Oh, I like this,” Mom grinned. “Its really effective. How many should I give her?”

“That’s up to you Mom,” I laughed. “She’s your maid.”

After a good half dozen swats Mom declared herself happy with her technique but very keen to gain more practice in the future. I told a sobbing Sissy Roberta to pull up her knickers and smooth her uniform dress back into place. “Go to the bathroom, dry your eyes and freshen your makeup girl,” I snapped at her. “And be quick about it!” We all laughed as she wincingly obeyed, curtsying to each of us individually before shuffling off to obey my instructions.

While the maid was away, Mom suggested we stay while she laid down some ground rules for her new maid.

“So Sissy Roberta,” she addressed my trembling husband, on his return to the garage looking thoroughly cowed. “The first day of your new position as my maid. The time has come for a new regime. If you had any expectations of a reduction in what is required of you in terms of workload or the extremely exacting standards that you will have to maintain, I suggest you forget them now. I am not your wife, I have no liking for you, much less love. I do however bear a substantial grudge against you for what you did to my daughter. She chose, out of the goodness of her heart to forgive you and indeed to work extremely hard to provide you with the unorthodox lifestyle you craved for a long time. In her wisdom she has decreed that the next stage of your development is to be left in my hands. Be assured sissy, you will be devoting every waking moment to demonstrating your gratitude for her consideration. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the pathetic sissy murmured as she performed her best curtsy.

“Compassion, consideration, fairness, mercy; these are all things you will learn to do without, as are disgusting male orgasms. No orgasms for you and no sad little erections. Not ever. Not one. So don’t bother asking. You’re my slave and I want a sissy slave that has no gender. Not a man, not a woman, no sex organ.

You will always be shaved from the neck down and you will always be in one dress or another. Makeup and wig will be perfect at all times. Failure to pass inspection will result in severe punishment. You will, at all times and in all situations, conduct yourself with deference toward your betters. Which, just to be clear, is everyone you will ever encounter. Your past, as a man, though not much of a one, is behind you now. I do not expect to see the slightest sign of any male ego from you. You dress as a woman so you will behave as one. Femininity will be your goal, and I shall be on hand to help you achieve it. Now remain there whilst I see your Mistress and her boyfriend out.”

My poor sissy husband could not resist looking over at me as I moved to follow Mom out of the garage. I turned to walk back to him and Gavin, who was holding my hand, went with me. With a smile I said my goodbyes, “I love the thought that after all these months of my increasingly ruthless regime, this is the next logical step. It’s no good sobbing Sissy Roberta, this is happening now and there is nothing you can do about it. Enjoy your new life.”

As I turned to join Mom who was watching from the doorway, I heard Gavin say to the crying sissy, “While you’re slaving away for your bitch of a Mother in Law, think about me living in what used to be your house, spending all that money you worked so hard to make and fucking the brains out of the woman you love. Sucks to be you man.”

Mom told me later that, after we left, she called Sissy Roberta into the lounge where she sat waiting for her. “Mincing steps girl,” she shouted at her as she hurried to present herself. “Hands out to your sides, wrists limp and dangling. Cross your legs as you walk, little steps, sway your sissy backside!”

“Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,” the wimp apologised.

“Now, to continue the discussion we began in the garage before my daughter left with her young man. They do make a very attractive couple, don’t they?”

“Yes Ma’am,” the maid curtsied, positioning herself in front of Mom, feet together, hands by her sides and eyes cast respectfully down at the floor.

“I’m so happy she has finally found a real man to take care of her, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” another curtsy.

“You will be glad to hear that you will be released from the cage for thirty seconds once a month for cleaning. With your hands secured to your collar, I will sit you in a bath of freezing water up to your naval for twenty minutes until you are completely numb. Then I will unlock the defect, spend 20 seconds giving it a thorough wash, 10 seconds washing out the cage, and then the cage will go back on. Kate has assured me that you will find it impossible to even begin an erection after you have been sat in a bath of freezing water up to your naval for twenty minutes. But, to make sure, you will receive a dozen strokes of my crop to your lazy backside both before and after. You may consider it a deterrent punishment. If, and only if, I am feeling merciful then, without removing the chastity cage, I will watch you give yourself a prostate milking just before your bath time. I will allow you one minute and not a second longer. If you fail to expel your disgusting sissy slime within the time allowed, you will receive a further two dozen strokes of the cane. Of course, any emissions must be licked from the floor immediately and with enthusiasm and gratitude. What do you say?”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Now go to my bedroom and retrieve my vibrator from the drawer beside my bed. While you sob you can watch me bring myself off. It turns me on so much making you cry and having total control over you with zero pity.  You got yourself into this situation by betraying my daughter and introducing her to femdom. You only have yourself to blame. The thought of the weeks, turning to months, turning to years of this new regime has me soaking wet little sissy!”


Chapter 9: My First Visit To Mom And Her New Maid

After waiting for a couple of weeks to let Mom get organised with her new maid, Gavin and I paid a visit. It was a surreal experience for me to be sitting there in my Mom’s lounge with my boyfriend, chatting to her perfectly normally about mutual acquaintances, the weather, politics, food prices and so on, while being served coffee and cakes most efficiently and discretely by a smartly dressed, well presented maid. The maid in question was my husband, the man I’d loved and devoted my life to, only to have him betray me, or at least try to, with another woman.

How the tables had turned. It was now me who was enjoying a wonderful new sex life, whilst hers had been gradually reduced to virtually nothing. The handsome, intelligent and confident man I’d been married to for all those years was now a nervous, sexually frustrated and humiliated sissy servant, too frightened to raise her eyes to look at me, her sexy wife, as I sat beside my lover, my hand lying casually on his thigh.

“Do you keep her gagged all the time Mom?” I asked, having noted the black ball gag held in place in the maid’s mouth by a strap buckled around her head and locked with a tiny padlock.

“Most of the time dear, yes. For some reason, when she arrived, she seemed to think I had some interest in what a sissy maid had to say. Ridiculous, I know. But, until I feel she has learned her place, the gag will remain”.

“The collar too?” I asked, taking a sip of my coffee.

“I wasn’t happy with her posture,” Mom explained. “The wide leather collar forces her to keep her head up. I obtained a much tighter and stronger corset for her too which, as you can see, straightens her spine and gives her an attractive hourglass shape. I’ve increased the hight of her heels too. I think a four-inch heel improves the look of her legs.”.

“I like it,” I beamed, pleased that Mom was enjoying moulding her property to her requirements regardless of any suffering that might entail for the hapless maid. Or, knowing Mom, perhaps because of it. Delightful!

“I love the bells,” I smiled at Mom, “So cute!”

“Yes, she has them on both wrists and both ankles, as you can see. My idea was that, when she is going about her duties, she should be in constant motion, and I should be able to hear the bells tinkling. Should the noise stop, then clearly, she is slacking and she knows very well what happens to lazy maids, don’t you girl?” Mom teased my poor red-faced husband, who immediately bobbed a respectful curtsy in her direction before nervously topping up our coffee cups from a large china coffee pot.

“It’s one cursty for yes and two for no, while she’s gagged,” Mom explained. “Of course,” she went on, clearly proud of the absolute control over her maid that she had already established. “During times when I have no use for her, she may be standing in the corner of the room facing the wall, or sometimes I put her in the cupboard under the stairs with the other domestic appliances. At those times she is required to remain absolutely still. Any movement is given away by the tinkling of a bell and, as she is well aware, will be followed by severe correction.”

“Wow, Mom!” I beamed at her, “You really seem to have things under control here.”

“Well, it’s a work in progress,” she smiled, clearly enjoying my compliment. “There is still the necessity for quite a lot of corporal punishment, but I think that will become less necessary as time goes by and the maid accepts her position in my household. Although, I’m not sure your brother would welcome or accept any such reduction. He has really taken to dishing out some quite severe punishments.”

“What, Nathan?” I asked in mock surprise. “My shy, introverted, lazy brother?”

“Canes, paddles, whips, you name it. I asked him if he would mind helping me with it as holding whatever implement I decide to use on the maid’s naughty backside sometimes hurts my hand. I had no idea he would take to the task with such enthusiasm or show such a talent for it.”

“Well, he never liked Robert, did he?” I pointed out. “He always thought Robert looked down on him and thought he was a looser.”

“Not any more dear,” Mom laughed as she called the maid over to stand to attention in front of us.

“Lift your skirt girl, drop your panties and turn around. My daughter and her boyfriend want to see the fine work Master Nathan has done on your backside”.

“Oh dear!” I gasped.

“Awesome!” Connor laughed as we took in the bright red welts laid in perfectly spaced horizontal lines from the top of the maid’s buttocks down to the backs of her knees.

“I see what you mean,” I giggled.

“Cover yourself up and get on with your work!” Mom coldly ordered the maid, who rushed to obey, no doubt greatly relieved to escape her humiliation.

“So, it’s all going well with your new maid then?” I asked Mom after watching the maid curtsy to each of us in turn, mince over to the doorway and turn to curtsy once more before leaving the room. “Where does she sleep, in the guest room?”

“Heavens no,” Mom answered. “I allow her to keep her uniforms and such like in there and use it as a dressing room, but she sleeps on the floor at the foot of my bed. That way, if I should need anything during the night, she is on hand”.

“You mean like a glass of water or something else?” I grinned, suspecting I knew the answer.

“I won’t deny the little slut has her uses,” Mom admitted. “Its very pleasing to have orgasms available on tap”.

“I love it!” I laughed. “I did hope that she would be doing more than housework to improve your life, Mom.”

“Thank you, dear,” Mom smiled like the cat that got the cream.

“I’m so pleased it’s all going so well. You look so happy, and the maid is clearly getting exactly what she needs and deserves”.

“Yes, I think the only problem we’ve had is the bathroom. Now that there are three of us living here, one bathroom just doesn’t seem to be enough. A couple of times I’ve needed to pee and had to wait because the maid was in there.”

“Oh no, we can’t have that,” I decided.

“Why do you let her use the bathroom at all?” Gavin asked.  “Why not have her keep a bucket in the garage? She could lift that manhole cover on the drive and empty it down there once a day”.

“Like a prisoner slopping out?” Mom asked.

“That’s a great idea,” I beamed at Gavin, kissing his cheek proudly.

“There’s a hose pipe out there too. And you have that old tin bath.”

“Yes,” Mom answered.

“Right, so there’s really no need for her to have access to your bathroom except to clean it,” I concluded.

“I could carry out her chastity cage cleaning regimes out there too. I think I’ll reduce her time limit for milking herself though. I’m not standing out there waiting for her to do that, especially in the winter. Once a month is spoiling her anyway. I’ll try once every three months or so and see how we go.”

“I’m sure she will be grateful for whatever opportunities for relief she can get,” I laughed. “If she’s not I’m sure Nathan can sort her out for you.”

“Wonderful,” Mom beamed. “I’ll break the news to her after you leave”.

“If you get the slightest show of ingratitude from her Mom, do what I used to do”.

“What’s that dear?”

“Come on, I’ll show you”.

As I led Mom to the bathroom, I called for the maid to meet us there. When she knocked then entered and curtsied Mom was sitting on the toilet, her skirt pulled out of the way but her knickers and tights still in place.

“Kneel on the floor beside Mom,” I ordered. “Ready Mom?”

“Well, I’m not used to having an audience,” Mom laughed, “But I’ll do my best.”

As the maid knelt with eyes cast down at the bathroom floor the sound of pee trickling at first then flowing down to splash into the toilet was clearly audible.

“Ok, now lift up your bum, Mom,” I instructed. “Maid, pull down Mom’s tights and knickers. Lift your feet now Mom, so she can remove them altogether. Now Sissy Roberta, pull them over your head. The wet crotch needs to go over your nose and mouth. Hurry up girl, you are dripping pee on the tiles! Now wrap the legs of the tights around your head and tie them off. There you go Mom. Any time she shows you the slightest attitude, you do that. Going about her housework with her Mistress’s piss soaked underwear wrapped around her head leaves precious room for any ridiculous male ego. Wouldn’t you agree Sissy Roberta?”

Mom and I laughed at her as she curtsied.

“Won’t she smell though?” Mom asked.

“I used to put a plastic bag over her head,” I answered. “Left loose around her neck so she can breath but it keeps a lot of the odour inside. The smell is stronger for her but hardly noticeable to anyone else in the room”.

“I didn’t raise any fools for daughters, did I” Mom laughed before ordering the maid to go and find her a plastic bag.


Chapter 10: Mom Introduces Her Maid To The Neighbours

A few weeks later I called at Mom’s on my own, Gavin was at a football game with his friends. I walked in to find Mom had visitors, her neighbours Stan and Margaret. They were sitting around the kitchen island enjoying tea and cakes, served by an embarrassed looking maid.

“Hello dear,” Mom smiled when she saw me. “I was just telling Stan and Margaret how much more leisure time I have now, thanks to my maid.”

“I can’t believe it’s actually Robert,” exclaimed Margaret. “He always seemed like such a man’s man and now, well look at him!”

“I can’t understand why anyone would want to live like that,” Stan added, “But I suppose it takes all sorts.”

“Sissy Roberta is actually a much better maid than she ever was a husband,” I smiled as I took a seat, and a subdued looking maid put a cup of tea in front of me. “And she’s much happier this way. Isn’t that right Sissy Roberta?”

“Yeth Mith,” the maid responded with a curtsy before moving over to the corner of the kitchen out of the way.

“I don’t think he, oops sorry, she, would dare say anything else.” Margaret quipped. “Has she developed a lisp too?”

“That was her own idea,” I answered, glancing over at the maid. I knew my little lie would be causing her a great deal of annoyance and humiliation but, as I expected, she didn’t dare contradict me. She just stood to attention; gaze cast down at the floor in front of her. “I think it’s quite pathetic, but she begged us to allow her to adopt it as a sign of her submissive sissy status.” I smiled as I caught Mom’s eye, and she smiled back.

“Your Mom has been telling us how strict she must be with the poor creature,” Margaret said.

“Sissies like Roberta need firm rules and regular reminders of their station in life,” Mom explained.

“The accepted term for submissives like Sissy Roberta is Uxo,” I explained. “It refers to a man who can only be totally content when he feels he is helplessly in the power of a dominant woman who has a bit of a mean streak. I don’t think I really had a mean streak to start with, Mom does I think, but I had to develop one and, since doing so I’ve come to realise the huge advantages to be had from such a relationship.”

“Well, your Mom certainly seems to be benefitting from it, I’ve never seen her so happy and relaxed.”

“Oh, thank you Margaret,” Mom beamed. “I was telling Margaret and Stan about Gavin sweetheart,” Mom said as she turned to me.

“Gavin is lovely,” I smiled. “Sissy Roberta is quite in awe of him, aren’t you Sissy Roberta?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth,” she curtsied, red faced.

“Unlike you he’s a real man isn’t he, Sissy Roberta? He makes me happy in ways you never did, isn’t that true?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth” the maid bobbed another curtsy, eyes on the floor.

The maid was saved further embarrassment when Margaret’s phone chimed and, looking at it she announced, “We’ll have to be going, my granddaughter is on her way.”

“Tell her to come here, if you like,” Mom suggested. “She might get a kick out of meeting my maid.

So, it was decided, and Sissy Roberta was sent to wait at the front door for the arrival of Karen, the neighbours’ eighteen-year-old granddaughter. When the doorbell went, we listened to hear Sissy Roberta introducing herself as Mom’s maid and showing the giggling young girl into the kitchen where we sat.

Although dressed in a pleated skirt, white blouse and knee-length white socks with cute little ballet flat shoes, Karen proved to be very mature and openly curious about Sissy Roberta who really did not cope well when I made her stand in front of the young girl to answer the many questions she had. The hapless maid looked like she just wanted the ground to open and swallow her. Of course, Mom and I deliberately made things worse for her by encouraging Karen to ask very awkward questions and insisting Sissy Roberta answer in ever greater embarrassing detail.

“I like how she has to curtsy every time she speaks,” Karen commented. “Is she short tongued?”

Margaret apologised for her granddaughter’s forwardness, but I insisted it was fine. “She does it on purpose because she desperately wants to appear sweet and girly,” I told her. “She insists on doing it to prove she has given up on any claim to manhood. It’s quite pathetic, isn’t it?”

I suggested to Karen that she ask the maid to explain what she had done that got her started on her road from husband to sissy maid.

“That’s disgusting!” she announced, after Sissy Roberta reluctantly admitted what she had done. “He deserves everything he gets and more besides. Oh, sorry, I mean she does!”

Karen told us she would need to go soon. She had a large sports bag with her which, she explained, contained the dirty team strips for her college netball team.

“It’s my turn to wash and iron then I’m afraid,” she said.

“There’s no need for you to rush off dear,” Mom suggested. “I’m sure Sissy Roberta can take care of that for you. It’s what she exists for, to take the pressure off us ladies,” she smiled at Karen. “Now why don’t we all go into the lounge and have another slice of cake? Sissy Roberta, more tea and cake for everyone. Then see to Miss Karen’s laundry. And make sure it’s ironed to perfection or woe betide you!”

“Yeth Ma’am, thank you Ma’am” the sissy responded with a pathetic attempt at a smile.

It was one of Mom’s rules that she had to always smile when responding to instructions, no matter how she felt about them, how arduous or humiliating they might be. “The purpose of a maid is to serve, and such service should be carried out with a smile which demonstrates happiness and gratitude for the opportunity to be of use,” was what she told poor Sissy Roberta.

After a while I went into the utility room to see how the maid was getting on with Karen’s laundry. She was sorting out underwear, whites and so on and I decided to have some fun.

“Are you enjoying playing with young girls’ knickers, Sissy Roberta? This must be heaven for a pervert like you. Or is it hell, because it reminds you that you are no longer a man and your only involvement with women’s knickers will be when you wear them or launder them?”

“I don’t know, Mith,” he whispered, afraid of committing to an answer that might get her into more trouble.

“Pick up those panties,” I ordered. “Now hold them to your nose, breath in all that sexiness. How does that make you feel? Is your sad little excuse for a cock twitching away inside its cage? Can you even remember what an erection feels like? I hope so sissy, because memories are all you’ll ever have. Now get on with it and hurry up. Karen will be going round to her grandparents’ house before long. So, when you have the uniforms washed and ironed you will need to deliver them. Don’t forget to thank her for the opportunity to be of service and give her a respectful curtsy. I’ll be checking with her if everyone was happy with their strips. If I get so much as one tiny complaint, I’ll have Gavin and Nathan take turns caning you until they wear themselves out. Is that clear you pathetic sissy?”

“Yeth Mith, thank you, Mith.”

“Mom wants more tea for her guests too, so go and see to it!”

Sissy  Roberta was very nervous as she served us at the dining table in the lounge. She seemed especially so when she had to address young Karen to ask her if she would like more tea. When Karen said yes, the stupid maid spilt some into her saucer and a few drops fell onto the tablecloth. She knew she was in trouble when Mom told her to apologise to Karen then go and get the dragon cane.

“You have embarrassed me in front of my guests, you stupid girl,” Mom told the maid when she returned looking very worried. “Actions have consequences, Sissy Roberta.”

“Wow, is she really going to cane her?” Karen gasped.

“Yes,” I smiled. “Don’t worry, it’s a necessary part of her training. “In fact,” I turned to address my Mom, “It might be helpful to have her explain things for Karen and her grandparents.”

Mom got up and moved her chair out of the way then had Sissy Roberta clear her cup and saucer out of the way before bending forward over the table. Mom lifted the maid’s skirt over her back.

"We’ll leave your sissy panties where they are on this occasion so as not to embarrass our guests,” Mom began, “You are going to look directly at Karen the entire time you're being punished, and explain to her exactly why you need this."

As she took a step back, resting the business end of the cane against the maid’s pantied cheeks she made an imposing picture. With crisply ironed white blouse done up to her neck and decorated with a camio brooch, dark grey pencil skirt with a slit at the back, flesh coloured stockings with perfectly straight seams and gleaming patent black leather heels, she looked like a stern headmistress. I was sure that, for a submissive like my sissy husband she must look like a complete wet dream. Mom had always been a classy dresser but now, having much more time to spend on herself, she was even more so. I suspected though that she also deliberately dressed in a way she knew would most frustrate her long denied servant. She was discovering, as I had, the pleasures of being a sadist. Like Mother like daughter, I smiled to myself.

"Your whipping will continue until I feel you have adequately explained in detail why this is so important, and why she shouldn't feel bad when you're being corrected."

"Yeth Ma’am." Sissy Roberta said very softly, clearly wanting desperately to protest but knowing it would only make it worse.

Without warning the whipping started. The poor sissy yelped in surprised pain, jumping up slightly from her bent over position. Before she could even catch her breath, a second blow sliced across her naked ass. She squealed again, gripping the sides of the table desperately.

"Better get started or we'll be here all day." Mom said with casual command.

Mustering every ounce of self-control as her ass was welted, Sissy Roberta somehow found the words.

"I….owwwwww…..I am being punithed because I…OWWww…"

Her long false nails dug into the wood, and her ass cheeks bounced as Mom made sure she felt every stroke.

"…I was vewy vewy clumthy and naughty.…and when maidth are naughty.… it'th importanth that they are punithed immediately…AAWCH!…tho that they remember not to be naughty again."

The fact that, even in such painful circumstances, Sissy Roberta was remembering her lisp, filled me with pride. I felt proud of myself and my Mom for what we had achieved with the training of my once husband. But I also felt proud of Sissy Roberta too. How much she must love me and be so very desperate to prove it!

Mom switched to her upper thighs, making sure to thoroughly blanket them with mean red stripes that would hurt all night.

"Look right at her sissy."

She looked right into Karen’s eyes as she was disciplined and humiliated by her Mother in Law. It was impossibly horrible for her but very stimulating for me. As I glanced at Mom, I knew she was feeling it too. I had to smile as I thought about how she would be using the hapless sissy later. What was more, the pathetic creature would apply herself with gusto, full of awe for her owner and so very desperate to please her. I had to admit, I missed that, but I had the consolation of Gavin’s huge cock to look forward to when I got home.

"When I'm getting.…AAOOWW…the punishment...I need…"

She gritted her teeth, trying to stop the now steady flow of tears.

"…to remember it's what's best for me…and you should be…Oww OWwww….you should be happy for me."

Mom kept up her steady pace, blistering the maid in business like fashion as she sobbed. The maid knew she had to keep talking somehow or this would never end.

"It's my medicine…like getting a shot…"

Karen and her grandparents nodded knowingly. That was language they could understand.

"I need Mrs Watson to.…to make sure I get a good spanking…AAHHHWWW….even if it really hurts…Mrs Watson is very good at…Owwwie….giving me what I need."

With that Mom stopped. “Now ask the young lady you disrespected with your pathetic clumsiness if she thinks you have been adequately punished or she wants me to continue.”

“Pleath, Mith Karen, I’m really tho thowy I was clumthy,” she sobbed. “Pleath do you think I’ve been punithed enough?”

Karen seemed to ponder her decision for a while, but I suspected it was to draw out the poor maid’s suffering. “I’m not sure, Mrs Watson,” she eventually said. “I think perhaps another dozen would really drive the lesson home.”

Sissy Roberta’s face was a picture of shock and horror as she took in the young girl’s suggestion. Another dozen was too much, it was ridiculous for such a tiny offence, an honest mistake!

“I think we have a budding disciplinarian in the room,” I ventured.

“Another dozen it is,” Mom smiled at Karen. “What do you say to Karen, sissy?”

“Thank you Mith Karen,” she mumbled with fresh tears in her eyes.

It took only a few moments to deliver the sentence, but it must have seemed like forever to poor Sissy Roberta. She did her best not to make too much noise, but she must have been in agony. Mom paused after each stroke just long enough to let her calm down, stop wriggling around and raise her buttocks to present them for the next searing red-hot strike. Her poor sissy bottom must have been on fire but she knew better than to fail to present for the next stroke. I was getting quite warm between the legs myself.

When Mom finally finished there was a moment of silence, followed by the neighbours clapping.

"Good job Mom !" I exclaimed proudly. 

"Good job giving the maid her medicine!" young Karen added.

I watched Sissy Roberta sobbing as she listening to them congratulate my Mother for blistering her maid’s ass.

It must have taken everything she had to muster a, "Thank you Ma’am".

"Try that again, maid. I'm not sure that everyone understood," Mom insisted.

The maid whimpered but managed to curtsy and raise her voice louder. "Thank you Ma’am for my thpanking."

"There you go maid. You're welcome." Mom smiled. “Now get back to your laundry,” Mom dismissed her maid with a wave of her hand. The glint in her eye as she sat back down told me how much she had enjoyed the humiliation of her maid.


Chapter 11: Sissy Roberta Loses Her Virginity

I was sitting on Mom’s couch one day, chatting to her about this and that. Sissy Roberta had served us freshly ground coffee before being dismissed to stand in the corner of the room facing the wall. We heard the front door open and a moment later Nathan popped his head into the lounge.

“Oh, Hi Sis,” he greeted me. “Are you using the maid, Mom?”

“Not right now dear,” Mom answered.

“Can I borrow her, there’s the match starting in a few minutes?”

“Of course, dear, I don’t think we’ll be requiring anything for a while.”

“Thanks,” Nathan smiled. “Maid, get me a beer from the fridge and bring it to my room. Hurry up!”

“Yeth Thir,” Sissy Roberta responded, turning to offer a respectful curtsy to my brother before rushing to do his bidding.

“It’s nice to see Nathan getting some use out of the maid too,” I said to Mom.

“Oh yes, Nathan seems to get quite a lot of use out of her,” Mom responded.

“Cleaning his room you mean?”

“His room is definitely much tidier from what I’ve seen from the doorway,” Mom agreed. “But I suspect cleaning is not the only use Nathan has found for her.”

“You don’t mean…” I gasped.

“I can’t say for sure, but she does spend a lot of time in there.”

“I’m going to find out,” I laughed as I rose from the couch.

I headed along the hallway to the door of Nathan’s room, without knocking I quickly opened the door. The TV was on in the corner of the room furthest from me, showing a football game. Nathan’s was sitting in his gaming chair, facing the TV, beer in one hand while his other hand rested on the top of Sissy Roberta’s head which was currently bobbing slowly up and down in Nathan’s lap as she knelt on the floor in front of him.

“Oops, sorry,” I offered.

Nathan jumped and looked embarrassed. “Don’t you know how to knock?” he demanded. The maid’s head froze with his mouth presumably stuffed with Nathan’s erection and his nose buried in his pubic hair. Not a position I’d ever expected to see my once proud husband in for sure. Erotic though, that I’d reduced him to this, very erotic!

“Sorry, my bad,” I smiled.

“I was just, I mean, I thought it would be OK,” Nathan ventured, clearly embarrassed.  

“Its fine by me,” I reassured my brother. “She’s Mom’s property, here to provide whatever services she or you require.”

“I should have asked Mom really,” Nathan admitted. “I just, you know… it’s a bit embarrassing with your Mom.”

“Don’t worry,” I soothed. “I think she knows, but I’ll speak to her. You get back to your match.”

As I turned to leave Nathan said, “I was going to ask you actually, you remember my mate Matty?”

“Mathew Dickson was it? Yea, I remember him. He got locked up, didn’t he?”

“Yea,” Nathan responded. “Two years for GBH. He gets out next weekend and I was trying to sort a coming out present for him. I thought about a prozzy but I can’t afford it. Then I remembered someone telling me he has a thing for sissy boys now.”

“Probably his only option inside,” I suggested.

“Yea, well I wondered if I could, you know…”

“Do you mean you want to have the maid give him a welcome home blow job?”

“Well, yea, that and maybe more.”

“Wow, you know she’s not gay right? I mean yes, she dresses as a girl and has to behave like a maid but, I can assure you, Sissy Roberta doesn’t have a gay bone in her body. What you’re making her do right now will be devastatingly humiliating, especially now that she knows I know about it. Giving her to your mate to shag would be heart breaking for her.”

“Oh, yea, I suppose so,” Nathan said, “Never mind, just forget I asked.”

“No silly, I think it’s a great idea,” I beamed. “A real leap forward in her training. A definite demonstration of her status as an owned sissy maid, a piece of property to be used and abused as her owners and betters see fit. It’s perfect!”

“Oh, right, excellent! Thanks Sis!”

“We need to make it special though,” I suggested. “I’ll get her a new dress, something especially feminine. I’ll come over next weekend and get her ready. This is so exciting! I bet you’re excited too Sissy Roberta. It’s alright, I know you can’t really answer me right now. I’ll leave to it Nathan. Have fun.”

The following Saturday afternoon I sat on the edge of Nathan’s bed, looking at a very subdued sissy maid. The dress I’d helped her on with was bright pink with tons of lace and frills. Lots of layers underneath caused the skirt to stand almost straight out revealing the tops of her white silk stockings with pink garters. I lifted the front of her skirts higher to reveal her pink silk panties. They were especially designed for sissies, with an opening at the back for access and one at the front to allow her little metal chastity cage to poke through. Her cage was twitching as her little cock tried and failed to become erect. I wondered if her arousal was owing to the humiliation of how she was dressed, thoughts of what was to come once Matty arrived or the way I looked.

I had deliberately dressed sexily in short brown leather skirt, white halter neck top that showed off my cleavage and the very sexy thigh length brown suede boots Robert had given me as a birthday present two years previously. I had always been a little too self-conscious to wear them, but not anymore. I knew poor Sissy Roberta would be driven mad wishing she could have me but knowing I was off limits to her and belonged to another man, possibly for good.

“You’re looking a little flushed even through all that makeup.” I observed.

“Pleath Mithtreth,” she curtsied. “The corthet is too tithe, I can hardly breathe!”

“Nonsense,” I scolded her. “It gives you a lovely girly waist. You want to look sexy for your new boyfriend, don’t you?” I teased.

“Pleath Mithtreth,” Sissy Roberta cried as she shuffled her feet in their cute pink Mary Jane shoes with four-inch heels. “Pleath don’t make me do thith!”

“I’m not making you do anything girl,” I stated coldly. “You know the deal. Domination my way or no domination at all, which means you leave. You can go right now; in the clothes you’re wearing or naked. You’ll be homeless and penniless of course, but you’ll be free to try to be a man again.”

“I jutht want to thow you I love you Mithreth,” she pleaded as she dropped to her knees, tears in her eyes.

“And I’m giving you the opportunity to do precisely that, am I not? And let’s not pretend here, you need me to do this to you just as much as I need to do it. You’re an Uxo and always will be. You can never be happy unless you are left in no doubt that you are under the complete control of a cruel heartless bitch. I love playing that role for you, but if you’d rather leave and see if you can find someone else…”

“No Mithreth, pleath, I love you! I worthip you!” Tears were rolling down her face now and I could feel the wetness between my legs.

“Then stop wasting my time and start showing some gratitude! And stop crying. If I have to redo your makeup or reattach those ridiculous false eyelashes, you’ll be getting a good hiding before your new boyfriend gets here. He might like to dig his fingers into a nice, welted backside while he fucks it!”

“Pleath Mithtreth, I’m thcared,” the poor sissy mumbled.

“Of course you are,” I replied. “You should be scared. Don’t you think I was a little afraid my first time with Gavin. Sissies should be afraid of real men. Just be a good little slut and I’m sure you’ll be fine.”

“Pleath Mithtreth, can I kith your booth?” she pleaded.

“Absolutely not!” I answered. “You are a sissy maid. I am way out of your league. You need to concentrate your devotion on the young man who will kindly be visiting you shortly. “If you behave yourself and work hard to please him, I might allow you to kiss the soles of my sexy boots. But only if I get an excellent report from him about your willingness to please. I might even, if you beg convincingly enough, leave my panties for you. I’m quite excited about what’s going to happen to you, so they may be a little damp, but I don’t suppose you would mind that would you sissy?”

“No Mithreth, thank you Mithtreth!”

“Don’t get too excited, I said I might. Let’s see how you perform first. Now stand up and let me see your makeup. I think maybe we need even more lipstick on those cute little cock sucking lips of yours. There, that’s better. You look like a proper sissy slut, Matty will love it! Now pick up that little bouquet of flowers I brought for you and go and stand over against the wall to wait for Nathan to get back with Matty. They are coming straight from the prison, not even stopping for a drink, that’s how keen Matty is to get at you. My advice is to smile and do whatever he tells you to, however he tells you to. Oh, I think I hear the door. I’ll leave you to it. Have fun! And remember who your behaviour reflects on. Do Mom and I proud, or else!”

At the door I turned to take a last look at my husband, done up like a sissy whore, visibly shaking as he waited for the man who would surely have him gagging on his cock before he roughly took his anal virginity. It was almost too much for me to bear! I wanted to stay and see what happened, but I desperately needed Gavin’s big hard cock inside my soaking wet pussy!

In the end I decided to stay. Nathan arrived with Matty, and they went straight to Nathan’s room. I heard Nathan saying welcome home mate, enjoy your surprise, then the sound of his bedroom door opening then closing again before Nathan walked into the lounge where we waited.

Would Sissy Roberta really go through with this, I wondered. If she suddenly found some semblance of manhood and walked out, it would be very embarrassing. Not to mention disappointing for Matty. I need not have worried though as my once masculine husband proved how much in awe of me he was, how much he loved and worshipped me, how sorry he was for what he had done. Not forgetting, how much of an Uxo he was, how deeply under my spell and how helpless to stop what he had started.

When, about an hour later, Matty emerged looking tired but with a big, satisfied grin on his face, Nathan gave him a high five as he passed him a cold beer. Matty stayed for a while chatting with us before taking his leave. As he got up to go Mom told him he was welcome to make use of the maid any time and just to arrange it with Nathan.

“I’d better go and see how our slutty maid is,” Nathan suggested after seeing his friend out.

“I’ll come too,” I agreed.

“Not yet,” Nathan smiled guiltily. “I need her to help me with something first.”

“Oh, right,” I laughed. “The little slut has really got us all in a bit of a state I think!”

“Yes,” Mom laughed. “It’s quite ironic that the cause of so much sexual tension is quite unable to do anything to relieve her own!”

Nathan went off to his room and I gave Mom a hug as I said goodbye.

“I don’t think there will be much left for you tonight, Mom,” I said.

“There had better be,” she answered. “I don’t think I’ve been this turned on for years. I won’t have the little bitch frustrating me. She is the one who gets frustrated.”

“That’s the spirit Mom!” I laughed. “I’d stay and use her myself, but I have something much better waiting for me at home.”

“Of course you do dear, run along now, don’t keep that handsome stud waiting.”

“Thanks Mom, for everything. This is all working out even better than I ever hoped it would. I’ll be giving Gavin a proper work out when I get home, while I think about what we’ve reduced my poor husband to.”

“He brought it on himself dear,” Mom soothed.

“I know,” I smiled. “I don’t feel the slightest guilt. I love it! I’ll never get tired of frustrating and humiliating her.”

I phoned Mom the next morning and she told me that Nathan left his room and went out about an hour after I left. Sissy Roberta appeared shortly afterwards, carrying the sheets from Nathan’s bed to the utility room. Mom followed her in there and asked what she was doing.

“Pleath Ma’am, I have to wath Mathter Nathanth theetth.”

“Did Matty make a bit of a mess?” Mom asked, enjoying the maid’s red-faced embarrassment.

“No Ma’am,” she mumbled.

“Well why the hurry to wash them then? Come on, speak up Sissy Roberta, or do I have to beat it out of you?”

“It wath me, Ma’am, I made the meth.”

“How did you… oh, you naughty little slut! You dribbled didn’t you?”

“Yeth Ma’am, I’m thowy Ma’am, I couldn’t help ith.”

“Nonsense!” Mom retorted. “You’re a dirty little slut who gets off on seducing real men and persuading them to push their dicks up her sissy bottom! I bet Nathan was livid with you!”

“Pleath Ma’am, he…. I mean, Mathter Nathan…”

“Out with it girl, stop stammering!”

“He made me make a meth too, Ma’am.”

“Oh… I see. So, while I’ve spent the afternoon fending for myself, you’ve spent your time seducing young men and persuading them to milk your tiny sissy balls with their dicks! Not once, but twice! You’re supposed to receive a milking no more than once every three months or so, not twice a day! Who do you think you are girl?”

“I’m thowy Ma’am.”

“Don’t ever try and tell me you’re not gay you little faggot, you’re obsessed with cock! Wait until Kate hears about this! Imagine how she will feel about her husband being unfaithful to her… again! And this time with men!”

“Pleath Ma’am, they weren’t orgasmth, I couldn’t do it properly, not all thquathed up in the cathe. It was jutht like when I milk mythelf for you. There wathent even any releith, I promith!”

“Well there’ll be no milkings for you before your cold bath cage cleaning for a while, I can promise you that. Maybe not ever. You don’t deserve such considerations. You’re a selfish little slut! Get on with your laundry. As soon as you get the washing machine started come to my room. That is if you don’t mind of course, and you don’t have any other cocks to seduce.”

“She looked so tired and a little shell shocked, when she arrived at my bedroom door,” Mom told me. “I almost felt sorry for her. But not enough to override my needs. I used her for over an hour then dismissed her to see to Nathan’s bedding. Nathan had warned her that he expected his sheets washed, dried, ironed and put back on his bed by the time he returned. I was feeling a little bitchy, so I told her, once she had that done, she needed to catch up on the housework she’d missed while seducing poor young Matty.”

It was, according to Mom, a very beaten down, worn out and sexually frustrated sissy maid who quietly crept into her Mistress’s room after midnight. “She must have been hoping to get laid down on the floor at the foot of my bed and get some much-needed rest. She thought I was asleep, but I had been lying awake thinking about how much I’ve come to enjoy being a complete bitch to the poor hapless creature. It’s right what you told me dear, sadism can be quite addictive once you overcome your initial feelings of guilt. So, I told the little slut to crawl under my duvet and get busy with her tongue. I made her carry on and on until I was just too exhausted to continue. Then I told her to kiss my feet while I went to sleep.”

Mom’s description of her cruelty caused me to miss having a sissy maid at my beck and call. I had not allowed her to touch me since I gave her to Mom because I knew how much my rejection and indifference to her in favour of my boyfriend would drive home her Uxo status. But now I was wondering if I had cut my nose off to spite my face. I resolved to start making use of Sissy Roberta again soon. Gavin kept me well satisfied as a woman but I had developed needs that only a submissive sissy could address.


Chapter 12: Carrying My Boyfriend’s Baby

Several months later Gavin and I visited Mom to show her a very special photograph. After much excited discussion I called Sissy Roberta in from the kitchen where she was on hands and knees cleaning the grout between the floor tiles with a toothbrush. I knew she would be rushing to remove her long latex pinny, then quickly checking her appearance in the hallway mirror before entering the lounge, where she paused to curtsy and stand to attention, eyes cast down awaiting instructions.

“I’ve brought something for you to see, Sissy Roberta,” I stated, indicating the ultrasound picture on the coffee table in front of me.

“Yeth Mith,” she curtsied before kneeling and picking up the picture from the table. There was a hush in the room as Mom and I waited to see what her reaction would be.

“Pleath Mith, itth a baby,” she whispered as she looked up at me in shock.

“It’s not just any baby,” I smiled. “It’s my baby.”

“Pleath Mith, I don’t underthtand.”

“It’s very simple, Sissy Roberta, Gavin has made me pregnant. I’m at two months now.”

“You’re pregnanth?” she whispered, looking up at me with tears in her eyes.

“Yes, isn’t it wonderful? This handsome brute has put a kid in me and made me the happiest woman in the world!”

“But you thed you never wanted kidth!” she pleaded.

“That was before I had a real man!” That started the poor sissy crying.

“Gavin darling, would you deal with this please?”

“No problem,” Gavin smiled as he stood up. “Garage sissy, now!”

“Do as you’re told, Sissy Roberta,” Mom warned her. “Or get out of my house and don’t come back. It’s up to you.”

“Mind if I join you,” Nathan asked Gavin.

“Not at all,” Gavin smiled as the two of them followed the sobbing maid to the garage.

The whole scene had me soaking wet between my legs and I couldn’t resist following them. I was already wearing a cashmere sweater, but I grabbed my coat too, it was bound to be very cold in the garage.

By the time I got there the maid was naked apart from stockings and heels. The boys had strung her up by her wrists from a ceiling beam and strapped a ball gag into her mouth. They were laughing as they discussed what implements they were going to use to beat some cooperation and respect into the maid.

Gavin chose a thick bamboo cane and Nathan went for the leather riding crop. Taking their positions in front and behind the terrified sissy maid they began whipping their implements of torture through the air making her cry out in fear and dread. They began with her thighs, front and back, circling around after each pair of blows to swap sides for the next vicious cut. Sissy Roberta was screaming through her gag despite me telling her to keep the noise down. Eventually I had to take off my coat and jumper and wrap them tightly around her head to stifle her cries.

“She might not be able to breathe through all that,” Nathan warned.

“Well then she’ll have no air to scream with, will she?” I responded. “I’m going back inside, its freezing out here. Have fun boys!”

Mom and I enjoyed a cup of tea while we talked excitedly about her grandchild to be. When Gavin and Nathan eventually came back inside they were followed by a very cowed looking maid.

“Sissy Roberta has something she wants to say to you,” Gavin smiled as he sat beside me.

“Pleath Mithtreth,” she mumbled as she curtsied.

“Speak up slut!” Gavin commanded, making her jump.

“Pleath Mithtreth, pleath may I congtrthulathe you and Mathter Gavin on your wonderful newth. I’m tho pleathed that you found a real man who can satisfy you and give you the baby you wanth.”

“That’s better,” I smiled. “Now if you’d had that attitude to begin with Gavin and Nathan wouldn’t have had to use their valuable time teaching you to be more respectful of your Mistress, would they?”

“No Mithtreth,”

“Well don’t you have something to say to them?”

“Yeth Mithtreth, thank you Mathter Gavin, thank you Mathter Nathan,” the red-faced sissy said as she curtsied to each of her grinning tormentors in turn. “Thank you for teathing me to be more rethpectfull of my Mithtreth.”

“Right, now cheer up. You know very well this is for the best. It’s in everyone’s interest, including yours. I’ll be needing more help with housework as my pregnancy develops and Mom has agreed to bring you to my house twice a week instead of once. So, you’ll get to see more of me. I’ll need you to take on all laundry duties for a start and, if you’re a very good sissy maid, I might be persuaded to allow you to suck my dirty underwear clean in your mouth before you wash it by hand. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Yeth Mithtreth, thank you Mithtreth,” she tried her best to offer a smile as she stood to attention in front of me.

“I might even require certain other services of an intimate nature once I get closer to full term and the attentions of the father of my baby become too uncomfortable for me. Then perhaps you’ll get the opportunity to remind me why I allowed you back into my life after you disgraced yourself. Of course you will need my boyfriend’s permission. Speaking of which, we must consider his needs too and, if I’m unable to address them or too tired, then you might even have the honour of showing him what you’ve learned from Matty and Nathan. In fact, for a sissy maid locked in permanent chastity, consigned to a sexless existence where your needs and desires are ignored for the rest of your life, you could be very busy helping your betters with theirs.”

“Pleath Mithtreth,” Sissy Roberta asked. “I love you tho mutht. May I kith your feeth, pleath Mithtreth?”

“You’d better ask the father of my baby,” I taunted her cruelly.

“Pleath Thir, may I kith my Mithtreth,th feeth?”

“Go ahead, but make it quick,” Gavin smirked. “One little kiss on the sole of each shoe, don’t touch her stockings. Then you’d better go and get on with your cleaning, or you’ll be catching another beating from your Mother in Law.”

A while later I wandered into the kitchen to see how Sissy Roberta was doing. She went to stand when she heard my heels on the tiles, but I told her to stay on her knees and carry on scrubbing. As I stood over her menacingly, looking imperiously down on her she could not tear her eyes away from my sexy peep toed stilettos. I knew she would be imagining kissing them then removing one of them to hold it over her nose and mouth, breathing in my scent as she licked the inside of my shoe. Maybe she was even daring to dream of being allowed to apply her devoted sissy lips to my tiny stockinged foot. As I thought about how desperately frustrated, she must be, locked in chastity unable to even get hard much less enjoy a satisfying orgasm, day after day, week after week, month after month, soon to be year after year; I was getting very turned on and could feel the dampness between my legs.

I so wanted to order the maid onto her back, remove my panties and sit on her face but what if someone came in? Fuck it, I needed this, why should I deny myself? Pulling up my skirt, I shuffled out of my silk knickers, snapped at Sissy Roberta to get on her back, and plonked my now soaking wet pussy straight down onto her adoring face. It can’t have been pleasant for the poor wretch laying there on the cold tiled floor, her formerly immaculate uniform soaking up the soapy water and her head pressed down against the hard floor.

Her comfort was the furthest thing from my mind though, as I ground the pussy that used to belong exclusively to her, the pussy that was now out of bounds to her locked away cock, the pussy that my lover had free and easy access to whenever he wanted it, the pussy he had filled so many times with his virile sperm which had eventually made me pregnant, over her nose and mouth. I had to jam the back of my hand into my mouth to stifle my scream as I came harder than I’d ever done in my life before.

I sat back on the maid’s chest for a while catching my breath before leaning forward and spitting into his face. I managed to stand up on shaky legs and kick my discarded knickers across the floor to her. “A present for you sissy, you can give them back to me next time, washed and ironed.”

“I love you,” she announced as she stared up at me in total devotion.

My heels clicked against the tiles as I stepped back over to him, raising one foot to press my sharp stiletto heel against her cheek. “If you ever dare speak to me again without being spoken to slut,” I announced, “I’ll have Gavin and Nathan take you out to the garage, gag you properly and spend a whole day competing to see who can hurt you the most!” With that I turned and walked out of the kitchen, smiling at the thought of how Mom would react when she saw the state of her maid’s uniform. Of course she would blame the stupid maid, not me. I was, after all, her darling pregnant daughter.

As I made my way back to the lounge I was surfing on the massive wave of bitchy-power-rush coursing through my body and mind. It was a massive and arousing wave because of how I’d treated the sissy maid. It truly meant almost nothing to me to be so cruel and heartless to my former husband, now my, or rather Mom’s, maid. It simply felt right. It felt appropriate. My sissy’s suffering was just a manifestation of my power and pitilessness.

As Sissy Roberta went quietly back to work, miserably and inconsolably, in the kitchen, still close to tears, I knew she would be thinking about her Mistress in the throes of a huge orgasm. She would be trying to deal with the realisation that such pleasure and release will never be something she gets to feel, ever again. Despite herself and her desire to not feel what she feelt, she could not help that she was in awe of her me; my relaxed, unashamed cruelty, my total dominance, my depraved sexual hedonism. She knew her Mistress was a rare and precious deity, she also knew there are literally tens of thousands of submissive males around the world that would not hesitate for a moment to take her place, given the opportunity. She surely wished those feelings did not dominate her mind, but they did. For a submissive like Sissy Roberta to be truly content, they must regret getting what they wished for, at least a little.


Conclusion

So here we are two years later. The man who was my husband and my equal, the man who humiliated me by trying to seduce another woman, is secured in his role as my Mom’s maid. The only clothes she possesses are maid’s uniforms, some functional, some rather more extreme in their elaborate sissiness. She must dress and always behave as what she is – a sissy. Not a man, not a woman, a sissified servant, rendered completely impotent by the metal chastity cage that is only removed for cleaning once a week under strict supervision.

“You are a quiet, modest house servant Sissy Roberta,” my Mom often reminds her. “I am your owner, your life, such as it is, belongs to me. You should consider it your duty and your honour to serve your superiors in any way they desire. And by superiors, I mean everyone you meet. In return I shall consider it my duty to make your life as dreary, as emasculating, as sexually frustrating and as and humiliating as I possibly can. Your wife has replaced you with a far better man. You should be eternally grateful to her for making the effort to understand your needs and taking the time to mould you into the chaste sissy maid you always dreamed of becoming.”

With Sissy Roberta’s various pensions and investments, all of which she signed over to me, I am more than comfortably well off. I consider myself extremely fortunate that I am healthy and still in my prime. I will never need to work or worry about money. My libido is extremely high, fuelled by what Mom and I have done and continue to do to our maid. The beneficiary of that is my wonderful partner, Gavin, who has given me a beautiful daughter. Gavin and I live a wonderful life of leisure, socialising and holidaying at will, dining out, partying and making love endlessly.

Sissy Roberta, on the other hand, remains completely sexless apart from the occasions when one of us uses her for our own pleasure. On those occasions not the slightest thought is given to her needs or desires, she is simply a sex toy or, as my brother Nathan calls her, ‘a cum dump’.

Wearing her uniform every single day she cleans both Mom’s house and mine, top to bottom. Three hundred and sixty-five days a year of domestic servitude without any semblance of reward save the honour of being of use to us. Curtsying and mincing she goes about her life of drudgery, ever conscious of how mean and unfair Mom and I can be when inspecting her work.

The maid never leaves Mom’s house except to go to mine. She is not allowed to watch TV, read or engage in any leisure time interests or hobbies. Indeed, she has no leisure time. On the rare occasions she is not engaged in housework or serving the personal needs of one of us, me, Mom, Gavin, Nathan or one of his friends, she is put away out of sight. She may be bound in sensory deprivation or forced to endure stress position bondage for hours, all of which she accepts without daring to complain for fear of us making it even worse. Her life is monotonous, frustrating and exhaustive.

Sometimes I catch her looking at herself in the mirror, examining her uniform, maid’s cap covering her own hair which is now longer and cut in a very feminine style, her perfect makeup and her ladies’ heels and I wonder if she is thinking back to when she used to fantasise about becoming my sissy maid. Surely the reality is much different to the fantasy.

One of the biggest revelations for me has been that it is OK to be a sadist. Your sub wants you to be a sadist. By sadist I mean a person who gets a power rush and becomes aroused inflicting pain. My recent exploration of this phenomenon over the last two years or so has resulted in me now enjoying my most ever, by miles, satisfying sex life of powerful, quickly arriving orgasms!

It must be hard for non-submissives to imagine why anyone would want to waste their life living as a servant with so little freedom and dignity. But the truth is that Sissy Roberta has no choice, she cannot leave. Not because she would be homeless and penniless. Not even because she is afraid that I would send the most humiliating and embarrassing videos and pictures to everyone she ever knew. No, the reason she cannot leave is that she is in love with and in awe of her Mistress. She simply adores me and cannot live without me. I took everything from her but still she worships me.

For an uxo like Sissy Roberta, the feeling of being helplessly in the power of a woman needs to be real to achieve the best power rush for the Domme and the deepest submissive contentment in the sub. It is wonderfully symbiotic. I have now realised absolute honesty provides a simple solution. The honesty that; she is a sexually submissive sissy, and she cannot live a contented life without being helplessly in the power of a pitiless, cruel, dominant woman. So I will be that pitiless, cruel, dominant woman, but I will be free to do whatever I want with or to her. She craves domination, and I will dominate her, but my way! She does not get to set boundaries or choose fantasies.

This is real power. I dominate her my way, doing whatever I want, or I do not dominate her at all. My sissy maid currently seriously regrets a good few things in my and my Mom’s current regimen for her, but she knows she must endure them or she gets no domination at all. Not only would she get no domination at all, but she would also never get to touch me, and never get to see me erotically dressed ever again.

And this real power works both ways. I am almost constantly feeling a power rush over how I own this former male, over being able to do whatever I want with or to her. It is intoxicating. When she pleads or ‘complains’, I ask her, do you need and want my domination or not? She knows what is coming next as she whispers that she does. “Well it’s domination my way or no domination at all isn’t it slut. And domination my way, means I do whatever the fuck I want, with you or to you.”

On the rare occasions I allow her to serve me intimately it makes her weak to her knees. In these moments she becomes her most submissive and thinks ‘Yes, this is why I am a maid’. She lives for those moments. Even when she is away from me, with Mom, living as her maid, still she feels my power over her and does everything she can to please Mom as my proxy.

When I think about the sissy’s current regimen of denial and her future of absolute and permanent sexual frustration for the rest of her life, my arousal is very considerable indeed, leading to the speed of arrival and intensity of my orgasms, be they with my lover, with my vibrator or with the sissy striving to please me with her wonderful worshipful mouth. Overlapping thoughts of how utterly decadently cruel and pitiless I am being, and of how powerful I feel, fuel my arousal. Until one has experienced this source of arousal, it is hard to imagine the nature of its existence.

Over the past two years I have taken a long-term lover, moved him into my house and had a baby with him. I have kept my former husband, then maid, now Mom’s maid, chaste with, initially increasingly wide spaced and unsatisfying episodes of relief, episodes which can now only occur when the sissy’s prostate is sufficiently stimulated by the cock of a real man invading her sissy ass. She is fully shaven below the eyebrows, feminine attire is permanent and punishment both disproportionate, unfair and constantly at the forefront of her mind. Obedience, humiliation, teasing, tormenting and bondage are all part of her everyday existence, as of course is her servitude.
This is the lifestyle she dreamed of, and I have given it to her. It’s strange how an event, that seems, when it occurs, to signal a disastrous end to all things good, can, in a short space of time, prove to be the best thing that could have happened and a source of heretofore undreamed-of pleasure and satisfaction.

Uxos are such funny, paradoxical creatures. I have no doubt when Sissy Roberta’s head hits the pillow (which for her consists of an old pair of my slippers) that regardless of, or indeed because of the appallingly cruel and heartless treatment she will have suffered at the hands of one or all of her tormentors, she will be in even more awe of me than ever, even more worshipful and fully contented on that higher level of meeting her uxo needs; To feel helplessly in the power of a pitiless dominant woman with a mean streak.


Thank you for reading my book, I hope you enjoyed it!

Please look out for other titles by Victoria de Sade!
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