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Hayride

Old habits apparently died hard for Connor, he lay on the itchy straw dreaming about his wife Ella. Wife, he wasn’t sure if he could really call her that anymore, even in his head. It had been over a year since she had sent him to the barn, then he had gone willingly, excitedly even. She had finally agreed after months and months of him bothering her to play out his dirty little fantasy. He had asked her time and time again to keep him in the old barn on their property as her pony. He had fixed up the barn to make it a bit nicer, built a small chariot she could attach to his harness, so she could ride him. He had already purchased all the gear including the bit that would keep him from speaking. He had bought her a fine leather whip and riding crop along with high black leather boots and a set of nice tan jodhpurs which he had previously given to her as a gift.

She had finally relented agreeing to keep him in the barn for two weeks where he would stay, not allowed to be released early nor be treated like a human during that time. He could still remember that night, he had been completely ecstatic when she helped him into the restraining harness and put him in the barn that first night. He rode an incredible high that night, but the rest of the two weeks turned out to be unlike what he expected. 

Connor tried to resist playing out the memories of that time in his head as he had done countless times before, it always bothered him, but he just couldn’t help it. Before he could stop himself, he was vividly recalling all of it, down to the slightest detail and with achingly painful clarity.

Ella just kept him there in the barn that first week, barely even letting him out of the stall. She checked on him twice a day but there had been no sexual interaction, no flirting or teasing like he had hoped for. She hadn’t worn the clothes he had bought her nor taken him for rides with the chariot he had made. She had only ever pet him a few times but mostly she just filled his feed and water before leaving again. By the end of the second week, she was scarcely paying him any attention at all and only visiting in the morning to make sure he had food and water before immediately exiting the bar, not to return until the following day. As the end of the second week approached Connor was incredibly bored and horny as the harness he was kept in didn’t allow him to reach his dick in order to masturbate. In his desperation, he had even tried to find something to hump in the stall, but nothing worked.

The final day, the day of release he had been so desperately waiting for finally came. When she arrived at the barn however something was a bit off. Ella’s hair was disheveled and the top few buttons of her shirt undone. She leaned against the fence just staring at him in his stall. Her behavior was incalculable, and Connor didn’t know what to make of it.

Connor’s brain kicked into high gear, racing with nervous adrenaline. What was she doing? She was going to let him out right? What was she waiting for? Why was she staring at him like that? Finally, with a heavy sigh, the beautiful curly haired brunette moved into the stall with him, looking resigned and downhearted.

What the hell was that about? Connor wondered to himself, why does she look so upset. He took a nervous step or two in the awkward bonds that he had been kept in helping to enforce the aspects of his position as a pony. Ella began to undo some of the clasps and harness buckles, necessitating her getting close to his cock. As she brushed it with her hand Connor became painfully and instantly hard. He had already been semi-hard, anxious to finally end this farce of a fantasy. Connor noticed something seem to stir in his wife though when she brushed his cock. She seemed to actually be paying attention to him for the first time in the past two weeks. She started unbuckling the harness a lot more slowly and Connor began to prance in anticipation. 

“Something the matter boy?” Ella asked, before reaching between his legs and fondling him lightly. The contact was electric for Connor as if someone had just touched a live wire to his spine. He went rigid and moaned into the bit gag. 

“Oh,” His wife giggled. “Someone does like this.”

Connor tried to turn to view her as she stopped fondling him and took a step back. The look in her eye intrigued and at the same time terrified him. She was staring at his cock intensely but dispassionately as if examining it logically and scientifically.

She took another step back putting a hand to her chin as if thinking. “No, I think….” She said softly as if speaking to herself. What was she doing Connor wondered, the harness was almost off, he was close to having sex with his wife and ending this horribly failed fantasy.

“I think.” She said again. “You can stay like this.” Her words became louder and firm as she stopped talking to herself and started talking at him, at him as if he was just a pony.

No Connor yelled or tried to through the binding bit gag. All that came out was an unintelligible garble.

“Calm down boy,” Ella said in a commanding tone.

Calm down? Calm down? Connor thought wildly, he couldn’t calm down. He couldn’t be left like this. He immediately started bucking and wriggling, trying to free himself from the rest of the harness, jerking wildly on the teether around his neck attached to the back wall of the stall.

“Connor!” Ella said commandingly. “Calm down!”

He ignored her and continued his desperate bid for escape, shrugging and jumping, trying to free himself. The harness was loose, but enough buckles weren’t undone, perhaps he could snap a few of them he thought desperately. Sudden pain blossomed along his exposed ass, sharp and distinct. A second later he heard the crack, he felt another lash of pain upon his thigh this time and he dropped from the unexpected feeling. 

His wife stood just outside the stall having taken the whip off the pegboard where it had hung set out for her by Connor when he had prepared the barn for his two-week stay. She hadn’t used it, she hadn’t even touched it the entire time, until now.

“Connor!” She said in an authoritative tone. “You stay still and lay right there, or I will whip you again.”

He lay on the ground gasping in pain into the gag, he had never realized just how much a whip would hurt. Of course, he had never expected her to use it in earnest, this was way beyond his fantasy. Ella eyed him suspiciously before stepping quickly into his stall. She immediately redid up his harness, fastening the buckles securely before stepping outside of the stall and closing the gate.

“Now, I know you're excited Connor, about remaining my pony.” Ella began.

Connor missed the next bit of what she said. Excited? How could he be excited? How could she have misread the situation so badly? How could he be excited about remaining like this? Her next words brought his attention back to her.

“But you can’t go jumping around like that, someone could get hurt. So, it’s clear to me you will require extensive training, perhaps a couple of months or more. I think I have a good idea of just what to do to get it for you, and it will work out wonderfully for me too.” She blew him a loving kiss and left the barn.

Connor lay there on the pile of hay absolutely stunned. Had she really just left him here when he was supposed to get out? More importantly, had she really said the word months? Surely, surely she wouldn’t do that. This must just be her idea of the game perhaps? Finally, playing along with him when she saw how aroused he had become? That must be it he told himself, because the other possibility, the possibility where he was trapped here like this for several months was simply too much to take.

Even though it was morning Connor felt exhausted, his previous hard on dissipated; he simply tried to get as comfortable as he could on his bed of hay before falling asleep. He awoke the next morning tired and groggy from oversleeping to a pair of voices. The first he recognized as his wife, Ella. The second voice was unfamiliar to him, but it sounded strong, a female voice tinted with a stiff accent.

“There he is,” Ella said as the pair of women came around the corner. His wife was dressed in far more provocative clothing than was her usual and she looked far cheerier than her normal disposition. The woman standing beside her was dressed in what two weeks ago would have been Connor’s ultimate fantasy. She had long, dark, and perfectly straight hair with a black riding helmet tucked up under one arm. She had on a tight-fitting white shirt, tan riding pants, and long black leather boots. She held a riding crop in her other hand and swished it expertly through the air. “You! Up, Up, UP!” She said loudly at Connor who had already been rising.

The new woman looked him up and down critically. “Yes, I can see I have my work cut out for me.” She said in her slower, almost strung out accent. “Is good that you called.”

“Yes,” Ella replied happily. “You have a great reputation with training ponies. He seemed to really get excited about the whole situation and his new life, so I wanted to make sure I found the best trainer possible. Money isn’t really a problem for me, I have access to all his bank accounts, so I can afford to pay you fees. I even have a couple of spare bedrooms, I’d be happy to pay extra so you can stay here and get more training time in with him.”

“I think we can work something out. I will discuss the possibilities with you tonight at dinner, yes?”

“That sounds great. I’m got to get going now, I have things to do.” Ella responded joyously. She reached over the gate and patted the side of Connor’s face fondly. “Have a good time with Sasha Connor, I’m sure she will take good care of you and have you in perfect pony form in no time!” With that, she left the barn, a visible spring in her step.

What the hell was she so excited about Connor wondered. He turned to eye the stern-looking Sasha. She stared at him, it was practically a glare, he shied away from her gaze as subtly as he could, but he didn’t miss the look of satisfaction that crossed her face when he did. 

“Well, first things first ya?” Sasha said opening the gate and stepping into his stall. Connor backed away, but she grabbed ahold of his teether and positioned him so that his back was to her and he couldn’t do much other than sway back and forth. “We must establish which one of us is in charge, and which one of us is the horse.” With that she brought her riding crop down on his ass, it was a swift sharp sting and he winced.

“Ohhhh, pony.” She said. “We are only just getting started.”

Close to an hour later Connor was slumped against the wall. His ass cut and bruised from Sasha’s crop. She stood behind him looking satisfied with her work. She loosened his tether so that he could move about his stall again. “I am going to have lunch now, I will be back, and we’ll begin your training with some simple exercises to get you into shape for your owner.”

Connor just lay there, his ass on fire, he didn’t think he would even be able to get up let alone do any sort of simple exercises. Oh, but how he was wrong, Sasha was nothing if not a taskmaster, and so it went. The first few days were the worst for him. Sasha was relentless, and she pushed him far past exhaustion, she drove him so hard he didn’t have the strength to resist. Not that he would, she had made it clear to him the first day if he ever did she would make the first session with the crop seem like feather tickling, promising to use the whip Connor himself had given his wife.

By the end of the month, Connor was the perfect pony, and his wife was joining Sasha for rides in a chariot he himself had built for this very purpose. They ran him along various trails through the woods surrounding Ella’s house. Some days they would stop and have a picnic drinking wine while he stood tethered to a tree, other days Sasha would make him jump hurdles in mock tournaments, competing against impossible times that Sasha had made up, insisting that other “ponies” could do it. During these Ella would sometimes stand at the sideline clapping enthusiastically whenever he cleared a jump.

It wasn’t till one summery evening when the two women were stabling him for the night that Sasha told Ella his training was almost complete. “There isn’t much else I can teach him, Ella, he still has far to go before attaining any semblance of mastery, but the basic skills are there. There is little more for me to do.”

“I see.” Said Ella “So what do you think I should do with him?” She asked Sasha as if Connor couldn’t understand the conversation going on right in front of him. 

Sasha shrugged a non-caring shoulder. “Ride him? Keep him to fulfill your desires or let him remain unused here in the barn for the remainder of his life. If neither of these things suits you, you could always sell him.” 

“Sell him?” Ella asked, her tone implying she was more curious as to how such a thing would work rather than aghast at the idea of actually selling her husband. Connor’s mind blurred as the conversation continued, the women not taking notice of the grunting noise of distress he made through the gag.

“Yes, he wouldn’t fetch the highest price or anything but there are those who would pay well for a pony with his basic instructions. I can give you the names and contact information if you like.”

Ella finally glanced at Connor and saw the pleading he was attempting at putting in his eyes, hoping she could read his feelings. “Perhaps,” Ella said slowly “I’ll take the information just in case, thank you, Sasha. I’ll finish bedding him down for the night and see you for breakfast in the morning?”

“Of course,” Sasha responded, and she left Ella alone with Connor in the barn.

Ella turned to face a desperate-looking Connor, as he tried to beg her with his eyes to simply take the gag out. Connor was sure if he could just talk to her, just explain this was all a mistake, that this wasn’t what he wanted anymore. That he wanted everything to go back to the way it had been before all this, that she would understand and set him free.

Finally, Ella spoke giving no indication she had understood his silent pleadings at all. “Things can’t go back to the way they were Connor.”

Connor’s face fell as his heart plummeted at his wife’s crushing words. “You see Connor I have a boyfriend, I’ve been seeing someone behind your back, even before we tried all those pony stuff.” She waved her hand indicatively at the barn and its contents. “He makes me truly happy and I enjoy being with him. I had him over every night those first two weeks you were locked down here in this barn and it was Glorious. We made love two or three times a day at least and his cock is so satisfyingly thick.” She said, her voice taking on a tone of lust. She glanced at his slightly less than average-sized cock. “Unlike yours Connor.”

She paced the stall’s gate in front of him and he tracked her with his eyes, unable to look away as she sentenced him to this life, permanently. “I was dreading the day I had to let you out, those two weeks had been so wonderful with you locked up down here and I just couldn’t stand the thought of things going back to the boring way they had been, but then I saw just how much this being a pony business turned you on. It was then that I realized the solution to both our problems. I can keep my boyfriend and all your money, and this wonderful lifestyle and you get to live your lifelong dream of being a horse. I remember how often you used to tell me that fantasy about being kept like this forever.

She looked at him, getting very close, her face pressed near his in some kind of euphoric desperation for him to understand. “So, you see Connor, this really is perfect for all of us. My boyfriend and I can keep fucking and you can keep being a horse.” With that his wife leaned forward and kissed him on the head before withdrawing for the night, leaving a crushed and broken Connor behind.

Connor managed to pull himself out of his self-abusive thoughts of those first few weeks well over a year ago as he heard a loud noise coming close to the barn. He got up quickly and tried to peek through the crack in one of the wood slats on the barn. He could just make out what looked like a trailer. Not a moment after he managed to identify the thing outside the barn several people came into the barn talking to each other. It startled Connor and he took a nervous step back inside the stall. The only people in his year and a half spent in the barn that had ever come in had been his wife Ella and the trainer Sasha though he hadn’t seen her in close to a year.

However, she stood among the crowd of people now, dressed as he had seen her before. With her were what looked to be two strong men, dressed like farmhands. Standing a little apart from her was another woman, older and dressed in rich refined clothing. Beside them was Connor’s wife Ella and a man Connor had never seen before, he was tall, dark, and handsome. The boyfriend Connor guessed, he had never come down here before. Even now a flash of shame ran through Connor at being cuckolded and kept as a horse by his wife, the feeling doubled down by being seen in such a predicament by so many strangers.

Ella stepped forward, away from her handsome boyfriend. “Connor, today is a very special day. You see” She held up her hand in front of his face so that he could see a diamond ring on her finger. “Amell has asked me to marry him and of course I said yes.” 

Connor stood stunned facing the crowd and his wife, now-former wife. Unable to even make a sound.

Ella blushed happily “I know you are just super excited for us but as you can imagine this does present me with a bit of a problem. However, I’ve come up with the perfect plan. I’ve already filled the divorce papers so that part is taken care of but since I can’t have you hanging around and I don’t want to ruin your dreams of being a horse I’ve decided to sell you to Lady Margaret. You see she has a stable where she keeps several ponies, so you’ll even have someone to frolic with at her pasture. This way we both still get what we want.”

“Noooo” Connor tried to say into the bit gag but as always it came out unintelligible.

Seeing the desperation and pain in his eyes Lady Margaret announced. “I’ll take him. Carlos, Bart, load him into the trailer please.” She then turned to Ella. “Shall we conclude the paperwork in your office?”

“That sounds lovely,” Ella responded. “I’d like to get this settled and done with as soon as possible.”

The End

Silly Sissy Maid

Elliot teetered in the ridiculous nine-inch heels as he tried to dust the top of the old grandfather clock. His skirt hiked up high as it was designed to do for the thousandth time that day. As it did it revealed the stylish, silk French panties he wore. The custom-designed maids' outfit he wore left little to the imagination and he was constantly tugging at it to fruitlessly try and cover the cruel steel cage his wife, Olivia had locked over his now useless cock the first night she had made him her bitch.


Elliot moved to the fireplace mantle still stumbling in the impossibly high heels which were secured to his aching feet with leather cuffs and individual locks that jingled as he walked, or rather minced. In order to enforce a more feminine walking pattern in him, his wife had hobbled his ankles so that he couldn't do more than shuffle.
Olivia told him he looked adorable which only served to further his humiliation. This hadn't been at all what he had hope for when his wife came to him saying she wanted to spice up the sex life. What she hadn't told him is that it was her sex life that would get all the spice while his would become nonexistent.


Olivia had taken to having multiple lovers, sometimes more than one at once. Often whenever one of her lovers was over which was more and more frequently she simply locked him in his closet down in the basement where she kept him when he wasn't cleaning her house, doing her dishes, or preparing her meals.


Sometimes though she would make Elliot watch while Olivia’s lover gleefully ravished her in front of her pathetic sissy husband. Whenever this occurred he was Always made to thank her bull for fulfilling his wife with cock when he could not. She would then have Elliot clean her clit of all her lover’s cum with his tongue. As much as he hated the embarrassment of such a command it was the only time he was ever allowed near his wife's sex and it became something he desired more than anything, his sickening guilty pleasure.


Finished with his dusting he glanced at the clock and groaned. His wife would be home soon, and she would expect a full evening meal to be prepared and ready for her. Elliot wouldn't have nearly enough time. Perhaps if he rushed he thought to himself. He minced as quickly as he could from the room and into the kitchen, the various locks he wore clinking softly. He knew it was a longshot, but she had said that if everything was done properly she would release him today for an orgasm. He knew Olivia would find some tiny infarction to deny him even if he got everything done on time per the rules. She always gave him too much to do so that it was nearly impossible for him to have it all done by the time she got home. He knew it was hopeless but despite himself the possibility, no matter how slim of release spurred him on each day.


He quickly washed his hands and began preparing his wife's dinner, as he opened various items he still found his long nails to be awkward. His wife hadn't allowed him to clip them and made sure he constantly kept them painted. Just the other week he had been denied a release simply because the paint on one of his nails was chipped despite him having done everything on time that day.


Elliot was just getting the plates onto the dining table when he heard the lock click on the front door. Shit, he thought to himself. He raced into the kitchen the best he could to tidy a few things up in an ineffective manner, in the mere seconds he had left he lurched back into the dining room practically tripping on his hobbles and heels managing to ungracefully land in a kneeling position beside his wife’s chair where he remained motionless as she came sauntering into the room. He dropped his head in deference to her having been extensively trained Never to make eye contact with her unless she commanded him to do so or engaged in it first.


“Maid,” she said in an indifferent tone as she walked past, indicating that he could get up. He did so and immediately pulled her chair out for her. She instead walked past him to do something in the kitchen. He knew better however than to leave his post and remained holding her chair out while she purposely made him wait. It was just another subtle reminder to him that she held all the power in their relationship. After a few moments, she came back into the dining room and seated herself in the chair. After that, he resumed the painful position of standing at attention beside her while she ate.


The meal itself looked absolutely mouthwatering to him, he had gotten very good at preparing and cooking food over the last several months. His own diet left much to be desired, shortly before going to bed she permitted him a short fifteen-minute break in which he was allowed to drink water and eat a rather bland form of gruel she prepared for him on a weekly basis. It was the only chore in the entire house she did anymore. 


She sat eating the food slowly, savoring it tauntingly in front of him.


“This is very good Maid, it’s too bad you aren’t allowed to have any.”


“Yes, Mistress.” He responded dutifully.


“And why is that?” She asked casually, taking another slow bite.


“Because this food is far above my station Mistress.” He responded saying what he knew she expected him to.


“Ah yes.” She said as if she could have possibly forgotten.


She ate silently for another few moments while he stood, his feet aching in the extremely high heels. Several uncomfortable minutes went by while he waited with nail-biting frustration. He knew the next part of the conversation. He knew what she would ask, what he was expected to say, knew the further agonizing delay as she decided if she agreed with his assessment and the almost inevitable despair that would come with her response. Finally, she asked the question.


“How was your day today Maid?” she asked.


“Joyfully spent performing my duties for you Mistress.” He responded, putting as much enthusiasm into his voice as he possibly could.


“And did you perform all of these duties in their entirety and correctly Maid?” She casually inquired.


“Yes, Mistress.” He said, trying not to hold his breath with anticipation. If she agreed, if she would only agree with him he would be allowed out, she would unlock his chastity cage and he would have five whole glorious minutes with his hand in order to get off before she locked the cage back on.


There was a moment’s pause from her before she responded. “I noticed the mail wasn’t brought inside today Maid.”


He practically groaned having forgotten to retrieve the mail that morning and thrown yet another chance to masturbate away.


“Silly Sissy Maid, it’s clear you didn’t complete all of your duties. I will not release you tonight and I will of course have to punish you for your blatant disobedience. Therefore, tonight you will spend the night on the stick.”


He bit down hard on his tongue trying to make any noise of displeasure that would only compound his punishment. Instead, he forced out a meek and contrite apology. “I am sorry for having failed you, Mistress.”


“Yes Maid, you have failed me, every day now for, what is it the last three months?” She asked.


“Yes, Mistress, three months.” He said. She knew full well how long she had been denying him the pleasure of an orgasm.


“Well, I think it’s more than clear that issue needs to be addressed, perhaps in a most permanent fashion.” She waved him off with a dismissive hand. “Go and eat then report to your room, we will start your punishment promptly.”


He managed to hide the grimace as he turned to go and eat. Normally she at least let him stay out for a couple of hours after her returning home for serving purposes, but it looks like he would be retired early tonight and for once he wasn’t thankful for it. He was not looking forward to spending the additional time on the stick.


He ate his gruel quickly for he knew if he wasn’t fast enough he wouldn’t be allowed to finish and despite the blandness of the meal it was far better than an empty stomach.


“Maid” his wife called. “Report to your room.”


He trembled slightly at the calmness in her voice but obeyed, quickly cleaning up and heading into the basement where his room was. His room wasn’t anything more than a slightly oversized broom closet. Inside were an old worn mattress and a meager blanket. On the wall hung his spare maid uniforms, exact replicas of the one he wore now and below them a single drawer filled with frilly sissy underwear. There were several large heavy-duty eye bolts screwed into the wall at various places along with an adjustable device that held an old broom rod at various angles. The end of the broom rod had a gel coating over it and he shuttered just looking at it.


His wife stepped in behind him and adjusted the rod to her liking. “Maid, get on your stick.” She commanded him. Elliot stepped forward and dropped his silk panties to the floor and hiked up his skirt so that he could begin inserting the rod into his ass, unable to help himself he groaned as he did, and he saw in her eyes what truly terrified him. The look of pure, cold, unadulterated pleasure at his suffering.


Once the rod was fully inserted Olivia began lowering it so that it was parallel to the cold concrete floor, forcing Elliot to carefully and awkwardly lower himself as she did with the stick inside him. After he was bent over on all fours she secured two chains to eye bolts set into the wall on either side of the stick and attached the other ends to his collar, preventing him from moving forward off the stick.


His wife then disappeared from the room before rolling an expensive tv monitor into the room and placing it in front of him. She turned it on and it showed several camera angles of what use to be their bedroom. It was now simply hers since she had stripped him of everything he owned.
“I’ll be having Dan over tonight, I thought you 

might enjoy watching.” She said coolly.
“Mistress please...” He began to beg her not to make him watch and listen, but he was interrupted as she slapped him hard across the face.


“You Only speak when spoken to Maid, and you Never ask for anything.”
With that she readjusted the chains in retribution, pulling him farther back onto the rod, causing him to grunt with pain, then she flicked off the lights, shut the door to the closet, and dropped the latch into place followed by a heavy lock clicking shut.


He was left on the painful floor next to his mattress, uncomfortable and constantly probed by the anal invader. Forced to stare at the monitor and his wife’s bed. Knowing that in a little more than a half-hour he would be hearing his wife’s screams of pleasure as another man, her most recent addition to her revolving lovers ravishing her, free to pump his seed into her married pussy.
He shuddered and looked down, but looking away was almost worse, still, he didn’t want to see what was coming. His head jerked up to look at the monitor however when he heard his wife giggle. He couldn’t help it, he watched, transfixed as his wife was playfully pushed back into her bedroom by a handsomely built young man. This was no doubt Dan and he was built like a wall. He pulled his shirt over his head as Olivia assumed a come get me position on the bed, Dan’s muscles bulged as compared to Elliot’s now effeminate form and Dan put them to use as he tore Elliot’s wife’s underwear right off her. She yelled with delight as Elliot was forced to watch Dan pull out his massive cock and begin railing her, her legs up in the air kicking in her throes of passion.


Despite himself, Elliot began to grow hard inside his chastity device, at least as much as the steel cage permitted. It hurt, and he tried to think of other things to keep his dick from swelling but it was impossible over Dan’s grunts and Olivia’s cries of passion. Elliot squirmed with an intense sense of shame, pleasure, guilt, and pain but this only reminded him of the stick that his wife had cruelly impaled him upon. Any movement caused pain but unable to stop Elliot rocked back and forth on the rod that penetrated him, his only worldly desire being some form of release from his sexual frustrations.


Elliot watched helplessly for several hours as Olivia and Dan fucked multiple times before Olivia finally sent Dan home. She soon returned to her bedroom and looked directly at the main camera, knowing that Elliot would be awake and could see her. She slipped her hand down her body to rub at her wet sex. “That was, incredibly satisfying. I hope you are just as satisfied Maid.” She told the camera before reaching over and flipping off the lights. All Elliot could do was moan in frustration then uncomfortably try to settle into sleep.


The next morning, he woke up aching, his ass hurt, and his joints were all stiff from the uncomfortable position he had been forced to keep throughout his fitful sleep. Groggy he wasn’t sure what time it was in the completely darkened closet and he didn’t know what had awoken him until he heard the pounding on the door again.


That was right, it was Saturday morning, his wife didn’t have to be at work today and she often liked to wake him up early by banging on his door just to torment him. He knew she would be back shortly to release him as he would be expected to make her coffee and breakfast. If it had been a normal night she wouldn’t have locked him in and he would be expected to already be up and cooking.


The weekends were the worst for Elliot, with his wife home all day she was free to torment him. She often brought over her girlfriends and they would spend the day teasing him and having him serve their every whim. Occasionally one of Oliva’s lovers would attend the gathering as well and often participate by satisfying Olivia and her company while Elliot provided cleanup services.


When Olivia finally entered the room, Elliot could instantly tell something was different. Olivia was wearing a provocative and powerful business suit. Something completely out of character for her on the weekends. Without explaining anything she unfastened the chains that held him.


“Get up Maid, report upstairs to the dining room immediately. No need for panties today either.” She told him as he began getting up and pulling open the drawer that contained all the slutty underwear she kept for him.


She left without another word wearing a smug and satisfied look on her face as alarm bells immediately began going off in Elliot’s mind. Why was she wearing such clothing? Why wasn’t he being told to cook her breakfast? And why wasn’t he to be wearing panties? He always wore them, ever since the first night she decided to make him her feminized maid. Whatever was going on it couldn’t possibly bode well for him, but he couldn’t delay, he most certainly didn’t want to find out what would happen if he didn’t do as he was told and so he began his mincing hobble up the stairs, his feet still locked in the nine-inch heels, ankles still hobbled together.
When he arrived in the dining room he saw that the table had been set for six people. His sense of anxiety only ratcheted higher at this sight. His wife must have been the one to set them, and she never did any chores she didn’t have to, and she never did because she had Elliot for that now.


At the center of the table was a large punch bowl filled with ice and water, yet it contained nothing else in it. Unsure what to make of this Elliot simply stared at it for a moment before his wife approached silently behind him. When she spoke he nearly jumped in surprise.
“Today is a rather special day Maid.” She told him. “Today will mark a turning point in your behavior I am confident. Now get up on the table and be careful not to scratch it with those slutty heels you love wearing so much.”


Now completely confused Elliot stumbled forward. Still unsure about what was happening he did as he was told and carefully climbed up onto the dining table. Olivia moved forward and tapped his ass firmly with her hand indicating for him to move forward so that he was hovering over the bowl of ice water. She then brought out restraints, previously unseen from underneath the table, locking Elliot into place. What she did next caused Elliot’s mouth to drop open in shock. She pulled his chastity key from around her neck, reached between his legs, and unlocked his cock, letting the steel cage drop into the icy water.


Elliot instantly became hard and within seconds his dick was oozing precum at the simple luxury of being free. If Olivia hadn’t restrained him to the table beforehand he didn’t think he would have been able to prevent himself from taking his cock in hand and beginning to wildly jerk off.
Olivia looked disdainfully at his scrawny erect cock and said firmly. “Now none of that.” She then began pulling on the restraints, causing Elliot to be pulled down on top of the table until his balls hit the ice water. He let out a yelp as he shrank instantly but Olivia didn’t stop pulling until his entire package was submerged in the frigid ice bath.


“Now Maid, pay attention because in a few hours Erika and Vanessa will be here along with Dan, Michael, and Blaine. You are to be on your absolute best behavior while they are here. They are your guests and this party I’m throwing is for you.”


“For me?” Elliot stammered his, voice struck by the cold coursing through his nether region.
“Yes, for you Maid. They have all agreed to come and bear witness to your servitude to me. Isn’t that kind of them Maid?”


Elliot, unsure of what his wife meant or how to respond decided to answer tentatively but positively as that was often the safest bet with her in what she expected of him. “I, yes Mistress, very kind indeed.” 

“Good, I’m glad you agree. Now, wait here patiently while I get things ready for the party and for your guests to arrive.” She told him conversationally as if he had a choice in the matter.
The next couple of hours were excruciatingly drawn out as he anxiously awaited things to unfold, listening to every noise his straining ears could hear, anything to give him a clue as to what his wife was preparing in the other rooms. He heard her go in and out several times and make a few loud noises, as she rolled something across the floor.


Occasionally Olivia would enter the room to check on him, once or twice when the water started to warm to something above freezing she would silently add a bucket of ice to it, and eventually, he simply went numb. Finally, almost mercifully despite the shame of it the guests began to arrive.


The first to enter was Erika, a young nubile and scantily clad Erika. Whenever she came over she always made sure to wear the shortest skirts, the tightest shirts. She seemed to pick her clothing specifically so that she could flash Elliot glimpses of her underwear. She particularly enjoyed his body’s physical response and the pain the chastity cage caused Elliot whenever that happened, so she would let her thong ride out above her short denim shorts or bend over just right so that he could see down the front of her low-cut shirt constantly and cruelly stimulating him for her sexual amusement.


Today she wore a skirt even shorter than his which basically meant if she did anything other than stand up straight and perfectly still he could see her bright yellow thong. She casually pulled back a chair closest to the table in front of him and sat down, making sure he could see up her skirt so that he would be forced to notice that the front of her thong was see-through. She had never let him see that much before and her smile was positively vulpine as she knew what it would do to him. Elliot felt himself stir in the ice bath, but he was so numb he couldn’t tell if he was actually hard or not. His face flushed with embarrassment and Erika 

laughed in response. 
“Oh, today is going to be just absolutely fantastic.” She told him, rearranging herself on the chair so as to flash him again.


“What do you mean Miss Ericka?” he asked her, unable to keep the fear from his voice or the chattering of his teeth from the cold.” Elliot pleaded with her.


In response Ericka simply smiled wider, her eyes glistening with wicked delight, but she said nothing in response. It was in that moment that Vanessa walked in, followed closely by Dan and Blaine. Vanessa was a bit older than Erika and dressed more conservatively however her tight sweater only emphasized the size of her ample chest.


“Hello, Ericka.” She said as she passed her. “Hello bitch.” she said with contempt as she passed by Elliot and she reached out and slapped him across the face out of simple spite. “What a pathetic worm.” She commented as she took her seat near Blaine.


“Hello, Miss Vanessa,” Elliot responded contritely as if he had been the one to make a mistake.
Ericka laughed, and Dan took a seat next to her. “Wow, that thing really isn’t a male, is he?” Dan asked, still new to the group.


“Nope,” Ericka giggled again. “And never will be again.”


Elliot stared at her, puzzled by her comment but she gave nothing else away. The group chatted mildly among themselves, pausing only when Michael entered the room, apologizing to them but not Elliot for being late.


“I had to pick up some last-minute items from the hardware store.” He explained to the group as he took his own chair at the table. After a few more minutes of discussion, the group lapsed into silence, all of them watching Elliot, only furthering his discomforting anxiety about the situation
.
“Hello everyone,” Olivia said, sweeping into the room. “I’m glad you all could make it here today.”


The group all greeted her as its leader with respect and she continued without preamble. “You see today is a very special day, today is the day I end this little game with my Maid. Today is the day you witness her permanent obedience and dedication to the only thing that matters in her world, Me.”


She finished and gestured towards Michael and Blaine. They both got up and exited the room. A moment later Blaine wheeled a mobile tool cart into the room complete with a vice and file. Michael returned before him holding a small package that he began to open. He was soon mixing components together, being extremely careful not to touch them with bare hands. As they worked Olivia resumed her speech as Ericka and Vanessa’s attention became razor-focused on Elliot’s face, each of them showing signs of sexual stimulation as they hungrily clung to every word Olivia now spoke.


“Today is the day I end this game with Elliot,” Olivia said again. Elliot was still having trouble believing her words, she however had used his name for the first time since she started all of this and he was finally daring to hope she was being sincere. His hope died, crushed and destroyed as her next words fell and he began to scream in terror.


“Today is the day I make my Maid’s chastity permanent.”


“Nooooooooooooooooooooooooooo” Elliot screamed but no one paid him any mind.
Olivia approached him, and Elliot struggled hard in his restraints, but he couldn’t get loose. She reached between his legs and pulled the ice bath from beneath him. With a deft move, she plunged her hand to the bottom of the bowl and retrieved the now ice-cold metal chastity cage Elliot had been locked in.


She dried it off and began placing the cold metal back into place over his shriveled, limp cock.
“Oh fuck.” Ericka moaned, and her hand was rubbing her sex as she watched the event unfold. Dan himself looked a bit shocked and Vanessa sat with her arms folded looking arrogantly smug. 


“Piece of shit is getting what it deserves.” She commented as Olivia worked and Ericka continued touching herself.


Olivia stepped back, watching Elliot scream, with a pleased smile and motioned for Michael to step forward. He did so and began using the quick weld material he had bought at the store to permanently close the lock and seal the chastity device on.


“I got the strongest stuff I could find,” Michael told Olivia. “Guy at the store said it shouldn’t ever come loose, said it could easily remove layers of skin if I wasn’t careful with it.


“Perfect,” Olivia told him over Elliot’s screams which were turning to pleading moans and crying.


“Oh, gawd I can’t wait to do this to my husband Ericka exclaimed as she watched. Dan was now in front of her chair, his face between her legs. Ericka’s fingers writhing in his hair. 
Olivia smiled and pulled the necklace with Elliot’s chastity key free from around her throat and past it to Blaine without looking, keeping her eyes firmly on Elliot, savoring his teary pleading for her to stop this.


“File off the teeth please Blaine. I won’t be needing them anymore.”


He did as commanded, putting the key into the vice and began erasing any hope of Elliot ever becoming a man again. Vanessa spoke up over Elliot’s tearful crying pleas. “Can we do my husband later today? I don’t think I want to wait any longer.”


“Perhaps we can, and it will be so much easier to set up this time because I’ll have my silly sissy maid to do all the work.” 

The End

Decadent Penance

When he said he’d wanted a threesome this had not been what he had in mind. Brad lay belly down on a table between Bethany and his Mistress as they spit roasted him mercilessly on their silicone cocks. He struggled to breathe through the invading mouthful of phallic monstrosity his wife had chosen to use on him. Drool ran down his cheeks and the eyeliner and mascara the two powerful women had applied earlier to his face ran in rivulets, smeared by spit and tears. Bethany aggressively pumped and thrusted the cock down his now sore throat. One hand firmly gripping his hair to keep his head in place. Her propulsions were so quick he had trouble seeing but erratically she would stop and hold him with his nose shoved up against her pelvic region, causing him to begin to choke hard and flail, unable to escape the deep penetrating monster dildo blocking his airway. He couldn’t even enjoy the scent of her now wet clit, this had never been what he wanted.

For all the choking and sputtering Brad was doing on Bethany’s end, the other end was possibly worse. Linda had also chosen a rather long dildo it was, however, shorter at least than the one Bethany was using but it was by far wider and covered in ridges that tore at his virgin rear. The pain was incredible and instead of getting bearable over time it was only getting worse and beginning to burn besides. Linda was perhaps less enthusiastic in its use as Bethany was being with her own strap on, but she was no less vigorous in its application. Linda as a professional Mistress had pegged many males before and she knew what she was doing. She performed her task as if it was an art and she had a way of making sure that every wide, rippled inch of her strap on made it inside Brad’s ass.

He tried to scream again for what was now an uncountable amount of times but with Bethany’s faux-cock shoved down his throat it was impossible to do more than make muffled groans of protest. Meanwhile, Linda and Bethany just laughed.

“I think he must be enjoying it, Bethany, he certainly is moaning like a whore.” Linda called.

“If I had known these were the things you were into Brad, I would have agreed to this much sooner. You make an adorably little cock slut.” She cooed at him, still pumping the cock into his mouth.

“Plegaffahhhh” Brad wracked over the dildo. Attempting to make the simple words Please Stop more than indecipherable noises.

“I think he said he wants it harder.” Linda chirped cheerfully and rammed the entirety of her dildo's length into him, holding him firmly in place by clutching his hips hard with her painted red nails.

“Well if the little sissy slut insists.” Bethany agreed. She pushed her own dildo as far as it would go down Brad’s throat holding him in place. Brad writhed and struggled uselessly, strapped securely to the table as he was and being simultaneously impaled from either end. The video camera set up in the corner, its red light on, silently recording every moment of his penance.

Three months earlier and Brad opened the door to Linda’s office. She stood on the other side dressed to fit the perfect picture of a Dominatrix that he had formed in his mind. She was dressed in black leathers and latex, all straps and rivets, holding a riding crop down along one exposed and smooth thigh. She snapped it through the air.

“Close the door, bitch.” She commanded him as the crop swished.

Brad quickly did as commanded, in part out of embarrassment that someone might see him in the room with this vision of female domination. Sliding the lock closed he turned to the noise of clicking heels on a hardwood floor and the stinging impact of Linda’s hand blurring towards his face. His head jerked a bit and his cheek redden where she had slapped him. He felt his dick throb in response as he processed what Linda had just done.

“On your knee’s bitch boy,” Linda ordered sternly. Her voice was firm, but her voice wasn’t raised, the picture of perfect control and superiority.

Brad willingly dropped to his knees. This had been exactly what he paid for. He was thrilled as she pulled him by the hair, placing his face firmly between her thighs, positioning him expertly so that his mouth was pressed to her shaven glory.

“Lick,” Linda instructed him, and he eagerly complied. There were a few moments where Linda maintained her rigid stance as Brad slowly lapped at her lower lips but the tension in her posture melted gradually and her stance became more liquid as he increased the speed of his tongue.

Linda clutched his hair harder and her voice softened but still full of authority and a demand for respect she said. “That’s right, worship. Worship you undeserving little slut.” Brad was in heaven, his dick was so hard it practically hurt, and he frantically tried to undo his belt buckle with one hand, the other clutching desperately to Linda’s thigh. His focus no longer entirely on her, Brad felt the sting of the crop brought down on his lower back.

“No!” Linda barked. She brought the crop down on him again repeating the word. “No, you exist only to serve, do you understand.” Brad yelped and tried to plead a response, but she only struck him with the crop again.

“Worship!” She commanded him. “Do not talk.”

Brad, only further excited by the prospect of being denied feverishly continued licking Linda’s beautiful slit. Soon Linda’s thighs began to tremble, and her beautiful stomach rippled as she climaxed, making sure to pull Brad’s face firmly into place as she did, her cum coating his tongue and lips. After the third wave of her orgasm, she released Brad’s hair and let him sink to the ground. She then turned dismissively, and the heels of her boots clicked on the floor again as she went into the side room from the entryway where a couch sat among various pieces of BDSM furniture along with the implements often found with them.

Brad sat slumped in place, incredibly horny and in ecstatic bliss. This was exactly like the kind of thing he had begged his wife to do with him. She had always turned him down her put in some halfhearted attempt that had simply left him frustrated and her annoyed at his ungratefulness. It had been what drove him to seek out this woman, Linda Anderson, professional Dominatrix.

Only two nights ago he had laid in bed next to his wife, turned to the side so that the bright screen of his smartphone wouldn’t wake her. They had finished attempting a spicy romantic evening together than had ended in yet another kinky debacle. Frustrated with the situation Brad nervously typed out a message to Mistress Anderson. He had found her webpage some time ago but had never actually worked up the nerve to contact her and arrange a meeting before now.

She had responded quickly and after some discussion of requests and payment, the meeting had been set up. At the time Brad found it odd that no form of limits had been discussed, everything he had read had told him there should have been some discussion about limits and safewords, but his exhilaration caused him to ignore it, besides Mistress Anderson’s site had claimed she was a professional, the real deal. Linda’s words drew him back to the moment.

“Crawl in here gurl, don’t make me call for you again.”

Brad wasn’t too keen on the idea of crawling on the hardwood floor, but he gritted his teeth and bared it, his still stimulated cock guiding his actions. As he crawled his belt no longer fastened his pants began to slip but he managed to struggle his way into the other room. As he got before a standing Linda he went to readjust his pants.

Her words cut across his actions like a soft whip crack. “Don’t bother. Your clothes are not even close to befitting your station.” She turned a fraction of an inch, all flawless grace, and began flipping through a set of outfits inside a hanging dresser. He craned a little to see them from his position on the floor. There was a wide variety inside the dress with various colorings but they all shared a common theme. Each and every outfit was exceptionally revealing and slutty.

“Strip now and be quick about it gurl,” Linda commanded him as she thoughtfully perused the outfits. Brad's cock began dribbling at her words, this was the part he had been the most excited about. The part where Mistress Anderson dressed him up like a sissy girl. This was the part his wife had never understood about his fantasies. It wasn’t the pain that he wanted but a female authority figure to make him into her little sissy slut.

Brad quickly began stripping out of his clothes while keeping a kneeling position the best he could. He was soon completely naked, his cock throbbing, liberally coated in precum. Linda seemingly took no notice of him crouched at her feet as she painstakingly selected an outfit for him. A tight looking green and black corset alongside a matching petticoat skirt. She then pulled a dark green thong from a drawer to go with them before finally looking down at him.

She bent over, and Brad recoiled slightly, nervousness and exaltation warring within him. Gently Linda ran a finger around the rim of Brad’s cock head, softly and slowly caressing him, only causing his dick to dribble more precum. Collecting it with her finger she switched head splittingly fast from gentle to firm and hard, thrusting her finger in front of Brad’s face. “Lick it off gurl.”

Brad was knocked hard from the glorious arousal he had been feeling only moments before as Linda had been rubbing his cock. He jerked back and opened his mouth to protest. This was too far, he wasn’t into this but apparently, Linda had been waiting for that moment and expertly shoved her finger into his mouth, smearing the salty seed along his tongue.

“What the hel…” Brad tried to exclaim but was interrupted by another smack to the face from her hand.

“Silence gurl. The first rule of being a sissy slut is you accept what you are given.” She straightened back up. “Besides you would have stained your panties. She dropped the clothes at his feet and went to recline upon the couch. “Put them on.”

Brad wanted to protest, hell he wanted to slap Linda back and angrily tell her off, but this was the moment he had been waiting for. The moment where he was forced to wear women’s clothes. He decided after the game was over he would firmly tell her that eating his own cum wasn’t something he was into. His eyes fell then upon the clothes in front of him. With nervous trepidation he picked up the thong and slipped each foot into it before pulling it up, the strings slid along his hairy thighs and he felt as the string of the garment slipped between his crack, the soft fabric caressed his balls and his erect cock poked out the top of the little piece of cloth. He sat in place, his body practically vibrating with sensation as he soaked up the euphoric feelings wearing the thong was giving him.

“Continue.” Linda’s voice coaxed him.

With her insistence, he found the strength to pull himself enough out of his hazy bliss to continue. He quickly pulled the skirt overtop the thong and found that when he bent to retrieve the corset the skirt did absolutely nothing to hide his girlish underwear. He flushed with equal parts excitement and embarrassment. He slipped into the corset and as he puzzled at how to tie it closed heard Linda call to him.

“That’s a good gurl, now come here so I can fasten that for you.” He blushed again, a fresh wave of embarrassment as he realized she had just watched him get dressed and undoubtedly seen how sexually stimulated it had made him. He walked towards her and she made a clucking noise of disapproval.

“No, no gurl. One foot directly in front of the other and swish your hips as you do so. That’s the way a proper sissy slut walks.”

Brad cringed with desired humiliation and did as he was told to the best of his ability as he finished his approach. Upon reaching her Linda deftly pushed him down onto all fours and tightly cinched the corset up causing Brad to forcibly exhale only to find the corset getting tighter. She then grabbed him and dragged him up onto the couch with her. Her touch was electric to him and her hands began running along his skin and clothes. Her touch through the feminine cloth was exotic and foreign and every moment of it was indescribably decadent.

Her arm casually nestled among his skirts and her hand began to caress his balls through the cloth of his thong. The feeling was erotic, and Brad couldn’t contain himself for more than a few moments before he was shooting his load off, moaning loudly and writhing in Linda’s arms.

“Did you like that gurl?” Linda whispered derisively yet seductively in his ear. Brad nodded emphatically still high on his orgasm. “Yes, yes, yes Mistress….”

“Good.” Linda purred. “I think you’ll make a fine gurl. Now go and hand wash these filthy panties and skirts in the sink, then we are done for the day.”

All thoughts of earlier complaints died in Brad’s mind as he drifted on his salacious high. “Yes, Mistress Anderson.” He heard himself murmur before getting up to comply. As Brad entered the little bathroom to wash the clothes he heard Linda call to him. “After you are done hang them up and see yourself out. If you want to do this again pay me another thousand and schedule an appointment.”

Upon leaving, Brad decided he wouldn’t do it again, after all, it was expensive, and he was being unfaithful to his wife. Soon however his itch for sissification and humiliation was upon him again and his wife seemed to fall so short of Linda’s power, she just didn’t understand he told himself and so it went. Visit after visit to Mistress Anderson, whenever he could no longer resist her siren call. The next time she dressed him similarly and did his makeup for him before getting him off. The following visit she made him wear falsies and a wig. The next visit she shaved him bare and instructed him to maintain his now smooth skin. Before long she had him doing his own makeup and secretly buying his own female clothes to wear. Once or twice she even made him show up to her place of business wearing them.

It was upon one such visit Brad found himself forced to stand outside her business wearing an entirely feminine and slutty outfit, wig and all knocking repetitively and ever louder on Mistress Anderson’s door, desperate to be late inside. She made him continue knocking and he grew so nervous about being discovered he almost left till she finally unlocked and opened the door for him.

He half bolted inside before remembering how a proper sissy walked, she had been training him constantly in this and any failure earned him the sting of Linda’s crop. Once inside, blushing red she gave him an appraising look before nodding. “I think you are ready for the final step.” She said and turned to go into the side room. She indicated a table that had been pulled to the center of the room with straps on it clearly laid out to bind and restrain each of a person’s limbs.

Brad nervously minced towards the table before sitting on the edge of it. Linda firmly pushed him onto his back and tugged him into place. Within moments he was expertly fastened to the table, bound and unable to get up. Linda then gave him the usual inspection, checking to make sure every inch of him was shaved clean. She casually pulled down his panties as she performed her intense examination of his body that never failed to embarrass him and make him feel like some sort of lesser being before her.

Apparently satisfied she ran a single stroking finger up from his balls along the shaft of his cock, giving his head a light flick as she did. An action both seductive and scary as she rarely touched his cock bare. Ever since their first session, she had only ever touched it through his various panties.

“It’s time to make you a full gurl Brad, it’s time we give you a clit and a more befitting name of your new position.” Linda declared. She then bent down to reach under the table as Brad’s mind buzzed. What did she mean give him a clit? How the hell was that possible? He had learned better than to voice his questions to Mistress Anderson, the repercussions were excruciatingly painful.

Pushing up Brad’s skirt again, his panties halfway down his legs, her actions were obscured from his view, but he didn’t need to see to feel when she touched the ice cubes to his dick. He let out a breath of and she patiently shushed him, her manner soft, at least for the moment. Brad squirmed in the restraints and murmured with protesting whimpers as she held the ice cubes in place. Brad’s member quickly shrank under the withering cold before Linda finally, mercifully to his mind, removed the ice. Still trying to get over the shock of cold Brad was taken by surprise as he felt something metal encircle his balls and shroud his dick uncomfortably. Lifting his head desperately to see what Linda was doing on a somehow vicious click sounded.

“Mistress Anderson?” Brad asked, unable to contain himself, but surprisingly he wasn’t rebuked by the palm of her hand on his cheek. Instead, she smiled, a wicked thing, and pushed down his ruffled skirts so that he could plainly see the tiny steel chastity device his dick was now stuffed into. She smiled wider as he gapped at the sight before him before reaching down to pat his now chastised dick fondly. “Now you have a nice shapely gurl clitty.” She cheerily informed him. “Don’t you like it, Suzzy? Now that silly useless thing won’t ruin your perfect panty line. Isn’t it what you’ve always wanted? Now you’re the perfect Sissy Gurl, Suzzy the Slut.” She happily declared.

Brad’s mind raced, he knew Mistress Anderson had been pushing him, further and further from his comfort zone but this was too much, how was he supposed to cum? What good was all the fantasy if he could get off?

“Wait, Mistress Anderson, this…. this is too much. I can’t do this, it isn’t what I want. I want to be able to cum.” He desperately pleaded with her, as he became all too aware that he was strapped to a table and no one knew where he was.”

“Too bad,” Linda said in a sing-song voice. She danced uncharacteristically away from the table. “They always fall for it.” She laughed. “Now slut, let me tell you just how this works. You start paying me a thousand dollars a week for a session, I don’t really care if you show up for it or not. If you do though our new sessions will consist of you cleaning and tidying. You will continue to wear skanky outfits and makeup, dressed as the perfect gurl. When I have guests to entertain, you will remain bound in the closet until they leave or such time as I decide you are to be let out.”

Brad was horrified at the predicament he now found himself in. “What if I just don’t show up? What if I go to the cops, what then huh?” He tried to project bold confidence, but it was hard from his current position.

She actually started laughing at him. “And tell them what? That your Mistress locked up your cock while you were cheating on your wife and getting your rocks off dressed up like a sissy slut? I don’t think so, Missy. Besides I have video evidence of your little secret slut. I’ve videotaped all of our sessions. If you tell anyone I’ll make the videos public and you’ll be exposed and ruined.

Brad lay on the table stunned, unable to formulate an argument. He was well and truly fucked he decided. This woman had played him from the beginning and now she had him dead to rights. There was nothing he could do.”

Linda stood watching him, drinking in his realization that she had him, that she Owned him. “I see you now fully comprehend the situation.” She giggled, and she walked up to him, heels clicking menacingly with each step. “But before you go thinking I’ve no heart at all, I’ll make you a deal. If you pay and show up for the next hmm, let’s say ten sessions. I’ll not only unlock your cock, destroy the tapes I have, and set you free but I’ll also upon your final session grant that your deepest, and darkest desire.” Brad’s head jerked up straight and his focus was on her like a laser beam in its intensity.

“Yes, that one Suzzy, the one where you get not one, but two girls teasing and tormenting you while you’re all dolled up like the perfect slutty plaything. The one where they use you for their pleasure for hours all while you drip into your panties.”

Linda smiled at him again like a spider would at a fly caught in its delicate web. “Well, Suzzy? What does my slutty little sissy gurl say to that? Do you agree?”

Was she serious? Brad thought, what choice did he have. Resigned but seeing a glimmer of hope. “Yes, Mistress Anderson, I agree.”

“Excellent,” Linda responded, the word drawn out as if tasting each syllable of it.

Nine long and grueling sessions later Brad stood outside Linda’s door, trembling in trepidation. He was dressed in the latest slutty apparel, his makeup perfect, his heels tall and thin, his hair now grown out sufficiently so that he didn’t need a wig. He had done everything to make his outfit perfect and his appearance passing for Mistress Anderson had indicated if it wasn’t she might make home go several more sessions before releasing him.

He couldn’t even bear the thought, it was getting hard explaining his now more frequent disappearance to his wife who was increasingly upset over his spending habits. He had lied and covered up where the money was really going as best he could but sooner or later the sham would all come tumbling down. There was also the problem of hiding his chastity device, while his wife maybe wasn’t into all the kinky things he was she still wanted normal sex. Brad had been forced to figure out increasingly intricate lies and excuses to put her off.

He reached down to pull and straighten his microskirt. He would have to find a way to make all this up to her after today. Still nervous but eager to finally cum and to get out of this impossible situation he finally mustered the courage to knock on the business door.

Mistress Anderson smoothly opened it, holding it open for him to come inside. Brad forced himself to properly, and perfectly mince into the room. As Linda shut the door behind him Brad swallowed in anticipation as he saw the table with the straps was out again and there was a new curtain covering one half of the side room. Despair started to sink in as he realized there was no other woman in the room, maybe Mistress Anderson would still release him though.

Linda wore a tight-fitting but comfortable sweater skirt that bulged oddly around her crotch, but she pushed Brad’s chin up so that his eyes were on him. “Are you ready my little sissy? Are you ready to be made a woman Suzzy? I’m going to treat you like the slutty gurl you are.”

She walked to stand by the table and Brad’s worry increased. Hadn’t she said something similar to him when she had locked this cursed contraption on his dick? Knowing there was nothing to do but continue down this path he minced forward to the table.

“Bend over” she commanded him, and he did so. She quickly fastened him into place, his stomach pressed against the table the microskirt he wore hiked up to expose his entire ass and the precum soaked panties underneath.

“I knew you enjoyed this.” She said amused while poking at his chastised dick through the panties. She quickly walked around to stand in front of him, the bulge under her sweater skirt even more apparent at this level. With a laugh and a flare, she dramatically lifted the sweater to reveal a bouncing silicone cock fastened over her smooth sex by a strap on harness. “I’m going to fuck you like the gurl you are Suzzy and I’m going to find it Very pleasurable.”

Brad’s eyes bulged at the size of the monster dildo. “Mistress no.” He pleaded but she ignored him and continued to talk over him. “And as promised I’ve brought a special guest to join me in fucking you. You see she is going to take your other hole.” With that Linda pulled the concealing curtain down to expose Brad’s wife, Bethany standing there wearing nothing but a men’s’ white collared button-up shirt loosely buttoned and her own incredibly long flopping strap on.

“Hello dear.” His wife purred at him. She stepped up to stand next to Linda and pressed into her side a little, placing a maddeningly seductive kiss on the woman's cheek. “Thanks for calling me and telling me all about my little Suzzy’s frequent disappearances.”

Brad’s mind went into a frenzied overdrive. “Bethany look, please, I swear I can explain.”

“Oh, there is nothing to explain Suzzy, Linda here told me absolutely every detail. You wanted to be dressed up and at the mercy of two beautiful and dominating women? Well, you’re about to get exactly what you deserve. With that Bethany rushed forward and grabbed him by his lengthened hair and pinching his nose so that he was forced to open his mouth began mercilessly feeding him the long silicone cock. Brad’s mind raced still trying to catch up and process what was happening as he felt wet cold lube hit his asshole and the tip of Mistress Anderson’s massive dildo began to force its way past his resisting hole. He opened his mouth further to scream in pain, but his wife Bethany only pushed her dildo further in, sufficiently gagging him.

It was hours later, just as Linda had promised that they finally finished with him. They left him sore and moaning strapped to the table, his legs had long since lost their feeling and he lay uncomfortable slumped yet still restrained. The two women laughed over glasses of wine, lounging on the couch, their strap ons discarded upon the floor near them. Brad was made to listen to every excruciating detail as Linda regaled Bethany with all the details of each and every session from the beginning. Both women laughed together, acknowledging that he clearly was better suited to being Suzzy than Bradley.

Finally, Mistress Anderson stood up and walked behind Brad alongside Bethany. He stirred and tried to wiggle his feet to get enough feeling in them to properly support himself. With an electric thrill, he felt Linda’s hand on the chastity device encasing his cock. He held perfectly still, not daring to breathe or believing that this torture might finally be over. He heard the lock click and felt the device loosen as Linda turned the key. “There, just as promised Suzzy, after granting your darkest fantasy I’ve set you free. You no longer need to pay me and I’m turning you back over to your wife.”

Brad breathed a sigh of relief that was cut incredibly short as he felt the device tighten around his balls again and the click of the key relocking. His blood ran entirely cold as his wife’s voice purred, her hand now clutching his caged cock. “Who thinks that you should remain Suzzy the Slut for the rest of your miserable life, as penance for your decadence.”

“Now tell me, Linda, you said something about a Lady Margaret who can train Suzzy here to be a proper sissy maid?”

Linda laughed “Yes, the training only takes twelve weeks or so of full-time service to the Lady, I’ll get you her number.”

The End

Party Favors

His friends laughed in the other room as they enjoyed the drinks, for Lewis’s part however he remained where he was in the kitchen alone. It wasn’t like he could join them even if wanted to. He was tightly hogtied by multiple ropes that his wife Carolyn had purchased from an online sex shop. She had been using them with increased regularity and had become quite proficient with them. No matter how he wiggled or turned he couldn’t loosen the bonds to try and free himself. He wished desperately that he could get free enough to make a break for it out the sliding glass backdoor. He didn’t even care at this point that he would be running naked through his back yard and into the woods. Anything to escape the humiliation that was being imposed upon him.


One of his former coworkers Todd came into the room. He looked at Lewis and let out a drunken laugh. “I swear no matter how many times I see you trussed up like that.” He chuckled to himself again as he trailed off. Staggering a little he tossed his empty beer bottle into the trash can and pulled a new one from the fridge. Then he grabbed a plate and walked over to the table that Lewis was laying on and began to fill it with food.


Lewis himself felt like roast pork served up among all the food Carolyn had set out. She had made him get up on their kitchen table naked and lay belly down atop a large tray before hogtying him into place. She had even gone so far as to place a bright red ball gag into his mouth and latch the straps tightly behind his head, using a lock to secure it in place. Giggling she had embarrassed him further by coating him head to foot in some kind of oil. She had then used that oil to lube up a monstrous dildo that had a sort of flange about halfway down its shaft, resulting in the dildo staying firmly in place but the rest of it stuck out from his ass as if in mid penetration of him.


Lewis had felt ridiculous laying there on the pan, tied up, coated in oil, and with a massive dildo sticking out of his ass. His sense of ridiculous had only increased as his wife had surrounded the tray he lay on with decorations and then set about putting out trays of food. He felt stupid as she hummed happily to herself continuing to lay out food, snacks, and drinks around him. It was embarrassing and she paid little attention to him though she did seem to be finding excuses to bend over and flash him a glimpse of what was beneath her skirt, which turned out to be nothing. Despite himself, Lewis felt himself grow hard whenever he saw this which only furthered his embarrassment. How could he be excited when he was tied up, unable to talk or move in such a ridiculous situation. 


His embarrassment to this however was nothing compared to when he heard the doorbell ring. He stared, transfixed towards the other room and the front door beyond. His eyes then darted up to the kitchen clock to finally realized what time it was and everything fell into place. Oh no he thought to himself. He glanced at his wife and she was staring at him, smiling and hungrily drinking in the absolute terror she found in his eyes. “Oh Lewis, that look is so sweet.” She closed her eyes and practically vibrated as she savored it. “You didn't realize what day it was did you?”


He hadn't. This week the changes had been so strong in his wife that he had forgotten entirely that it was Friday. Friday, the day he always invited over his buddies after work and they drank themselves stupid while raucously watching sports and making a general mess of things. His wife had hated it and had complained to him several times that she was tired of cleaning up after all of them. It hadn't stopped the tradition, however.


Carolyn had made Lewis call out of work sick today however and he thought that his coworkers would take that as a sign that the usual party wouldn't occur. Apparently, he had been wrong to think so because the doorbell rang again.


Carolyn smiled. “Let's throw a party.” She said, and with that, she left the kitchen to answer the door.


Lewis panicked, his mind raced, trying to figure out how to escape but he could barely move, his wife had tied him up so well. He heard some talking at the door and then a burst of laughter sounded from multiple people. He heard their footsteps approaching and he had squirmed to get free. He had frozen however upon his friends entering the room. For a moment there had been silence, then more laughter.


That had been a couple of hours ago and the party had moved into the living room since then. His wife's voice sounding loud from time to time followed by more laughter, jeers, and catcalls. He wasn't sure what was happening in the living room as he was unable to see in. However, he wasn't left completely alone as his friends came in one or two at a time to replenish their food and drink. They laughed at him, teased him, and John had even gone so far as to smack the dildo in Lewis's ass much to the amusement of Carolyn and Bill who had been in the kitchen at the time.


His former friends turned on him faster than he would have believed, occasionally flicking bits of food at him or declaring loudly that his wife had a nice ass or a great rack and that it was a pity such things were wasted on him. Anytime his wife overheard this she just smiled wickedly at Lewis, without an ounce of pity.


After a time his body began to ache. He was in such an unnatural position and unable to shift it had become a strain on him but unable to speak he couldn't tell anyone. Not that they seemed overly concerned with him, as the night had gone on and his friends had become drunker he had rapidly been reduced from human to something of an object.


Finally, his wife called an end to the merriment from the living room to many groans of displeasure from the men. Lewis however perked up a bit, finally, this would be over. He didn't know what he would do but at least his former friends would be gone and hopefully, Carolyn would untie him after they had left.


“Before you leave, however,” Carolyn called to the men. “I'd like each of you to come into the kitchen to claim your party favors.”


Party favors? Lewis thought. He looked around unable to see anything of the sort but perhaps they were behind him, he couldn't see back there too well.


Carolyn came into the kitchen the five men trailing behind her, her skirt bouncing and her blouse unbuttoned down well past propriety. Todd even had the audacity to reach out and lightly smack her on the ass. Lewis felt a spike of indignation, despite his wife doing this to him she was still his wife.


Carolyn turned on Todd and she wagged a finger at him reproachfully. “None of that, not yet at least.”


Not yet? Lewis thought. What the hell did that mean?


Carolyn looked over at Lewis then walked around the kitchen for a moment till she found a spot where he could see her perfectly well. She then laid down on the cold kitchen floor and lifted her skirt, revealing her shaved, smooth sex underneath to all the men gathered before her, Lewis's coworkers and former friends.


Lewis was dumbfounded.


Carolyn addressed the drunken men who stared avidly at her. “I would now like you all to form a line and one by one you may claim your party favor before leaving for the night.” She grabbed ahold of her ankles and lifted her legs back to present herself better to Lewis's coworkers. 


There was a moment where the entire kitchen was still before Todd stepped forward, his hand going this belt buckle. As he undid it he said with a grin. “Well with a husband like that, I'd imagine it's been a long time since you've had sex with a real man.”He then lowered himself onto her and as he inserted himself into her the other men lined up behind Todd to await their turn.


Carolyn looked around Todd's shoulder as he entered her, her eyes losing focus for a second before finding Lewis's face. “Oh and Lewis? You're on clean up duty tonight.” 

The End
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