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William’s arrogance as a conceited cuck receives devastating comeback when his wife’s latest Bull, Brandon, decides to crush the cuck completely in the wife’s eyes. William brags that he can always reclaim his wife, once the Bull has left. Words that will change his life for ever as Brandon sets about changing the household dynamic and making William, now Willa, work full time as a waitress in the demanding Nighthawk Club. William’s wife, Kayla becomes a strict no nonsense Mistress of the House.

Please be warned: This is a dark take on the stories of the dumb, cuckold sissy, locked in chastity, trapped in lingerie, forced to be at the beck and call of dominant men, women and even his own wife. It includes full advice to other Bulls on how to engineer the cuck’s downfall and completely win over the wife.
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Chapter 1    

1.   

Sissy cucks often say things they will learn to regret. Almost certainly this is why gags were invented.

So it was with William.

His wife, Kayla, was busy upstairs fussing with her make up, whilst William was in their living room making small talk with Brandon, their aggressive, impatient Bull,.

And small talk it was. Aimless conver.sational starts, petering out into bellowing silence.

How awkward can a silence be when one man is there to fuck senseless the other man’s wife?

During one pregnant pause, Brandon says, “Could do with a beer.”

William shrugs. “You know where the kitchen is.”

For Fucks sake, Brandon thinks. The guy should be grateful I’m boning his gorgeous wife. Why can’t he fetch me a beer? I’m the Bull around here.

Brandon wanted to rub it in a little, “Guess it smarts when I leave, and you find your wife with her brains fucked out of her.”

“Na,” William replied quickly, “I get to reclaim her. You go home to an empty apartment.”

William then offered Brandon the smuggest grin the Bull had seen.

“Reclaim her?” Brandon asked.

“Sure, yeh.”

Brandon was the sort of man whose presence was so intimidating others avoided arguing with him. He was the sort of guy who could, if necessary, let his fists end a heated debate. Women seemed to get wet just witnessing his demanding, masculine authority. But right now, he didn’t want to screw up fucking Kayla by getting one over on the dumb cuck. Kayla was an awesome bit of arse, by far the hottest he’d come across since he began his pastime as a Bull.

The tension dissipated as high heeled steps clopped down the stairs and there she blushingly posed, in the sitting room doorway. Her blonde hair immaculately fluffy, decorating her attractive, large blue eyed, cute face. The shortest red dress imaginable and both men knew she’d be wearing sexy lingerie beneath. She always did for their Bulls

“Ta-ra!” Kayla announced, turning this way and that so the two gawping guys could get an eyeful of her body.

Then, she became self-conscious and stooped down a little, her cheeks glowing pink.

She smiled at Brandon, “You okay?”

“Yeh, sure. Said to your hubby here I could do with a beer.”

William got in triumphantly, “And I told him where the fridge was.”

Brandon wore a cold smile as he stared at the sexy wife. One day, that prat would be going down – big style.

“Aw,” Kayla said to her smirking husband, “Don’t be a meanie. He’s our guest.”

Raising his eyebrows, William sought hard to demonstrate just how unimpressed he was with his wife’s reasoning about their ‘guest’.

Kayla possesses a grin than can make a guy senseless from fifteen feet. She knew it and wore it when she needed a man to do something for her. It was like having a secret weapon.

“Aw, honey. You always wanted to be a maid. Serve my man.”

Despite the unpleasant laugh from Brandon, William stood up. Though he took his time to do so, as if he was only moving because he wanted to.

“Ok. If my Mistress demands it,” William said.

Kayla pulled a face. “Don’t think about dressing as a maid. You know I don’t like it.”

William laughed as he went to the kitchen.

Offering as much innocence as he could, Brandon saw an opening. “Hey. If he wants to dress up as a maid, why not let him? Who can it hurt?”

Kayla was not convinced. “You think so? Well. I don’t know.” She laughed coldly. “I married a man for a reason.”

Brandon could be thick skinned, but his antenna smartly pulled that signal out of the noise. He made a mental note. Kayla didn’t like her hubbie dressing. Made him less of a man. At last ammunition for him to get at William.

William returned with the frothy beer in a glass and gave it to the arrogant arsehole who was screwing his wife. Why were the Bulls his wife fancied, and who turned her on, such painful arseholes? Why couldn’t they be nice guys?

“Hey,” Brandon said. “What about something for your wife?”

Kayla smiled at the way her Bull took care of her. Brandon was a mean looking, bulky guy, who filled his suits like a wrestler yet was always so sweet and protective about her - except when they were screwing. Then he set about his task like a demented animal!

William looked expectantly at his wife.

“Open a bottle of wine,” she smiled and added, “maid.”

A dreamy William felt his rod stiffen at being called the ‘maid’ and returned to the kitchen with his instructions.

“There you go,” Brandon said. “Mistress of the house dealing with her dumb maid.”
She giggled and, still standing, crossed one stockinged leg before the other. “I suppose so.”

“I mean we’re getting what we want aren’t we? Let the poor bitch dress up.”

She laughed at William being called a dumb bitch. “Oh, stop it, Brandon. You’re so cruel.”

William returned with a bottle of chilled white and two glasses.

Brandon sipped his beer, “Hey William. Your wife was thinking about letting you dress as a maid for us tonight. How about that?”

William’s mouth fell open as he looked at his wife with wide eyed hope.

“You mean it, Kayla? Really?”

Oh! He was so full of wishing it would happen. She could see it on his face. Maybe she had been a bit mean about his dressing up. She preferred him to do it when she wasn’t in the house.

“All right,” she sighed. “Go on. Just this once.”

“Oh, thank you!”

William placed the cold bottle of wine along with a glass on a cabinet and embraced his wife, squashing her close. He felt Kayla stiffen in his embrace, so he quickly cut it short. He didn’t want to lose the opportunity of dressing.

“Tell you what,” Brandon said, looking down on the wimpy husband. “You like chastity cages too. Yeh? Turns you on, you said.”

“For sure,” William was surprised at Brandon being so helpful.

“Funnily enough, another cuck of mine is really into it. Having his useless little member locked away while his wife gets it.”

Kayla stared at her husband wondering what his reaction would be to having his dick called useless and having it locked up. She knew he got a buzz from having it padlocked away. Again, not a perversion with which she wished to be involved. But how would he respond with another man discussing it with him?

An expectant William placed both his palms flat on the front of his trousers. “Oh yeh. Sure.”

“Well funnily enough.” The Bull stood up, placing his beer on a low coffee table close by, and reaching into his inside jacket pocket. “Give us a sec. It’s in the car.”

As Brandon left the room, the space felt as it grew in size, as if the Bull filled it with his presence.

Kayla touched her husband’s arm, “Honey, maybe we should slow down here. Not get ourselves in too deep.”

God, no! William was aroused at the thought of wearing a chastity cage from his wife’s Bull.

“I tell you what,” he said a little breathlessly, “why not see what he has? I’m thinking of you. I know you love having him make love to you.”

Kayla laughed at the idea that Brandon could make love to anyone. He was just a wild untamed beast between the sheets, with a cock that filled her.

Making her laugh more gentle, she said, “you are very sweet.”

She kissed his cheek, and William congratulated himself on saving the day.

Slamming the front door, Brandon bound into the room carrying a long white box decorated with red markings and offered it to the surprised William.

The husband was perplexed. Weren’t chastity cages tiny things, that could be held in a small square box?

William realised he was supposed to accept it and, as much as he despised Brandon, was too intrigued to refuse the offering. What the hell was in a box shaped like this? Maybe Brandon didn’t know what a chastity cage was.

Accepting the lengthy box from the Bull’s hand, William was surprised at its hefty weight.

Brandon said, “You know. That’s the very latest in chastity devices. It looks sort of crazy, but if you can get it on, I’ve heard cucks like you just love it.”

William felt his lips grow dry and licked them. “W-w-why is it special?”

“The design,” Brandon said. “You really can’t pull out of it like others. It’s made with titanium so can’t be cut. And the lock function has a complicated array of tumblers synched to just the keys that come with it.” Brandon paused sucking in the nervous fear in the cuck’s eyes. “You can have this one if you like. Be like a present for you. They’re pretty pricey but, hey what the hell. You should get something out of all this too.”

William turned to his wife, his facial expression asking for permission.

Not really wanting her husband to be locked away in chastity, Katya nibbled the insides of her cheeks. But, oh my, he looked so in need.

Brandon saw her reluctance, “Hey, let cuckie have a thrill. What can it hurt?”

Wincing at being called cuckie, William hated Brandon constantly putting him down before his wife, he decided not to say anything in the hope that Kayla would simply agree.

Finally, she sighed long and hard before saying, “Ok. Go on then.”

William hugged his wonderful wife. “Oh, thank you. Thank you.”

Deciding this was the right time to chance his luck, William swallowed before saying, “And dressing up? You know, as the maid for you? You are all right with that?”

He flushed, glancing away wishing he hadn’t brought up the subject.

Kayla looked helplessly at Brandon with a ‘what should I do?’ expression.

Knowing it was time to stamp his authority on proceedings, Brandon smiled, “Hey girl. Just let him. Just this once. Eh? Why not. You get what you want. I get what I want and, the cuckie gets what he wants. Everyone’s a winner.”

Feeling railroaded, Kayla closed her eyes and looked away. “Okay.”

With that, William crashed up the stairs to his ‘playtime bedroom’, as he called it. The place where he dressed, read porno stuff about sissies and the cuckold experience, all while wanking. It was a small room, with little more than a bed, a chair, wardrobe, stand alone mirror and, best of all, an en-suite bathroom.

Downstairs, Brandon knew instinctively this was a point where he could push the wife forwards. He stood up, understanding how women grew wet and horny when he towered over them.

“There you go,” he announced. “You are now the Mistress of the house.”

She giggled, slapping playfully at his muscular arm in the neat, designer suit. “You really think so?”

Looking down at her from his 6’4” height, Brandon pulled back his shoulders to appear even taller. “Sure. Yeh. You saw how your maid responded.”

Kayla wondered if she had been too harsh on herself all her life. She shied away from any jobs with authority believing she couldn’t handle real power. Why would anyone follow her instructions? She knew she looked impossibly cute and that was her best means of getting people to do as she requested. Part of her envied those kick arse women in the office, especially when she was dealing with wimpy guys who couldn’t raise their eyes to hers.

She just didn’t believe she could be dominant.

Brandon was smiling because his impromptu plan was working. Now he just had to keep focused and that sissy cuck wouldn’t be reclaiming any woman again, let alone his wife. William would be so downgraded in his wife’s eyes that ‘reclaiming’ her could never happen.

He snatched the hot wife close to him, crushing her breath and sense from her body with a devastating kiss before whispering, “So what does your maid boy use for bondage?”

2.   

The titanium chastity device of Brandon’s was ludicrously complex, and the single page of compact instructions with its black and white diagrams, somewhat daunting, if not downright scary.

It wasn’t like any device William had seen online, nor his own cage, which seemed flimsy compared to the titanium mechanical device, sat in the long box.

This wasn’t a device to slide up his dick and be pressed home against a ring behind his balls. This was a skeletal apparatus lined with neoprene, according to the first line of the instructions.

Rather, a waist band with a few inches of adjustment at the small of the back went around him. Then two metallic sides snaked over the hips at the front, to meet a V shape just above the groin. Two further metallic, curved strips hung from the rear to skirt around the buttocks. William could see that they would pass down, beneath his buttocks and join the front V shape.

The bottom strip at the front had an inverted U shape welded to it. The inverted U shape would pass through a slit in the top most bar making up the V shape. of the strips ended with a stout U shape welded to it, pointing upwards. He could see how that U shape would pass through a slit in the top most bar.

The strips were coloured pink and grey, which aroused William further. There was always something a little humiliating about, both, the colour pink and the idea of it being metallic and secured on to his body.

He experimented with the waist band, having to remove it each time before he had adjusted the grip about his waist to be firm enough not to ride up or down.

The obscure instructions said to find the point where it was too tight and then release it one notch.

So finally, it clung to his hips. Moving neither upwards nor downwards. It was rigid, with no danger of it slipping.

The second series of instructions showed a hollowed out banana shape, in the matching pink and grey, with a flattened top edge. On this flattened section there was another narrow slit through which the inverted U shape would pass.

The base of the banana strip had a long thin hook. From the instructions he could see the hook pulled together the two metal bars hanging around his buttocks. Then it would link to the U shape, and be locked shut.

It was beginning to make sense. And the design was erotic as it was stunning. It was so final.

The banana device, once hooked onto he rear strips could be pulled over the penis to be secured over the U shape.

And his balls?

That was the truly daunting part. The instructions described how he was supposed to push his balls into the cavities of his body. He had read about drag artists doing this – and Japanese warriors of old - but had never had the guts to try it himself. It took a while but by bending at the knees, with a slight crouch, the first ball just slipped inside him.

He held his breath, awaiting some pain or discomfort. There was none.

The second ball popped in even easier.

Following the diagram, he clipped the banana shape’s hook through the hole in the metal straps form the rear before pulling it tight over his dick to try and trying to slide it over the tip of the U shape, protruding slightly from the V.

Fortunately, his dick had shrunk with apprehension at the tasks before him, so once it all tightened around his groin, he didn’t feel any discomfort.

The banana shape possessed a series of slits through which he reasoned he was supposed to pee.

What a crazy device! So much easier with the simple cages you could find on Amazon. He’d get one over Brandon by explaining all this to him, right in front of Kayla, to impress her with his knowledge.

So, in for a penny, he continued to the final series of diagrams on the instructions by pressing the banana piece tight over his dick so that it slotted over the U shape.

Oh, my!

With his balls still within his body, the titanium flattened right up to his crotch, feeling it press his dick relentlessly against his body. He rested the slit of the banana over the U shape but sadly, there wasn’t sufficient room to press it into place. By now he could see that once the U shape passed through the top most titanium band and then the flattened section of the banana, it could be locked securely.

The device gripped his body like a tight hand but here was the first real problem. He could not press the device sufficiently flat to his body to allow the arm of the padlock to pass through the small hole in the U shape.

He found himself straining and grunting. There were no additional instructions. But no way could even this miniature padlock arm get through the U shape.

Ready to admit defeat, he felt a mixture of relief and disappointment.

He was so close.

He then thought of Brandon taking the piss out of him for failing. That thought gave him the impetus to make a final determined attempt to try again.

Pulling up the banana and then top section from the waist band, he felt the relief as the device released its hold on him.

The process was begun again, but with the greater knowledge he now had, he was able to flatten each section over the upturned U shape onto the one below it.

Finally, there was a glimmer of space at the top of the U shape. With effort it compacted further and the padlock arm slid through, into place. He pushed the lock home with joy. He had done it! It was fully secured about his groin.

As soon as the lock clicked shut, so the device clenched him around the hips, and between the legs.

Oh God. He felt deliciously helpless and trapped.

The free-standing A shaped full-length mirror showed that he had achieved the cross-dresser’s dream. A totally flat front. Unbelievable. Panties would fit perfectly over the device!

It was as if he didn’t have any male equipment at all.

Before this device he had only ever used cheap plastic devices bought over the internet, Brandon’s apparatus struck him as being terrifyingly permanent. At least with plastic you could, in an emergency, cut it off with basic tools. No way could this titanium mechanism be removed without the key.

It was impossibly velvety smooth. It had a hefty weight that surprised William, given its slightness.  His balls and penis were now trapped firmly behind the titanium concealment.

He had to close his eyes. He was shaking with excitement. It was the nearest he had come to making his downstairs area appear girlish. He ran his fingers over the metal, feeling its strength. It was impregnable, yet strangely comfortable. As if it were intended to grasp his privates and hold them hidden out of sight. William could run his fingers between his legs and just feel the smoothness, no sign of his prick and balls, just a gentle velvety, slippery glass feeling.

When he sat on the bed, naked, he found he could cross his legs the way a woman might. Thigh over thigh. After all, his balls had been consigned to their internal prison.

Oh, for fucks sake! He needed to wank. There and then. Right now. Couldn’t wait. That burning need he knew could only be sated by pulling himself off.

His breathing growing short. Head spinning.

He pushed his fingers around the inside of the long white box with red making. Urgently scrunching through the tissue paper and instructions.

He needed release, but there were no keys. He needed the fucking thing off him. And he needed it off right away. Jesus, he needed to cum!

No keys. No keys!

Mustn’t panic. Stay calm.

He felt winded, as if he had been thumped in the solar plexus.

Panicky. Perfectly trapped in chastity just as he had always fantasised about.

Alarm circled his mind.

With a groan he lay face down on the bed and tried to rub himself to orgasm. No good. The titanium ensured that no part of his dick or balls would even touch the bed, let alone gain any friction for masturbating.

His head spun with unsatisfied arousal.

He had Brandon’s number on his mobile, for when they made meeting arrangements, but he didn’t want to call him and ask for the keys. It would give that ego ridden lump too much power. God, the arsehole would be unsufferable!

Why had he not checked the box for keys first?

He knew why of course. Fetishistic lust drives all sense from the brain.

Suddenly the maid’s outfit, corset and lingerie he had placed on the bedside cupboard was doubly enticing. He needed to get dressed and he needed to do so right now!

3.   

Downstairs Brandon was working intensely on William’s wife, Kayla.

They were sat on the sofa, pop music playing. Kayla’s red short dress, was pushed up to the tops of her thighs as she crossed her legs towards her lover.

Brandon hated the term gaslighting. In his mind’s eye, he just led his subs in the direction they wanted to go but were too frightened to do so on their own. He was little more than a guiding hand for hot wives to become the slut of their dreams, and for cucked hubbies to find their true role in the household. In his mind he was providing a service.

And maybe he was right, but Brandon wasn’t a man to perceive the needs of others. Just his own. Empathy wasn’t his biggest ability.

“William does like being tied up,” Kayla was saying thoughtfully as she studied the coiled up rope Brandon had brought in from his car. “He tells me I’m rubbish at it though.”

She giggled to hide her shame.

“Hey,” Brandon said. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll show you how to do it. He’ll like that. And a girl as smart as you will pick up knots in no time.”

She looked surprised. “Really? You’d do that for me?”

“Sure. I mean you’d need a weekend course to truly master it all. But I’ll take you through the essential ties and how to position your maid. Only take a few minutes to get the basics right.”

“Hmm,” she said unconvinced. “You need to know, well, I just … I just don’t like seeing him dressed up.”

Brandon took her hand with his free one and smiled, “Of course you don’t. No woman marries a man to have him turn into a girl.”

He’d heard many wives use similar lines, and he always got them to become mistress of the sissy hubbie.

“Exactly!” Kayla was so relieved that Brandon understood. She wished William understood her the way she thought Brandon understood her.

“So this is what you gotta do,” Brandon said, running his hand through her blonde hair. “You gotta forget about William your husband. Start thinking about Willa your maid.”

“Willa!” She put her hand over her laughter.

“When you need a good fucking, then you have me. And I have some pals that would love to do you over too.”

Her eyes widened and mouth drew into a perfect circle. “Oh, Brandon. I’m not sure I’d like that. I mean other guys?”

“Well thing is, once you become the Mistress of the house then you do as you please. There’s just no one around to tell you otherwise.” He paused for added impact: “No one to judge you.”

She nodded blankly. William wasn’t exactly brilliant between the sheets. That’s why she agreed to realising his cuckold fantasies. Even the worst Bull made her cum. Of course, Brandon was in another league to some of the fumblers she had endured when they started out on this kinky path.

“In fact,” Brandon said, “Let’s start right now. You have William the husband and you have Willa the maid. Two separate people. How about that?”

She shook her head, her eyes twinkling. “You make it sound so easy.”
Yet oddly, it did sound straight forward as Brandon put it. If the maid wasn’t William her husband but someone else, then she could cope with that.

“So,” Brandon said. “I’ll show you how to tie up Willa and then you and me will get into the bedroom for some real action.”

Her panties were soaking just from his commanding words. Her insides ached to be filled. The thought that she was the last person in the world who could dominate anyone drifted ominously around the back of her aroused mind but couldn’t settle. She was troubled but didn’t want to disappoint this commanding male.

4.   

When Kayla saw William in his trim short maid’s uniform, she immediately thought a stranger had entered the room.

They were in the small, en-suite bedroom William furtively used for his girly dressing. Thus, one she avoided except when getting it ready for the cleaners. Kayla was the sort of housewife who didn’t want cleaners to think she was slovenly.

She studied the vision that had once been her husband. Looking him over from his heels, which must have been four inches, up his neat stockinged legs and onward to the frilly pushed out A line maid’s skirt attached to the dress. To complete the ridiculous outfit her husband wore a frilly apron and choker plus a cheap looking wig of dull blonde hair.

He had made a serious effort, and despite her previous misgivings about his dressing, she was impressed.

“Nice legs.” Brandon had arrived and made his presence known with his booming comment.

Kayla laughed. “I’ve never seen him look so passable. But ugh, the wig has to go!”

Needing to keep his wife onside William removed the blonde wig but immediately felt self-conscious. He could be an actor playing the part of a maid with the wig, but without it, he felt like he was being exposed as an ineffectual transexual.

“You’ve always had nice auburn hair. Which you keep long and thick.” She picked up a hairbrush and started combing through his hair to separate the knots and make it look neater. “Never liked you with long hair, but now, I buy it. Maybe it suits you.”

Passively William let her scrape the brush painfully through his hair, noticing in the stand alone full length mirror near by, that it was taking a more feminine fluffy shape.

William was blushing. He hadn’t expected them to just burst into his room when he was changing so was caught off guard. He had been admiring himself in the mirror before they arrived, pressing down the front of his dress with his palms before raising it to check the wonderous view beneath the skirt.

The sight of his panties squeezing up over his hips and clinging to the chastity device was a mind numbing erotic thrill. There was no bulge like with his own plastic chastity cages. Simply a feminine slight bump going down between his stockinged legs.

“Well, it was an old wig,” William said defensively.

He was unused to his wife being so receptive to his dressing.

“Hmm,” she said dismissing his arguments. “It looks tacky. This will be better.”

“Thought if it looked new …” William’s words edged away as he saw Brandon smirking unpleasantly at him.

Kayla stopped brushing and shook her head at him. “Silly! It looks tatty. But I can see you have new stockings! Glad you didn’t still use those horrible scuzzy ones with the holes.”

Brandon pushed passed Kayla with a knowing grin on his chops. His size meant he filled the small room.

With a start, William noticed the coiled-up bondage ropes in Brandon’s meaty hands and wondered what the hell he was doing with those. They were similar to the ones in his bondage collection at the bottom of the wardrobe in the main bedroom.

Brandon gave a wolf whistle which made Kayla giggle, but poor William felt intimidated. Must Brandon be so down right neanderthal all the time?

“Yup. Nice legs,” Brandon continued to grin.

Feeling put out at her husband being complimented on his legs, Kayla said, “Expensive hose works wonders. And the heels make them appear more shapely and longer.”

Feeling her irritation, Brandon wrapped a bear sized arm around her, and squeezed. “Never be as good as your legs.”

She smiled, standing on tip toe to kiss his cheek. “Thank you.”

Brandon held William’s wife tightly, his arm still about her shoulders, making William feel pissed off. His wife looked like the possession of this oaf rather than just part of a fun styled relationship between the three of them.

As the husband he had never quite adjusted to the pain side of watching his wife with another guy. The feeling of loss burnt his gut. He loved the humiliation of course, that was all part of it, and even became aroused when watching a dominant male taking her. Yet it was often the affection the couple expressed for each other which gnawed at William more than the sexual stuff. He enjoyed, even encouraged his wife to screw other men, but somehow the warmth she demonstrated with them often made him feel betrayed.

All of sudden he was looking forward to the reclaim part of the night. Brandon would be gone, and he and Kayla could have their ‘me’ time together.

“Your Mistress has decided to call you Willa,” announced Brandon, surprising both husband and wife. “Just while you’re dressed,” he added for the benefit of Kayla.

Willa? William had sometimes used the feminine pronunciation of his name but having himself anointed with that name by others, without discussion, took the wind out of his sails.

Giving the hot wife a squeeze, Brandon, said, “What about you slut? What do you want your maid to call you?”

Brandon was looking to push forward this new dynamic before the dumb cuck and hot wife could realise what was happening.

Her face opened with surprise. “Oh, I don’t know.”

She had never before thought about such matters.

“Well,” she said slowly, “William calls me Miss, when we’re playing his games.”

Damn her, thought William. Why couldn’t she say ‘our games’ rather than ‘his games’? Made him feel isolated. They were the couple, and the game was a little amusement for them all.

Brandon wrinkled his face, deeply unimpressed.

“What do you think about that?” he asked slowly as if he had already thought about it and dismissed the term.

“I told you. I don’t like any of it,” Kayla said.

Brandon thought for a moment, “Well other wives have their hubbies call them Madam or Mistress.”

“Madam!” Kayla was upset. “Makes me sound like I’m eighty five years old!”

Brandon laughed. “You’re right.” He turned his attention to the bewildered husband. “So, maid, you must address your Mistress as Mistress.”

William often pulled back his narrow shoulders to look impressive when making a point, but on this occasion all he succeeded in achieving was pushing out his fake breasts in the dress. He needed to make a stand, despite how he was attired.

“Brandon, if it’s all the same to you I think that Kayla and I should decide that.”

Kayla winced. How dare he speak like that to Brandon! Brandon was her lover and guest. She looked up at her Bull to see how he’d react.

Brandon said simply, “I don’t think maids get a say, actually. Let’s ask your Mistress.”

Feeling her cheeks grow warm, Kayla giggled, but she was grateful for the Bull’s intervention. He always seemed to know what to say.

“Well, it won’t be Madam,” she announced. “That’s for sure. So I guess it has to be Mistress.”

“There you go,” Brandon said victoriously.

How William detested the way this brute was now taking control of their intimate game.

William made to plunge his hands into his pockets, the way he always did when about to make a disagreeable statement that might offend others. He found there were no pockets in the maid’s dress. As if he had nowhere to hide in his maid’s dress. Inside the titanium chastity cage he felt his dick expand.

With nowhere to conceal the hands, his helplessness inflated hugely. Which further aroused him.

Jesus, this humiliation kick of his was crazy. It left his brain feeling like ineffective mush. He never understood why he enjoyed being put down, but his dick and his mind certainly loved it.

William cleared his throat and lowered his eyes as he said, “Well, Brandon, you know. We sorta like using the word Miss.”

Oh God! Kayla grew angry. Her husband was making a tit of himself in front of her lover. Somehow that reflected upon her. She felt her husband’s foolishness making her appear bad in the Bull’s eyes.

She blurted out, “I am the Mistress. I will decide. So deal with it, maid. You will call me Mistress!”

Brandon affected a surprised look, but inside he was jumping with unmitigated joy. Poor little dumb sissy maid put right back in his place at his first attempt to push back.

The poor sap who had bragged about reclaiming his wife was getting hit where it hurt.

William brought his hands together before his pert false breasts, suddenly wishing he wasn’t dressed in the maid’s outfit. He felt helpless and ridiculous. Dressed as he was, he didn’t feel any ability to argue.

His cheeks grew warm as the shame infusing his being.

Brandon showed the dumb maid the ropes. “And your Mistress says you tie yourself up but your wife feels she needs a little guidance in the art of bondage.”

Feeling defensive, William said, “Well, that’s more for me when I am alone.”

He felt ditzy. Why had he said that? Brandon was looking so damned smug. He could have said, he tied himself up when he is alone, and Kayla sometimes helps him.

Kayla said to Brandon, “Oh, I’m rubbish at that. He always gets free when I tie them.”

“Let me show you,” Brandon said with that relaxed authoritative manner of his. He turned to the hubbie and said, “Turn around maid.”

What? William wasn’t going to have this brute tell him what to do and simply pouted, not quite knowing how to react.

Kayla was exasperated with her husband disobeying her lover. “You heard, maid. Turn around. Do it!”

Though Kayla could get a bit shouty she had never before done so in front of anyone. Desperate for her not to continue shouting, William turned on his heels facing away from them.

“Ok, maid,” Brandon said, revelling in the situation where he had become so powerful in someone else’s household. “Hands behind back.”




Chapter 2    

1.   

So William stood warily in his maid’s outfit with his back to his wife and her lover, while Brandon spoke matter of factly about the art of bondage. He could have been giving a dry lecture in a half empty hall of people vaguely interested in the skills.

“People get the wrong idea about tying up the hands. They wrap loads of rope around the two wrists and it doesn’t work.”

Kayla sounded despondent. “Aw. That’s what I do. No wonder I’m so hopeless.”

William felt the coil of rope wrap about his wrists and then Brandon’s fingers prodding between his hands. Suddenly his wrists were drawn tight together.

“Na. Don’t beat yourself up,” Brandon said. “Just watch this. If you do wind rope around each of the wrists, like this. Then at the end you loop the last strands around the middle, bringing both hands tightly together. Like this. See? You try it.”

Kayla forced a giggle of worry. “I’ll be hopeless.”

“No. You do it. Take hold of each of the strands and tie them in a double knot between the wrists.”

Oh! Simon felt the wrists slapped tightly together, separated only by the ropes between his hands.

“You see?” Brandon asked. “Now the binds around each wrist is tight. Your maid can’t get her hands out of the ties. She is stuck there until you decide to release her.”

A curdle of panic swelled in William’s gut. He had always pleaded with his wife to bind him tighter, as he escaped so easily from her ties, but now he felt genuinely helpless. It was scary, and yet his dick in its confines responded by trying to harden. Obviously, it couldn’t do much, because of the tiny restraint in which it was trapped. Bizarrely that made him even more aroused.

He felt that erotic explosion when his mind began left his body. He always felt it when aroused, but he didn’t want it to happen now. He needed to be fully compos mentis to control the proceedings.

“Aw, I hadn’t realised all that.” Kayla said. “I feel so foolish.”

William heard Brandon take hold of his wife in an embrace. He hated it when Brandon cuddled his wife. It was for him as the husband to comfort her. Brandon just over stepped the mark and Kayla was too nice to stop him.

“Hey, girl. Don’t let it worry you,” Brandon said. “You didn’t know. Your maid didn’t tell you, did she?”

Kayla brightened. “That’s true!”

“You give it a go,” Brandon said. “Tell your maid to lie on the bed. It is the same process with the ankles. So give it a go down there.”

Kayla giggled. “I’m rubbish at giving orders.”

Brandon stepped in front of the maid, who had been listening intently to the conversation behind him.

“Listen, maid,” Brandon said easily, as if guiding a good friend. “You want your Mistress to be able to take control, don’t you?”

William corrected him, “When we are playing games, yes of course.”

“There you go!” Brandon looked at the nervous wife. “Tell Willa to lie face down on the bed.”

She closed her eyes and swallowed. She would look so damned foolish if her husband didn’t obey her. Particularly right in front of her lover, Brandon!

When she opened her eyes, her lover was staring straight at her, with a huge encouraging grin on his unshaven face.

She took in a lungful of air for courage.

“Maid,” she said, intending to sound confident, but knowing her voice was squeaky with nerves. “Maid, lie on the bed.”

This was the chance for William to get his wife to be dominant, so he edged forward and made to lie on the bed. It was with a shock he realised how difficult this action was because of his hands being pinned so tightly at the small of his back. So, he sat carefully on the edge of the bed, and fell back, edging himself to the centre of the mattress.

For the first time in his lifetime of dressing he learnt how vulnerable he felt wearing a skirt. Every move threated to have the skirt pillow up and expose his underwear.

Brandon said, “Your Mistress said, face down.”

Irritated at being given commands by this ego driven oaf, William remained defiantly face up.

This was too much for Kayla. Hadn’t he been told face down? And had not her lover reminded him of this?

Keeping her voice steady she said, “William, please do as you are told.”

Pausing long enough to give them the impression that he was acting on his own decisions, William rolled over, again having to take care due to his incapacitated arms. He lay face down into the blankets and felt truly, and scarily helpless.

“Ok,” Brandon said, “See how you get on with the ankles.”

“You sure?” Kayla asked. “I mean, if you want to start them and then I’ll do the last bit.”

“Na. You did really well finishing off the wrists. You go for it.”

With suffocating uncertainty Kayla pushed the loose end of the rope under the first stockinged ankle as Brandon had done. She noticed the shoes were scuffed around the toes. If William wanted to be a maid, then she’d make sure he got on top of his appearance.

She wound the rope a few times around the ankles, convinced it was too loose and she’d look incompetent in Brandon’s eyes. Then she pulled the two ends free between the stockinged ankles, one at the top of the bind and the other at the bottom. Just as she had seen Brandon do for the wrists.

She looked at her lover with her big blue eyes, the way she did whenever she felt uncertain and required assistance from a man.

Brandon laughed. “Just keep going. Pull those ends around the ropes between the ankles and cinch tight.”

Kayla sat down next to her husband in his maid’s outfit and did as instructed. She saw the ropes tighten around William’s stockinged ankles. It was working! She pulled tight and saw them cling together before tying off the cords with a double knot.

She looked up to Brandon anxious to hear his opinion.

“Hey!” he announced. “Just look at that! Fantastic!”

“You think so?” Was he just saying that to make her feel good?

“Sure. No way can he release himself from that!”

Looking away from them, William smiled. He was always able to get free of his wife’s bonds. He’d make Brandon look a complete loser when he escaped! But for the moment it felt sexily hot to be bound so tightly and pretend to be powerless.

Brandon said, “you did so well, I’m gonna let you do the elbows and knees.”

Kayla looked surprised. Elbows and knees?

“Go for it, girl. Just as you did the ankles. Tie the elbows together.”

Feeling only slightly less apprehensive, Kayla selected a shorter length of rope and pushed it beneath the bare arms of William, noticing how smooth and devoid of hair they were when compared with Brandon who, when naked, looked like a gorilla with his webbing of hair covering his entire body.

“Yeh great,” Brandon said. “But secure them above the joint. Not below.”

She nodded, still feeling flustered at doing something she felt her man, Brandon, ought to be doing.

She wound the rope a couple of times around the upper arms, and then pulled the two free ends above and below the looping rope. Pausing she looked to Brandon for support.

He chuckled. “Fantastic. Now finish it off.”

“Ugh!” William felt his arms pulled tight together, pulling back his shoulders.

She tied the knot and already knew it was a success. Feeling pleased with herself, she grinned at her boyfriend.

“Well, fuck me, that’s bang on,” Brandon said. “Elbow ties are great on girls and sissies, they make the tits stick out at the front.”

Sissy? William bit his lip with exasperation. How crude the guy was. Sissy, indeed! But William was suddenly aware that with his elbows and wrists bound, he could barely move them. Perhaps push them up an inch or so, but little more.

Obviously, his escape would take a little more time than it had done in the past when his wife had tied him up. Though he knew he would be able to escape eventually. He had always been able to do so.

Kayla rose from the bed, running her arms around her lover’s neck, “Maybe you could show me that in the bedroom. No one’s ever tied me up before.”

William winced. Only because she wouldn’t let him tie her up. Always saying she didn’t want it to happen.

Grabbing the back of her blonde hair in his fist, Brandon pulled her tight to his face. “Tramp. You’d love being tied up and being all helpless. Wouldn’t you.”

Kayla was too aroused and breathless to respond, but her eyes said everything she wanted to say. 
Brandon kissed her aggressively, taking all she was offering.

Bound tightly on the bed, William looked up to see his wife in the arms of another man. They were clearly in the full enraptures of lovemaking.

God, what a turn on. Would they fuck here, in this room, so William could watch them?

His dick was now filling the locked metallic container, and precum was spurting out, dampening his panties.

Brandon pulled the breathless Kayla from himself.

“Girl, do your maid’s knees, just above the joint again.”

As if a total automaton, a blank eyed Kayla followed her lover’s instructions. This time she was more assured and swifter, easily bringing together the knees firmly with the practiced binding skill she had acquired.

She stood, her lips apart, showing her teeth blankly awaiting the next instruction.

“Look at your maid,” Brandon said to her.

And she did so.

She looked over the bound package with a degree of satisfaction. She had tied up her husband. She had done it. And she could do it again!

“You know what would complete the perfectly bound maid?”

She shook her head, her eyes dead. She just wanted his thick, hard cock inside her. Filling her. Fucking her. She wanted to do whatever he wanted to obtain that joy.

“Get me two scarves,” he said to her.

The hot wife needed a moment for her erotically charged brain to understand the instruction, but then she sped off back to the master bedroom for the items demanded of her.

2.   

“Have you ever blindfolded a maid before?”

Jesus. Kayla just needed to be fucked. Not made love to. Not ravished. Just fucked within an inch of her life yet her Bull was asking her about blindfolding!

She was hoarse with desire as she said, “Well, not really. William has asked for it. But the blindfold keeps falling off and …”

Brandon said, “Just fold the scarf three times length ways and then tie it around the maid’s head.”

She did so, her fingers trembling from her visceral sexual need, but she was anxious to get done all these silly chores so that she could have time in between the sheets with Brandon.

From his tightly bound position on the bed, William watched as his sexy wife held the pink and cream silk scarf up and folded it thrice, length ways before her. What good would that do, he wondered, if it keeps falling off?

“Great,” Brandon said, “now carefully lay the centre of the scarf over the maid’s eyes and pull it taut to the back of the head.”

Kayla did so, all the time fearing she was going to mess it up.

“You’re doing fantastic,” Brandon said. “Now secure the ends of the scarf in a tight but pretty bow.

Following her Bull’s instructions, she did so. With the bow looking large and decorative over her husband’s auburn hair.

Actually, she liked the look of that. It was pretty. Sexy somehow. Made her feel powerful in that she had created it. Maybe she would do more blindfolding in the future.

Suddenly William felt a tremor of fear in his tummy. By folding the scarf over, he genuinely couldn’t see anything through it. There was a little light at the bottom of the blindfold, but not sufficient to discern diddly-squat. In a panic he pulled at his wrist bonds, but as before they were not for moving. With his arms bound so tightly together, all the way up to his elbows, he couldn’t shift his hands away from his back by more than an inch or so.

He relaxed himself with the thought that he has always been able to escape his wife’s bonds, and it will be interesting to see where this escapade leads.

“Great,” Brandon enthused. “Fantastic. Now the gag.”

Already feeling defeated, Kayla dropped one knee before the other to make herself smaller. “I’d love to Brandon. But William says I’m hopeless at it. He can even speak after I’ve gagged him.”

“Well, William isn’t here is he? This is your maid, Willa.” Brandon pointed out.

Kayla giggled, glancing at the bound helpless form in the maid’s uniform on the bed. She could see the logic of the Bull’s thoughts.

“I guess.”

“Ok, take off your panties like the slut you are,” Brandon ordered.

Her lover’s commands always gave Kayla a rush.

“Yes, Sir,” she smiled.

William held his breath. Beneath the blindfold his eyes were wide with intrigue. He could hear her dress rustling as she stripped off her underwear. The sounds were so erotic that William momentarily forgot his predicament and his fear and just listened intently.

He heard his wife giggle, “There!”

The Bull laughed, “Ok now wipe your crack with them. I bet it’s sopping wet!”

“Oh my God,” Kayla said. “You’re not going to make me do that are you?”

But irritatingly for William he could tell his wife was amused at the instruction. Again, he could hear her clothes rustling as he imagined her wiping up her juices from pussy.

“I’m so damned wet,” she whispered before giggling.

“Good!” Brandon said.

“Oh, God. My panties are now wringing wet!”

William knew she was being ridiculous, as she rarely became particularly wet when aroused. He knew this from experience, and the fact that she used Vaseline as a lube when they made love.

“Good,” Brandon said. “Now you have to do this in one single motion.”

Brandon then whispered words to Kayla that her husband struggled to understand. What was that stupid bully plotting?

“Will that work?” Kayla was astonished.

“It works every time. Go for it!”

The room fell still and silent for a moment, while William held his breath. In the blindfold induced emptiness, he wondered what was happening.

Suddenly, there was movement and in the same instance he felt his nose gripped and his nostrils closed. He gasped, raising his chin as his mouth opened gasping for air. This enabled the damp, silky material to be forced into his mouth, pressing down his tongue. He made noises of protest but already he felt the second scarf being flattened up against his lips. It was smartly pulled hard around his head securing the sopping panties in his mouth.

“Shall I do a bow again?” Kayla asked.

“Sure. Your maid looks pretty with one,” Brandon laughed. “She’ll look even more cute with two.”

Giggling, and enjoying herself, Kayla did as instructed, hauling the ends rigid tight before tying them into a neat fluffy bow.

William made to object but with his wife’s drenched panties in his mouth, with their oddly sweet taste, all he could do was mew and moan unintelligibly, making his tormentors laugh. So he quickly learned to keep silent. He hated that he was entertaining the Bull, who was quickly becoming his abhorrent nemesis.

Kayla felt very proud of herself and was desperate to hear the Bull’s praises for her endeavours.

Finally, Brandon said, “Well slut, you’ll never be able to say again that you cannot tie up a maid. That you can’t blindfold her or gag her!”

Kayla kept her blue eyes fixed on this powerful dominant male as she ran her naked arms up his body to circle his neck, offering herself for a kiss.

“It’s all down to you, Sir.”

William was furious. How could she pretend to worship the oaf! He tried to shout at her, but the gag reduced his attempts to muffled incoherence.

“Oh!” Kayla said with a giggle, “Do you think the maid is angry?”

“Nah,” Brandon assured her. “This is what she’s always wanted isn’t it. Dressed as a maid. Chastity locked and bound helplessly.”

Kayla said, “Oh God yes. Goes on about it all the time.”

He didn’t go on about it all the time! William mewed again into the gag.

Giggling, Kayla, said, “She does look funny like that. All helpless.”

“Let me show you something,” Brandon said. “Give me a short length of rope.”

William heard the cords changing hands and suddenly felt his ankles being brought up tight to his short skirt, so his heels were close to his buttocks.

“It’s called a hogtie,” Brandon said. “Dead easy. Watch. Just loop the rope around the binds around the ankles. See? Then haul them as far up as you can and loop the rope around the wrist ties. See?”

“Oh God. Is it really that easy?” She seemed over awed.

“Sure. You tie the knot as before. Just wind it around and tie it off.”

Ugh! William felt his legs and arms being stretched and joined together.

Kayla giggled. “Oh God. I really never felt I could do anything like that. It’s just like the videos you get on the porn sites he goes to.”

How William would have loved to have seen his image in the full length mirror near the bed.

Brandon laughed. “There you go. Your maid must be in seventh heaven.”

William was indeed, deeply in erotic seventh heaven. His dick was leaking but he was also furious at not being involved in the planning. His wife was being staggeringly dumb in letting this lout dictate all the terms.

But there was nothing he could do, bound, blindfolded and gagged as he was. Jesus! William was livid, but in no position to protest so remained still and quiet.

Just wait for them to leave then he’d escape. He always got out of any ties. That would show them. But he was also, for the moment, revelling in his tight bondage. He’d never before experienced anything as secure as this.

In the darkness he could hear them kissing. Suddenly Kayla giggled in shock, and he heard them leaving the small room that had once been his private space for his dressing and fun and games.

As they entered the Master bedroom, Brandon put the hot wife down onto the floor.

“Listen, you strip naked and get into bed. I’ll just check that Willa is ok.”

“Aw,” Kayla felt her knees go weak. “You are so thoughtful!”

She kissed him on the cheek and childlike threw herself on her bed.

Brandon returned to the dumb, powerless, bound cuck for some more fun.

Yup, she was right, Brandon thought to himself. He was thoughtful, but not in the way she imagined him.

3.   

The bound William heard the heavy footsteps in the darkness imposed by his secure blindfold. They were easily recognizable as those of his wife’s Bull, Brandon.

He could feel the hefty body of Brandon crouch down next to him, before the Bull whispered so close to his ear that William could feel the heat of his breath.

The Bull spoke quietly, not wanting the excited wife in the main bedroom to hear.

“Listen. I know you always wanted to watch your wife being fucked senseless by me. But how about I let you listen? Would you like that?”

In his tight confines William nodded quickly. He would love that! It would be so hot to witness them, even if only using sound.

“Great. Only fair you get something out of this.”

The Bull had a trace a sneer in his voice, but William didn’t care, so long as he could hear the screwing.

“I have a baby monitor app set up on my tablet. I’ve set it up to pick up my phone. Bit like parents listening to a baby in a cot, but the other way round. You can listen to your wife having the fucking of a lifetime.”

William heard a light clunk of what he supposed was the tablet being placed on a cupboard nearby.

Oh! William felt three sharp pats to his bottom. Not quite spanks, but certainly less than friendly. Then the Bull was gone, and William heard the bedroom door close behind him.

Wow! This will be awesome!

In his excitement, William sucked on his gag.

Forgetting for the moment he was bound he made to shift the gag in his mouth to a more comfortable position, but again discovered how little he could move his hands. His arms remained secured by the binds around his arms, above the elbows and being secured to his ankles. He was barely able to move.

Sadly, under the Bull’s supervision, Kayla’s ties were way more secure than anything he had ever before experienced.

He gasped in the panties gag in frustration. William didn’t realise this degree of helplessness was exactly what he had always sought. Now he was experiencing it, he felt totally frustrated.

One thing he knew. Eventually he would be able to squirm out of the bonds and then he’d show the Bull he wasn’t so easy to dominate.

Back in the master bedroom, Brandon was oblivious to the aspirations of a guy he saw as a weedy cuck. Once he had linked his phone to his tablet lying in the same room as William, he stripped off.

Kayla’s naked body was beneath the sheets, with her knees drawn up by folding her arms over the sheet about her legs. her chin rested on them top white sheet, and she looked impossibly cute.

She ogled the hard body of her fantastic lover as it was slowly revealed.

“Oh, my God” she said as a grinning Brandon removed his tie, his jacket and then his shirt.

His torso was phenomenally ripped. Hard muscular. Broad.

There was no other word than ‘manly’ to describe the sight before her. William was wonderful, caring and thoughtful but his slight frame and shorter height did not compare to the clearly lined muscular frame before her.

Her pussy was now dripping onto the bottom sheet.

“Oh, please, Sir. Please. I need you,” she said in a low voice.

The words squeaked through the speaker of the tablet in the small room at the other end of the upstairs corridor. William held his breath and squirted into the unique titanium chastity casing smoothly covering his balls and cock. Had his wife ever sounded so aroused?

He stood in just his underwear.

Kayla just groaned hoarsely.

What she wanted was about to bounce in to view. She could already see its intimidating bulge bulging through the white designer boxers.

And then the underwear was pulled down his hairy legs and the enormous erection, freed from the underwear, flipped upwards, pointing to the ceiling.

“Beg to suck it slut!” Brandon demanded with a knowing smirk.

In the small room, Brandon laughed into the gag, his wife hated sucking cocks. She saw it as demeaning and gross. There was no chance of his wife begging to suck a man’s cock! He looked forward to the stupid thug’s reactions when she pointedly said ‘no’.

So the next revelatory moments shocked the bound male maid.

Over the crackling speaker, Kayla said in a low pitch.

“Oh please, may I suck that wonderful fucking cock of yours!”

Eh? William must have misheard. ‘Fucking cock’?

She had sworn. This wasn’t his wife. Kayla would never speak like that or swear. Nor would she ever want a man’s cock in her face.

“More slut,” Brandon demanded.

The female voice continued. “Sir. Please, Sir. Oh, please let me suck you. Please. I promise I’ll be good. I’ll do anything you want. I’ll …”

The line was drowned by a strange gasp and then quiet sucking.

“Good, slut.” Brandon was head to say. “Sucking like the whore you truly are. That right, slut?”

William was astounded. He had never heard his wife behave like this before. Part of him wanted to believe that the trampy voice he could hear was that of another female in the master bedroom. One of Brandon’s many tramps no doubt.

But he already knew that the voice was that of his prim and proper wife.

“You want me to come in your mouth, slut? Ram it down your throat?”

William froze. There was only one answer to that crude question from his wife: No!

“Yes, oh fucking hell, yes please. Please cum in my mouth. Please.”

What? William, tried to squirm in his bonds. Desperate to break free.

Yet bound as he was, he could barely move. He had to escape. He didn’t want that hateful man to get one over on him.

As for his wife, William reasoned that, for reasons known best to herself, she was merely trying to please the guy! Once he got out of his bonds, he would give them both an earful!

4.   

About half an hour later, William’s wrists were sore. He had tried to pull each hand from out of the bonds one at the time, but they weren’t moving. So all he succeeded in doing was rubbing the skin on his wrists.

The speaker had been quiet for a while. There were gentle sighs of Kayla sleeping, but little else. Had they forgotten about him?

Smack!

A mega slap to one side of William’s buttocks was followed by a second equally as aggressive to the other bum cheek.

William gasped into the gag more from the shock than the pain.

The laugh from Brandon was ugly and loud.

“Enjoying yourself, cuck?”

William spluttered around his gag, desperate to be untied.

He felt the Brandon crouch next to him, as if the bull’s body had such a great mass that it sucked energy from the room.

The Bull spoke in lowered tones. “Your slut of a wife is sleeping. I fingered and fucked her to a few orgasms and when I’ve reloaded I’ll fuck her to oblivion.”

William shivered at the words of the uncouth sod. How he hated him. He tried to raise his hands indicating he wanted to be released. But with them fixed to the ties around his ankles, they could barely move. He was completely helpless. Oddly, he was also aroused, which further irritated him. The arousal meant he couldn’t think straight.

“So how you doing cuck? You want to be released yet?”

In his blindfolded darkness, William nodded his head urgently.

“Well, you know,” Brandon drawled. “I think I like you just the way you are.”

William was infuriated. He set anew at his struggles but was scarcely able to fidget because of the expertly tied bonds.

Then came that obnoxious laugh again.

“If you knew how fucking ridiculous you looked. Wriggling around like a slut in heat!” He laughed. “Still reckon you can reclaim your slut of a wife? I don’t think she’ll view you seriously again!”

What? William froze. Of course he was going to reclaim his wife! That’s what he always did when the Bulls had finished with her. Make Kayla his wife again.

Kayla’s voice called down the hall, “Brandon? Brandon?”

“In here. With your maid.”

“Oh.”

A moment later, William could tell she was in the room from her light padding naked feet on the carpet, and her delightful, subtle flowery perfume.

She sounded close to the Bull as she said, “Is he alright?”

“Oh, she’s fine. You know how your maid always wanted to dress like this and be tied up. She’s loving it.”

Kayla giggled, and whispered to William, “You perv!”

William was desperate to let her know he needed to be freed.

He grunted through the panties gag, making no sensible noises at all.

He heard his wife being grabbed. An almighty snog followed.

Moments later his wife said hoarsely. “Fuck. I need you again. Please fuck your slut. Please.”

The brute bellowed that awful crowing laugh of his.

“I’m going to fuck you into next year!”

William heard the huge intake of breath from Kayla, before she said, “Oh my God, yes please.”

He heard her giggle and squeal as obviously the bully was doing things to her that sent her to heaven. They left the room.

Giggles down the hall, before the gentle padding of bare feet dashed back into the small, ensuite room.

William felt a wet kiss on his cheek.

“Love you, pervy,” his wife giggled before darting off.

William was beside himself with rage. Didn’t she realise he didn’t want to be left like this? Didn’t she realise that the oaf was using her. He struggled as much as he could until he stopped from exhaustion.

There is only so much air one can take in with panties fixed in the mouth by an unforgiving gag.

Yet, his dick betrayed him. In its tight metallic confines, it grew as rigid as possible. Jesus Christ, he needed to rub it. But how could he when it was held between his legs. If he was free he could put a pillow between his legs or even just his fingers and wank himself off like a randy teenage girl.

But he couldn’t. He was the only one in the house not gaining any sexual satisfaction.

He growled defencelessly into his gag and finally just accepted his predicament. He wasn’t going to escape. He would have to wait for the bull to untie him. That wouldn’t happen until …

His attention was reawakened by the groans over the small speaker of the tablet. His wife was shouting loudly as she was being fucked by the brute.

This was intolerable … and yet … and yet ... his dick squirted precum unsatisfyingly into his panties.

He cursed his misfortune, realising he was no longer in control and was dependent upon others for release.

Yet, and this made his predicament even worse, he knew he was enjoying his humiliation.

But, he didn’t yet know that the world became was about to become infinitely darker for the poor cuck.




Chapter 3    

1.   

As William listened over the speaker to the Bull fucking his wonderful wife yet again, - how many times was that? Four? More? – he found himself growing even angrier.

How dare the Bull just take his wife and screw her like that. He could hear his wife Katya orgasming like a wounded animal. Her screams reaching him before he heard them on the tablet that was close by his head, a split second later.

And yet .. yet .. he was also aroused. Deeply aroused. In his helplessly bound, blindfolded and gagged state he needed to cum like a steam engine.

And that need was urgent, gnawing away at him.

This was aggravated by the attire of his new maid’s uniform. The stockings, corset and heels induced a greater sexual need.

The Bull’s unusual chastity design meant that his balls and dick were sealed away behind a smooth, impregnable metal surface that fitted so tightly to his body, he knew that even with his hands free he wouldn’t be able to slip a finger inside for relief.

Worse, his penis was now stuck firmly between his legs so he couldn’t simply rub away on top of the bed until he came. An action he could perform with his own plastic cage, which kept his dick to the front and therefore easily able to rub it on anything for pleasure.

So fucking frustrating!!!

There was a loud howl from his wife and then the house fell silent. So silent that in his gagged blindfolded state, he suddenly felt alone and afraid.

A concerned Brandon’s voice whispered over the speaker.

“You okay? I thought you were going to die from asphyxiation.”

William heard his wife laugh sleepily, speaking with an exhausted slurring tone, “Oh my God. You are just amazing. I just keep on cumming. Wild!”

Brandon’s voice was now louder, and he spoke clearly for William to hear, “Doesn’t your hubbie give you orgasms like that?”

In the master bedroom, Brandon grinned, knowing that Katya wouldn’t be aware of how he was tormenting her dumb fuck of a Hubbie over the app baby intercom.

William froze. What would his wife say? Surely, she was only performing like that to make the ego driven Bull feel good. Though that was a further torment of course – why wouldn’t she do the same for him, her husband?

For a moment there was silence, then a little apologetic giggle. “Aw, no. He can’t do that.”

“Oh yeh,” Brandon said, lifting his mouth so it was closer to the mic on his phone. “Not even once? I mean one orgasm.”

“I shouldn’t talk about it, really,” she replied, wrinkling her nose.

William was doubly furious. Of course she came when he shagged her. She always said she had. And how much she enjoyed his lovemaking.

“You’re right,” Brandon spoke like an actor on the stage, ensuring the audience could hear clearly what was being said. “Still, he’s not bad at oral is he?”

Well, William thought, that was one thing he could definitely perform well. She always said so!

“Well, I don’t know,” Kayla said. “He does try hard. He really does. But I don’t know. Anyway, I have that vibrator you bought me.”

What? William opened his eyes wide behind the blindfold. Vibrator? She always said she hated them.

“That bring you off?” Brandon asked.

“Yes. It’s alright. I mean it’s not like having a powerful man inside me. You are just phenomenal.”

William felt sick. He prayed to a God he had never before considered, for the Bull to stop asking his wife questions.

“Na,” Brandon said. “You are amazing. A superb slut.”

To William’s astonishment, Kayla giggled as if having a great time. She hated crude words like slut and had often warned William about any level of swearing.

“Well,” Brandon said, “I guess it’s not his fault. You know, with him being so small down there.”

Oh! William waited for his loyal wife to put the yob straight on that insult.

And he waited and waited.

Finally, Kayla said, “There’s more to life that sex. I mean We’ve had a few bulls. But you are way the best. The best by far.”

“My big cock?”

“Oh. You are so conceited. But that’s part of it. I love your arrogance and confidence.”

Now William knew she was lying. She detested guys who were arrogant and often told William this.

Kayla was still speaking, “You know you are so wide that as soon as you enter me, I feel like an exploding rocket. It’s the moment you push inside me. Then when we fuck, it’s bang, bang, bang. I still feel tremors now.”

“Ah, I see.” Brandon pushed himself up on his elbow, his mouth close to the phone mic. “I thought your maid reclaimed you after I had finished with you.”

She laughed. “Maid! Sir, you are awful,” she lowered voice. “But he did look amazing, didn’t he?”

“She,” corrected Brandon making Kayla laugh again.

“Oh yes. You are dreadful with him! Willa! Where did you get that from? Willa, it’s such a sweet name.”

“These sissy cucks like a fem name. Always the same. She’ll pretend to hate it, but you see. She’ll love it.”

Kayla knew that this remarkable man was usually right. “Really? He loved dressing. I guess I haven’t been sympathetic in the past.”

“Don’t beat yourself up. Most women don’t get it at first.”
“You mean they get to accept their husbands dressing up as maids?”

“Sure. Really go for it. What you got to remember is that sissy cucks often feel shame about what they do. So it’s important that you be dominant. Overpowering. Don’t let her get an even break.”

At that point William felt himself as close to cumming as had ever done. Like a volcano waiting to blow up. But he couldn’t. He imagined Kayla in tight leathers with a cane and ground his pelvis into the bed hopelessly trying to make it happen.

But of course, with his dick fastened between his legs, he simply couldn’t and had to continue to endure the need.

2.   

Despite the relentless shouting and orgasming taunting him over the tablet speaker, William fell asleep in his blindfolded, gagged world.

The resounding smack to his backside woke him with a bewildering start. Where was he? Why couldn’t he see. What was that in his mouth?

Why did his bum hurt?

Why couldn’t he move?

Ah … the humiliating experiences of earlier came flooding back.

He could hear his wife giggling. They were both standing in his room, close by his bed.

“Oh, don’t do that, Sir. It’s cruel to spank him so hard.”

Then her laughter was squashed with a long, wet kiss.

“Right,” Brandon announced. I’ll see you and your maid at my club in the city. Tomorrow lunchtime.”

“Yes, Sir,” Kayla responded, kissing him over his rough unshaven face.

Another slap to William’s poor backside had him moaning into his gag and his wife laughing.

“Don’t get up, Willa,” the Bull said with his ugly laugh.

How William detested the tormenting brute. If only he could speak.

“Come and see me out, Slut,” Brandon said. “Then you can have some fun time with your new maid.”

William could hear the kissing and giggling as they went downstairs and simply lay helplessly trussed up, fuming in his darkened world.

With quiet whispering and loud snogging, it was an age before the front door finally closed. William heard Brandon’s vulgar sports Porsche saloon car rev up and take off down their drive.

Conceited show off! He thought.

At last he heard Kayla enter his room.

“Just a minute maid,” Kayla said as William heard the rustle of a silky garment.

“Sir says that maid’s shouldn’t see their Mistresses naked. God knows why, if they’re the maid. But he does seem to know about this stuff.”

William sighed into his gag. Dumb bitch. How could she believe such tosh?

The blindfold was loosened and slid free.

It was a while before the blurred bedroom came into focus with just a lamp on the dressing table turned on.

His wife was dressed in her white diaphanous negligee through which William could see her pert tits. Another erection was firmly held down by its confines.

Kayla crouched down to be eyeball to eyeball with her maid.

“Hey, maid, what a day eh? Wasn’t that something else?”

William grunted into his gag, desperate to have her remove it so he could let her know what they should be doing.

“Ok, maid,” Kayla said. She screwed up her eyes in thought. “Wow. Just so much to remember. Sir says there’s a mistress class in the city. I know I could do with some lessons. He says I should attend them. They’re fun. But anyway, here’s the current lie of the land.”

William grunted harder into the gag. He really needed the gag out.

“Oh, be quiet, maid,” Kayla said. “I’m trying to think here. So. Right. First thing is that I have to call you maid or Willa. That’s first thing. Now second, is that you have to call me Mistress. Thing is,” she nibbled her lip. “Sir says, that because it’s your first time as a real maid rather than just a masturbatory fantasy, then you should call me Mistress in every sentence.” she laughed. “Sir says it more crudely than that. But you know what I mean.”

Why can’t she just remove the gag so that he could put her straight. They are not going to see that ego driven idiot again. Not after what he had put William through.

“And thirdly, we both have to refer to Sir as Sir. I mean, like all the time. We can’t even say ‘he’. I mean it’s like pronoun fascism gone mad.”

She reached for the rear ties of his gag and stopped, finger wiggling in mid-air.

“Oh yes. One other thing. Sir says I must keep count of every time we mess up and forget to refer to ourselves properly.”

She giggled and kissed her husband’s hot cheeks. “Maybe next time, we’ll both get a spanking from him.”

Then … finally …she undid the bow and the silky material from around his mouth. His mouth was so dry he couldn’t spit out her panties and had to wait for his wife to pluck them from between his lips.

Which she did with a long, disgusted, “Yeeuw!”

Licking his lips to get back some moisture, William glared at his dumb wife.

“Untie me! For fuck’s sake, untie me!”

Shocked by the venomous shouting, Kayla stood up, stepping back from the mouthy maid.

“Oh!”

“Kayla. Untie me!!!”

As the shock subsided so Kayla’s eyes narrowed like shutters falling. “Sir said you might kick off a bit. He said it’s only natural.”

“Only natural? Kayla. How long have I been tied up like this?”

“Firstly, maid,” she emphasised the word ‘maid’, “I do not want to be shouted at. I hope we establish that early on. In fact I hate it.”

For a long moment William stared at his wife wondering if she had her brain removed. She was always so compliant, that’s why she had entered into the cuckolding business. Albeit reluctantly, but she did eventually acquiesce. Though it was only with Brandon that she showed any enthusiasm.

“If you don’t want to be shouted at, then get the fucking ropes off me.”

She folded her bare arms and stared at him, still crouched down in her sexy lingerie.

This was a Kayla William didn’t recognise. There was no easy going smile. Rather, she stared hard at him. “You want me to call Sir and tell him about your attitude?”

“Call Sir?” Dumb bitch! Bound and attired as William was, he was unwisely angry. “Yeh. You do that. Why not?”

Kayla dashed quickly back to the main bedroom on her toes. She always ran delicately in the house, like a dancer.

She returned with her phone.

“Well maid. You really want me to do this? Get Sir to turn around and drive back here? Eh?”

William pulled on his wrist bonds, but it was only half hearted as he knew they wouldn’t budge.

Nope!  He sure as hell didn’t want that maniac back here. Fear melted his rage.

Kayla said, “I’d bet he’d be really happy to hear how you’ve been shouting at me.”

William swallowed and got control. “Yeh. Ok. Maybe I shouldn’t have shouted like that. It’s just that I’ve been tied up here all night.”

She cocked her head to one side, flicking her lovely but now matted blonde hair to one side. “Ok then maid. Say sorry.”

Say sorry? Where was this coming from?

“Look Kayla. This is just a game that is now over. Like it always is after they guy has had you.”

She raised her eyebrows. “So now I have to tell Sir that you aren’t addressing me in an appropriate manner?”

Oh God. If he wanted to be untied, he’d have to play along with the absurd game.

“Sorry, Mistress,” he mumbled into the bed.

“Say it properly maid. I don’t see why I should have to put up with shit from the domestic staff.”

Her eyes were cold. This wasn’t his wife. This was a complete stranger. That idiotic bully, Brandon had changed her behaviour.

“Ok, ok, ok. Listen, Mistress. I am sorry. Really.”

She pushed forward her sexy pink lips in thought.

William remained silent, not wishing to make his situation worse.

Kayla remained pissed off with her ungrateful husband. Isn’t this what he has always wanted? Even demanded? Just like Brandon had said, he would pretend not to like what he had always begged her to do.

“Sir said it can be hard work overseeing a maid. Too fucking right.”

She swore! When had she ever used the ‘fucking’ word before?

“Please untie me, Mistress. Please.”

She was still in thinking mode. “I don’t know. So you won’t do any more ranting like a three year old brat?”

Like a three year old brat? He was livid with how she was speaking to him, but he had to keep his cool.

“No. I won’t.”

She raised her eyebrows pointedly at him, with hard, demanding eyes.

“Mistress,” he added quietly and then a little louder, “Mistress. I won’t shout again.”

“If you do, I’ll phone Brandon, even if I have to wake him up.”

God. William didn’t want that. Brandon could get pretty tough when angry.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

Kayla exhaled slowly. He didn’t seem that repentant. She definitely didn’t want to disappoint Brandon who had explained that cuck sissy maids need to be forced as they don’t like admitting their predilections. But, apparently, once in their place they loved it. Brandon’s explanation made way more sense than anything that William had said in all the years they had been married.

But, aw, he looked so downcast in his maid’s uniform, stockings and heels.

Kayla set about releasing her husband from the bonds into which she had placed him under the guidance of her Bull.

As the bonds slipped away, she watched her maid stretch out, rubbing his wrists and ankles.

She coiled the ropes in her hands, appearing concerned, “Were they too tight maid? I mean the ropes?”

More to complain than anything else, William said, “Of course they hurt.” After a moment of realisation he added, “Mistress.”

He stopped rubbing and without look up at her, he whispered, “Mistress please give me the key.”

She stopped tidying the ropes to study him with quizzical eyes. What was he going on about? “What do you mean maid?”

This was ridiculous. William sat on the edge of the bed, his heels touching the floor and sighed. “The key, Mistress. The key!”

When he found the courage to glance up at his wife, he saw that she was genuinely baffled.

“Mistress, perhaps he has fucked the brains out of you!” William felt pissed at his wife’s dumbness. “The key to my chastity cage.”

She shot a death  glare at her husband.

What the hell? Should a maid be speaking to her like that?

“Well, maid,” she spat out the word ‘maid’, “Sir didn’t leave any keys behind. Or he didn’t tell me about them. Seems to me there is only one person here who is lacking brains! The one who didn’t ask for the keys to the chastity belt!”

With that she turned with her chin raised high, closing the door behind her.

An angry William slipped from the bed onto his high heels, his legs still feeling rubbery after the bondage.

“Wait! Kayla!” he shouted as he wrestled open the door.

His wife stopped in the doorway to the master bedroom, turned on the soles of her feet to frown at her ridiculous looking husband leaving his perverted little room.

“Stop!” She said, firmly, surprised at her own confidence in issuing such a command.

William stopped.

He had never before seen her so enraged. It wasn’t just anger, but also contempt.

“This was all your idea.” She mimicked him cruelly as she said, “Why not get a Bull and I’ll be the cuck maid.” She returned to her voice, “Well you’ve got what you want. Now you stay in the small room until morning, I don’t want to see or hear from you again until tomorrow. Got it?”

William sort to release the steam from the situation. He smiled and spoke slowly, “Look Kayla …” he began.

“No. You look for a change! If you’re dumb enough to not ask for the keys …”

“I was gagged, remember?”

“Oh my God! You were gagged after you put on the chastity thingee! Dear God. You are so damned dumb. Why hadn’t I seen it before?”

William’s mouth fell open. He hadn’t thought of that. Why hadn’t he asked for the keys before he was gagged? He felt a cloud of dumbness enter his mind.

“And you’ve already forgotten to address me properly!”

With that declaration she entered the master bedroom slamming the door behind her,

A troubled William approached the master bedroom in his heels but thought better of opening the door. Best let her sleep it off, he thought. She’ll feel better in the morning. He cursed himself for not remembering that he had plenty of opportunities to ask for the key and felt as silly as his wife now saw him.

Sissies can be so dumb they don’t think ahead. As William was to discover the following morning.




Chapter 4    

1.               

The next morning William found the house eerily quiet and still.

He was naked, though still locked in the secure smooth chastity cage that was fixed about his waist and down tightly between his legs. With his balls inside his internal cavities, and his dick crushed inside the banana shape locked between his legs, he had never before appeared so female.

Oddly he felt he was moving in a more feminine manner. Obviously, the dick and balls between the legs contributes to the masculine gait associated with men, but he was surprised at how girly he now felt.

Yet it was difficult for William to make sense of his predicament because his mind was lost in a candy cotton world of sexual need. A sexual need he couldn’t satisfy until Brandon, their arrogant pig of a bull gave him back the keys to the impregnable chastity device.

Kayla wasn’t in the master bedroom, nor in the bathroom.

The house felt disturbingly silent.

When she was downstairs, she’d usually have pop music on, and he’d often find her dancing around in the kitchen.

Wearing just a bathrobe, he crept down the stairs calling out her name.

“Kayla, Kayla. Kayla.”

No Kayla. No music playing. It was as if the house had been abandoned.

He checked the cooker clock. It was 9.15 so maybe she had already left for work. She occasionally had to go into the office, even though, like William, much of her work was done at home.

Then he saw the note and a tremble of fear took hold of him before he even lifted it up to read it. The note was folded over with the word ‘maid’ scrawled on it in capitals.

He didn’t want to open the note. What he really, desperately wanted was to remove the chastity object affixed so securely over his dick and balls. He felt randy, muddle headed from sexual need and helplessness.

He closed his eyes and prepared himself to open the paper.

The note made his plight feel worse.

“Maid,

Brandon and I are in town shopping. He’s been very nice to me, unlike my maid! As he always knows the answers, I’ll see what he says about your errant behaviour. Last night you were very bratty. I didn’t like it.

Don’t call either of us. We’ll call you.

Your Mistress.”

And that was it. He read it a couple of times and checked the other side of the paper to see if he had missed anything.

Nope. That was it.

His wife was shopping with Brandon, the guy who had created all his problems and worse, she was going to seek the oaf’s advice!

He sat on the edge of a kitchen chair feeling forlorn. He needed to get the cage off! With it locked about him, he was so helpless and desperate.

He took a screwdriver from the tool drawer in the kitchen but as soon as he saw the object about his groin he realised it was impregnable. He slapped his palm down on to the table.

“Fuck!”

And then, mysteriously, put his hand over his mouth, fearful Kayla had heard him swear. What was happening to him?

It was gone eleven when his phone rang. The screen showed the name Kayla.

As soon as he answered he said, “Kayla!”

He heard giggling and the sound of a kiss before Kayla said, with a laugh in her voice, “Hello, maid.”

The ‘maid’ business still!

“Look Kayla. Tell him to give you the keys …”

“Now hush,” she said softly as if speaking to a child.

He groaned with frustration. “Listen. This is just ludicrous. I’m stuck here in …”

“I said hush.” She still spoke softly but was more insistent, a teacher taking authority over a young class. “Sir says we should all meet up at his club for lunch.”

William swallowed. The last degradation he wanted was to have to face up with the man who had locked him in a chastity device and screwed his wife senseless.

“No, I’ve had enough, Kayla. Just get the keys from the twat and …”

“Shall I tell Sir what you just called him?”

William’s mouth fell open and a sharp tremor of fear flashed through his tummy like a lightening bolt. “Erm, I …”

“I thought so,” Kayla said confidently. “You’ll meet us for lunch at Sir’s club, The Nighthawk. You know where it is? Out in the country. It’s beautiful.”

“Well … yes….” He swallowed. He needed to get out of this situation. He closed his eyes trying to think straight. “Tell Brandon that the game is over …”

He heard Kayla laugh and say out loud to someone, “The maid thinks it’s a game. Aw. You so predicted that. You are super clever.”

William heard his wife kiss Brandon again. This was too much!

“Ok maid. Sir says that you mustn’t be late. 12.30. On the dot.” She giggled. “Or else, Sir says!”

William felt beaten and knew the strain in his voice made him sound like he was pleading. “Kayla. Please. Look. Just ask him for the key and …”

“Oh!” Kayla sounded excited. “Sir says to wear your maid’s underwear beneath your boy’s clothes.”

“I’m not doing that! I’m not going out wearing women’s lingerie beneath my clothes. I’ve never …”

Kayla sounded uber reasonable. “Oh well. If you don’t want to ask Sir for the key, then fine. I’ll be back later.”

“No. WAIT! No. You ask him …”

“12.30 at The Nighthawk. And remember Sir won’t like it if you’re late. And I don’t think this is the time to make Sir any more cross with you than he already is.”

The phone hung up but not before he heard Kayla burst out laughing.

Fuck!

He couldn’t go outdoors wearing women’s lingerie, even beneath his men’s clothes. Or boy’s clothes as Kyala had pointedly called them. What happens if he had an accident and was taken to hospital?

He wouldn’t do it!

Full stop.

Np!

He had already suffered enough indignities at the hands of her Bull.

No more!

It was time to be decisive.

2.               

So it was, that just after midday, on a chilly Monday, William stood outside the Nighthawk club entrance in the middle of the countryside, wearing cargo pants and a dark blue shirt uncomfortably buttoned up to his neck. Over this he wore a sports jacket.

The reason for having the shirt done up so tightly to his neck was that beneath it was his expensive, black corset. The one with the dark red ribbons ties, up front and back. He suffered deep anxiety, feeling that, surely, people could see its straps and outline even beneath his dark shirt.

The corset was attached to his black stockings, and he wore a matching pair of tight panties.

All has instructed by wife, who had received her instructions from her overbearing Bull.

It had struck him when driving to the club, that the chastity device, by covering his balls as well as his dick, made it feel as if there was nothing between his legs. He found it comfortable to drive with his legs tight together. An action normally impossible.

No one could feel more self-conscious than William as he stood on the chilly steps, his car and sanctuary a long behind way him in the massive, though nearly deserted car park.

It was still a little early for all but a few determined club goers.

As people passed by, he felt certain they knew how he was attired beneath his sensible outward clothing. He had to close his eyes to summon up the courage to actually enter the club. Yet as he walked inside, he realised that the unrelenting crushing of the corset around his waist, the stretching of the shoulder straps and suspenders, along with the caressing tiny silk panties constantly reminded him with his every move of how he was dressed. Even just standing straight squeezed the corset around his waist and tightened the straps over his shoulders and garters to his stockings.

The reader can imagine how terrified, yet at the same time, how aroused William was.

Fuck, he was experiencing more precum. The dress and the embarrassment were turning him on, and his brain was floating away with his arousal.

“Hey maid!”

It was Kayla’s voice.

In the virtually deserted lobby, he spun around with excitement and relief. But before he could say anything, two elements sucked away his speech.

First, she was dressed in a stunning tight blue dress that enveloped her hips, waist and bust so closely it was obscene. It cut down the front in a vee, and her soft breasts had never looked so pert. They were like two puppies trying to swell out of the fabric. Her long legs were naked running down to a pair of heels perfectly matching the dress.

She was just wow!

Secondly, HE was behind her. He wore a tight fitting dark suit that embellished his broad shoulders and barrel chest. He also wore an irritating superior grin. It was a grin that said ‘isn’t William the dumbest sod on the planet’. It also seemed to say that William should find the situation just as amusing.

William lowered his voice aware his cheeks were stingily red. “You shouldn’t call me maid here!”

Kayla giggled. “Oh silly. There’s no one around.”

Brandon ran his arm around Kayla’s narrow waist, hugging her to him as if she were his property.

“He has a point,” he said to Kayla.

Phew! That was something, William thought. At least Brandon got it.

Brandon then cupped his free hand beneath William’s jaw forcing him to look up at the bull.

“We’ll call you Willa and you address us as Mister Armstrong and Miss Warner.”

What?

William wanted to knock the oaf’s hand away from his chin but until he had the keys for the chastity device stuck between his legs, he dared not upset the Bull.

“I’m happy with the names Brandon and Kayla, thank you.” William said with as much authority as a guy can get when the people he is talking to know he is wearing women’s lingerie and has his dick locked away.

Kayla looked up at Brandon. “You see, Sir. He doesn’t address me as Mistress either. And you told him he’s supposed to.”

“Willa,” Brandon said to William, with a warm smile. “Don’t worry about it. Think of it as part of the games you like playing if that helps you.”

“It doesn’t help, and …”

William stopped speaking as the brute pushed harder beneath the husband’s jaw.

“Well, perhaps this will help. You’ve been so naughty that I have already decided to keep your little fella locked away until tomorrow morning.”

“What?”

The pushing pressure increased, as Brandon sought to make a point.

“I’m sure you don’t want your punishment extended to the following morning.”

At that point William felt his chin released and was deeply aware that Kayla was studying his every reaction. William reacted in the only way he could.

“Okay. Mr Armstrong. If that’s what you want. But I don’t want to call my wife by her maiden name. That’s going too far.”

Brandon laughed. “Willa, you don’t yet know what going too far is like!”

With that Brandon made his way through the double doors into the restaurant, his arm entwined around Kayla. To make a point he even pushed past a shocked William.

Gently touching her husband’s hand, Kayla smiled, “Come on Willa, you are lagging behind!” She smiled. “It’ll all be fine. I promise.”

3.               

They were shown to a booth by a lovely attractive young woman who hung onto every word of Brandon. She wore a smart black and white uniform you’d expect of a club like the Nighthawk. A crisp white blouse, a neat sharp waistcoat that emphasised her narrow waist and rounded boobs along a tight pair of trousers through which her arse cheeks swelled mesmerisingly. She wore black two inch heeled, ankle length boots and her dark hair was tied into a pretty pony tail.

A badge on her breast read, “Leah”.

Under her blouse collar a pretty yellow silk tie was secured in a large floppy bow.

As they sat, she said, “And drinks before you order, Sir?”

“Yeh. Get me a scotch, and let’s see,” he looked up at the girl as he settled into the leather seats. “What’s a real girly cocktail?”

The waitress smiled and replied, “Without doubt the Cosmopolitan Sir. It’s such a pretty pink colour. And has a lovely sweet tangy taste. Girls love it.”

“Ideal,” Brandon said. “So scotch for me and two pink Cosmopolitans for the girls.”

The friendly waitress Leah, glanced at William and giggled. It wasn’t a nasty reaction. It was as if she were being gently supportive of the bullied husband.

“Certainly, Sir,” Leah said to Brandon.

William was dying inside. Did the waitress know he was dressed in girl’s lingerie under his outer clothes? He wouldn’t put it past the bully to have told her.

The suspenders tightening as he sat and the corset gripped his tum, arousing him further. Women’s undergarments certainly never let you forget you are wearing them!

Putting a strong arm around Kayla’s shoulders, Brandon hauled the giggling wife closer to him. Kayla blushed, glancing apologetically at her husband who was sat far from them, on the opposite side of the booth.

William felt too intimidated to say anything so picked up the menu to this, the most select of clubs and restaurants around the city. It had a wonderful selection of foods. At least the gourmet food was going to be a small reward.

He noticed that Kayla skimmed the menu and placed it back on the table. That was not like her, as usually she’d peruse it for hours before ordering. Quite irritating when you are hungry.

“So,” Brandon said, looking over the top of the menu hard at William. “I hear you’ve been naughty, Willa.”

William closed his eyes in frustration and lowered his voice. “Look. Outside the house I am …”
“Willa,” Brandon cut in. “This was explained to you just now. And how should you address me?”

The Bull’s glare was so severe that William had to look away at the few other diners in the room, and lower his head. “Mister Armstrong.”

“Exactly, well done, Willa. And how should you address my slut here?”

Kayla gasped in amused shock at her boy friend’s crude terms.

Swallowing, William said, “Miss Warner.”

“Good maid,” Brandon said to William’s further discomfort. “I’m feeling generous today. If you behave Willa, then I’ll unlock you tonight. How does that sound?”
“Well, I …” William didn’t know how to respond to such a patronising remark.

Kayla leaned forward in the arm of her lover, “Say thank you, Willa. You heard Mr Armstrong. If you behave, you’ll be released.”

What? To William, It was as if his wife had joined the team opposing him.

Incapable of thinking of a means to admonish his wife without upsetting the Bull, William kept blurred eyes fixed on the table, “Thank you, Mister Armstrong.”

The Bull studied the cowed husband and added, “But you have to behave. You understand Willa?”

Keeping his head down, William said, “Yes, Mister Armstrong.”

“Good girl,” Brandon said.

Before William could express his displeasure at being called a ‘good girl,’ he heard a clinking of glasses as a tray of drinks was carried carefully to the table. The waitress delicately crouched down by bending her knees in her tight outfit and placed the drinks before each of the diners.

“A scotch for the man,” she said gaily, “and two pink Cosmopolitans for the girls.”

Not being able to have eye contact with the waitress, William simply sighed.

The cocktails were decorated with zingy Umbrellas and straws, all in matching pink and white stripes.

“Anything else, Sir?” She asked Brandon.

William felt as if a curtain had been drawn across before him. It was as if the waitress couldn’t see him.

“Yes. We’re ready to order,” he announced.

The waitress pulled out her tablet ready to take the order.

William felt that at last he could assert himself. He would have the fish and chips. As his mouth opened to speak so Brandon was already ordering.

“I’ll have the lasagne with veg. The two girls will have the roast chicken salad.

The waitress tapped in the order and asked Brandon, “Will your lady friends have any dressings with their salads?”

“Bring a selection for them,” Brandon said, handing back the menus to the waitress.

Having quickly made a note, the waitress collected the menus and sped off.

William felt a need to establish himself in his wife’s eyes. He must have looked ridiculous to her with his pink cocktail and having a man order his dinner for him.

Finding a small element of courage, he was about to speak when Brandon took a sip of his scotch and leaned back in his seat.

“First things first, Willa,” Brandon said squeezing Kayla even closer to him. “Me and your Mistress have a few things to discuss. In private. Not for the ears of the maid. Whilst we do so, you go to the bathroom and take some photos of your lingerie.”

William felt his jaw drop open. “What?”

Kayla suddenly looked serious. “You have dressed as Sir instructed you, haven’t you?”

Unable to respond to her, William just stared at his wife in shock.

She narrowed her eyes. “I hope you haven’t let me down!”

When had his timid wife ever spoken to him like that in front of people?

Finally, defensively, he said, “Of course I have.”

Oh my God. That sounded so lame. He admitted that he had obeyed the Bull by dressing in his sexy underwear.

“Good,” Kayla relaxed. “Now you run along to the bathroom and do as you’ve been instructed. Sir and I want a quiet chat.”

Brandon said, “And send the pix to your Mistress here on her phone. She’ll send the best ones on to me.”

William felt sick. He was going to see them? They’d be on his phone?

The embarrassed husband rose cautiously, desperate to find an excuse not to go, or at least to argue why he should not take pictures of his lingerie in a public rest room.

“Hurry up,” Kayla said. “And make sure we see everything. Sir has offered you a treat tonight. But it’s only if you are good.”

A treat? If he is good? William froze next to his seat, incapable of sharing eye contact with either. Yet there was nothing he could say. So with hunched shoulders he set off for the bathrooms.

As soon as he disappeared into the entrance towards the toilets, Kayla turned and kissed the bull on his whiskered face.

“Wow. That was amazing. He did what I told him to. Just like that!”

Brandon put down his scotch and nodded, appearing serious, “You have a lot of power now. But you must always remember to look after her. Maids need attention and looking after, from time to time.”

She nodded earnestly, wondering how she, a woman, would be taking care of her husband.

Grinning, she said, “So what’s the surprise for him this afternoon?”

Owch!

He had pinched her bum through her thin dress and her squeal filled the restaurant making the other diners laugh.

She giggled, hiding her hot face in his shoulder.

“For him?” The Bull asked with raised eyebrows.

“Whoops!” Kayla laughed, relaxed and enjoying the situation. She quickly corrected herself. “Sorry. For her! What’s the surprise for Willa, this afternoon?”




Chapter 5    

1.               

It’s not easy standing in a cubicle waiting to ensure there isn’t anyone outside so you can strip down to your lingerie.

In fact, it is deeply, therapy inducing, disturbing.

Knowing there was no way out, William had already hung his jacket on the rear of the door before slowly undoing all the buttons down his shirt front. His corset was barely hidden by the blue shirt but now, as he unbuttoned the shirt, it came to the fore making him feel deeply embarrassed.

He unzipped and pulled down his pants to his ankles, revealing the black stockings. His tummy ran cold. Because of this dreadful steel chastity his black lacy panties looked as though a girl was wearing them. There was no bulge at all.

With a heavy heart, he held out the camera as far as his hand could extend his arm and took a couple of shots of his torso and then his legs. When he checked them, he saw how the one of his corset showed his face.

“Damn!”

Though there was something hot about seeing himself thus attired and trapped, he sure as hell couldn’t share that picture with anyone! And certainly not with that lout of a Bull, who always demeaned him.

He would save it for later. To wank over once the idiot outside had released him.

The replacement one of the gripping corset was taken ensuring that no part of his face was in it.

Ludicrously, this aroused him – yet again. He was in permanent arousal. What he would give to cum.

He checked the pictures before taking a few more, of his stockings and panties, before he was happy to send them to his wife, as instructed. That wasn’t easy. He was so flustered he kept pressing the wrong parts of the screen. Now panic and lust replaced sense in his mind.

Finally the wheel turned around on his phone screen showing the pictures were being sent.

William returned as the waitress, Leah, replaced the Bull’s scotch with a fresh one. William’s ludicrous pink Cosmopolitan remained before his empty seat. Taunting him.

Kayla was snuggled deeply under the protective arm of Brandon as she sipped at her drink through the decorative straw. When she saw her husband, she beamed at him in a manner she had never before done. As if she was thrilled to see him.

“Oh Willa!”

She pulled her phone from her bag and held her breath as she checked through her inbox.

“Oh look! She’s done it,” she said to Brandon, showing him her screen.

William settled into the leather seat in the booth and took a long drink from the Cosmopolitan, which was fruity but thankfully not too sweet. In fact, it was rather nice.

As William watched the Bull swipe though the pictures on his wife’s phone, his heart was in his mouth. He felt exposed and humiliated.

But would the bully be satisfied with them?

Finally, the Bull grinned and said to Kayla, “Your maid has got sexy legs.”

“I know,” Kayla said, as if irritated. “I really never realised before.”

“Ok,” he said, “Send me all of them.”

“Yes Sir,” Kayla said, immediately busying herself with her phone.

“Wait,” William said, his eyes wide with dread. “No. Please.”

“Don’t be silly, Willa,” Kayla said, “Sir wants your pix.”

“But why?” William was aghast.

The Bull did that unpleasant loud laugh that filled the room. “What’s a matter, Willa? Scared I’ll send them to your work colleagues?”

William had not thought of that! His jaw dropped with horror.

Brandon watched with deep satisfaction as he saw the dumb cuck’s full dread of the knowledge that he possessed such intimate pictures of the cuck wearing women’s lingerie. Real blackmail material.

“Oh you are so silly,” Kayla tutted at her troubled husband.

“Hey,” Brandon announced in that overly loud voice of his. As if he had to bellow out all he said.

William and Kalya looked at him awaiting what was worth the loud, “Hey!”

“The dumb bitch’s left her face in on one of them.”

“Let me see,” said an eager Kayla.

After studying the image on the Bull’s phone, she put her hand over her giggling mouth.

“No!” William sat up straight, feeling his corset straps grab him. Hadn’t he moved the one with his face to another folder? No he had forgotten. Oh my God. How dumb was that?

He groaned. What an idiot! The stirring lust and fear had clouded out his sense.

“Please, Mr Armstrong”, William said. “Just delete it. I didn’t mean to send Miss Warner that one.”

Kayla shook her head at her husband, saying with a playful smile, “Why hadn’t I realised how ditzy you are?”

Then she laughed. “She does look kinda cute though, Sir.”

Brandon was studying the photo very closely with a wide grin.

“You know, Willa,” he said finally, not looking up from the camera screen. “If I do send a snap to your work colleagues, this’ll be the one.”

William felt sick. He became lightheaded and gripped the table edge for support.

He was about to plead for the Bull to have mercy on him when the food arrived, and William felt his suspenders stretch as he leaned forwards over his chicken salad. How did girls cope when dressed so sexually? They must be permanently sopping wet.

His world had careered away from him like an escaped dog.

“Oh, don’t look like that, maid,” Kayla said when the sniggering waitress left them, “Sir has a surprise for you.”

William groaned out loud. He had had enough of the bully’s surprises for one day!

2.               

Brandon’s unwanted surprise was Curls Hairdressers near the entrance to the shopping mall. Perhaps, not so unwanted, merely embarrassing

Jasmine was very girly. Short with oddly large tits and a tight wad of blonde curls. She giggled continuously during her unstoppable jabbering.

“Oh, look at you,” she said to William, taking both his hands, after Kayla had introduced her husband. “Just as Sir said. You look so cute!”

Did every female in the city call Brandon ‘Sir’? This was overwhelming for poor William. As if he had entered a world with its own language and customs.

She turned to Kayla, “You must both call me Jazz. Everyone does except, Sir.” She laughed and leaned forwards to whisper, “He just calls me dumb slut.”

The two women seemed to find the Bull’s offensive remarks hilarious, while William shook his head at their silliness.

Kayla said, “I’m just slut. I’m sure he’ll modify that sooner or later.”

Jazz said, “He always does.”

And for reasons inexplicable to William, the two women laughed in chorus.

An assistant had led William and his wife passed all the gossiping women and hairdryers to a private rear room, which had just two hairdressing seats and an array of mirrors and sinks.

At least they were isolated, William thought. Away from the gaze of the other women in the salon.

Jazz, was still speaking, and William was to quickly learn, it was rare for her not to be talking. “Sir has left it for us to sort out.” She fluffed up the sides of William’s hair. “Oh, it is nice and sooo soft, but needs thickening.”

Kayla said, “Sir says you have done this before.”

Running her fingers through the front of William’s hair she studied the effects closely. “Oh my. Oh yes. I have four regular sissies. Oh,” She turned to Kayla as if realising something important, “Have you thought about making him blonde?”

Kayla wrinkled her nose. “I want only one blonde in the household. Me.”

“Oh, I get that. You’re afraid your maid will detract the Bull’s attention from you. You shouldn’t. But okay. We’ll keep him brunette. Oh! How about some streaks. A few light streaks?”

Kayla giggled. “Oh, all right then. Why not?”

“Miss Warner,” William said hesitatingly, still cross at having to use her maiden name. After all, she was still his wife! “What about work? You can’t do anything too dramatic to my hair.”

The women’s laughter left the room like water leaving a sink. Kayla stared hard at her stupid husband making him bow his head.

Even Jazz nibbled her lips in a troubled silence.

“Maid! If I want you to have hair down to your ankles and dyed bright pink, that is what will happen!” She turned to the hairdresser, Jazz. “Honestly! Sir has told her that she will be released to play with herself if she is good and look at her! Constantly interrupting.”

Jazz shook her head at the blushing husband and then felt pity for him. “Aw. Never mind. You won’t interrupt again, will you Willa?”

A sullen William said, “No, Jazz.”

Jazz gasped. “Oh dear. You can’t call me Jazz, silly. I’m Miss Delaney. Aw, look at your face. Don’t worry. You’ll meet up with other sissies. In fact, you’ll be able to recognise them soon by how they interact with others. Then you’ll learn quick enough when and when not to speak.”

This was all going too far, he turned to his wife.

“Please Miss Warner, may we have a chat?”

Smiling easily, Kayla said, “Of course we can sweetie. Don’t look so worried. Sir has mapped this all out for us. You don’t have to worry your little mind about anything. We’ll go for a girl’s coffee after Jazz has sorted you out. We can have a good gossip.”

The wife then turned to Jazz and said, “I am so looking forward to seeing your magic. Sir says you are amazing!”

Jazz flushed, “Oh Sir, is so kind. But honestly,” she held her fingers under William’s chin examining his features. “With material like this, it is so easy. Willa was made to be a girl. She just hasn’t realised it before.”

Kayla smiled sympathetically at her distraught hubby, “You’ll be fine. Just do as you are told, and we’ll see if Sir thinks you have been well enough behaved to be released.” Her eyes opened wide with optimism. “You never know!”

Jazz, leaned her head to one side, “Aw, I am sure she will.”

“Okay,” Kayla said. “I have some shopping to do for my new maid …”

Shopping? William’s ears perked up. If it was shopping for the maid, then why wasn’t he involved?

Kayla continued speaking to Jazz, as if William hadn’t said a word, “… so I’d best get off. You know what Sir’s like if he thinks you’ve disobeyed him.”

Jazz gasped. “Oh my God. He can be awful with that belt of his. Fortunately, I can stand up while I am working. So he can spank me as hard as he likes!”

The two women laughed loudly at that ‘joke’ before Kayla left, leaving a deeply troubled William.

3.               

Less than half an hour later, William was sat in the hairdresser chair, feeling wholly relaxed. More at ease than he had been for quite some time.

He and Jazz hadn’t stopped yakking since his wife left. Jazz knew so much about lingerie that William was sexually aroused while also being educated. William had no idea that there were so many different types of sexy underwear for girls.

A bustier was different to a corset.

“Both make you feel hot when wearing them,” Jazz said, constantly busying herself with William’s hair. “Especially when guys see you in them. Oh my, my, my. I drip like a faucet then.”

She also described teddies, that had BDSM written all over them. “So much for you to choose from now,” she said. “You’ll spend hours online examining lingerie, but not like you used to. You’ll be wondering how it would look on you. How it would feel.”

Not only was William fully stirred in his tiny entrapment between his legs but he was now desperate to search for lingerie for himself, with new eyes.

“Oh, and guys. What are they like?” Jazz asked. “As soon as they see some tramp in lingerie, they lose their minds.” All because the blood has rushed to their big dicks.”

They both laughed at the daftness of men when confronted by a sexy woman.

William added, “Just a girl wearing a short skirt and heels is enough.”

“Like animals,” Jazz giggled, as she pushed his hair up just below his ears. “Now, what do you think?”

William looked in the mirror as Jazz, from behind him, cupped both sides of his hair and pressed them up before releasing it so that it fluffed outwards as if inflated.

Jazz had added extensions and worked on what she kept calling a fluffy hair style. William had never before heard about it, but it meant adding a few ‘hot rollers’ and then blow drying it. She had also lengthened his fringe with extensions but kept referring to them as ‘bangs’.

William felt he had entered a secret monastery with its own knowledge and language.

“Can you see how it softens your face,” Jazz said, eyes relentlessly seeking out any stray hairs. “So it’s not too long really, doesn’t reach your shoulders. But that suits you, with your cute face. I’ll give your mistress a special shampoo that you must use every few days.”

“Yes, Miss Delaney. It looks amazing!”

Jazz kissed him on his cheek, “No sweetie, you look amazing.”

She sprayed some hair spray around his head which smelt of wild flowers.

“Now then,” at last Jazz was satisfied with his hair and came around to stare at him full on. “Now you sissies always struggle with eyeliner. You just have to be patient. After a few weeks you won’t dare leave your bedroom without applying it.”

“Well, thank you, Miss  Delaney, but I’d rather not do anything with make up because …”

“Oh, don’t be a silly-Billy. We’ll add some colour to you lids and around the eyes. A little blusher. Not too much.” For the first time she became serious. “I don’t want you leaving here looking like a drag act from the docks!”

“No, Miss Delaney, please, I really  …”

“Light lip colour. Yes. A light shade of pink. Women will notice it, but guys will just think you have developed a pout.” She put her fingers beneath his chin again pushing his face one way then the other. “I like the chubbiness in your cheeks. Looks sexy to guys. So we’ll use a blend of blusher to mould your cheeks and …”

“Miss Delaney. Please. I do not want make-up. Really. I think …”

She lolled her head to one side and narrowed eyes.

“Now, Willa, I am rubbish at spanking. Completely hopeless. But I know as a fact,” she closed her eyes for a moment, “In fact from experience,” then she opened her eyes before continuing, “… that your Sir is a highly proficient at making a girl’s bottom feel as if it is on fire.” Now she softened as if speaking to a close friend. “And I am telling you that the last thing you want is to be sent to bed early with a spanked bottom. Your Sir uses his belt sometimes.”

It was time for William to make a stand. “Right. Miss Delaney. Firstly, I am not wearing make up, thank you. Secondly, Sir is not going to be spanking me like that. Not at all. I am going to put a stop to all this tonight. Thirdly, I …”

“Willa!”

William jumped in his chair turning his head to the open doorway in horror.

With a multitude of shopping bags, Kayla was stood next to the door glaring hard at him.

There is a fear that maids experience when they know they have been discovered being naughty by their Mistress. At that moment, William felt the full impact of seeing a cross Mistress. He needed to explain himself, and quickly.

“Please, Miss Warner, I was just saying to …”

“Quiet!” His wife was clearly in no mood to hear him out.

An irate Kayla thumped down the bags on a table near the doorway and walked around her maid without taking her steely eyes from him. Suddenly she softened and smiled at the sight of her husband.

“Wow. Jazz. You are a genius!”

Though still on edge, William relaxed a little as he saw how impressed his mistress was with his hair.

Then Kayla laughed. “I mean, fuck. He looks really hot. I mean totally girlish.”

Jazz flushed at the compliments. “Wives are always astonished. I bet you wish you’d done this years ago.”

“Oh, wow, yes,” Kayla said, taking in every facet of her maid’s head.

Jazz continued to examine his hair in minute detail. “I’ve told your maid about which shampoo to use. And she’ll have to use a hair dryer to maintain the fluffiness.”

Kayla nodded. “I’ll make sure she does that.”

Then Kayla’s smile vanished, and William was immediately aware of her looking coldly at him.

“Now maid. Did I really hear you arguing with your hairdresser?”

William’s jaw shook, but he couldn’t think what to say that wouldn’t get hm into more trouble.

“Oh,” Jazz said. “It was nothing. Poor little soul is just over excited aren’t you, Willa?”

“Yes Miss Delaney, that’s it. Yes. I am over excited.”

Kayla didn’t look very impressed. “I don’t want you embarrassing me in front of other people. Not ever. Got that?”

“Yes Miss Warner.”

“Now apologise to Miss Delaney for behaving like a silly, little baby.”

Swallowing, William turned to Jazz, and saw that she was smiling affectionally at him, as if on his side.

“Please Miss Delaney, I am so sorry if I appeared to be arguing with you.”

“No!” Kayla suddenly realised the joy of bullying. She knew she could get her husband to say or do pretty much anything. If he wanted his chastity cage unlocked and Sir not to punish him, then he had to behave. “Tell Miss Delaney what I told you to say. Say sorry for behaving like a silly little baby.”

Oh no. Not now. Not here. Not like this. Not in front of his new friend Jazz.

At that moment, William could no longer swallow. It was as if his entire mouth had become dry. “Please, Miss Delaney, I am sorry I acted like a silly little baby.”

“Hmmm!” Kayla did not seem satisfied. “Jazz, was that apology acceptable?”

“Oh, it is perfectly fine,” Jazz said. “Poor thing is still finding her way. It is far better you teach her than Sir. You know how upset Sir gets with maids who forget their place.”

Kayla nodded. She thought for a moment as she realised how just her mightily power was growing. Like a mother could say, ‘wait until your father gets home’ to errant children, so she could threaten William with having to face up to Brandon if ever he became unruly.

“Ok, Willa. Here’s the deal,” Kayla said, feeling commanding. “Listen carefully. You do whatever Jazz wants and you do it with a smile. No more arguing. Clear?”

Phew! William felt his shoulders relaxed. She was letting him off. As he calmed, he realised how tightened up had his body become under the stern gaze of his wife.

“Yes, Miss Warner. Thank you, Miss Warner.”

The room suddenly relaxed. William could hear the music from the main part of the hairdressing shop.

Jazz was over the moon. “Oh, you’ll love this, Kayla. The finishing touches. We’re going to show him how to make up his face. Your Bull will love it! With you here she’ll pay full attention to her instructions.”

Kayla also unwound. It felt good hearing Jazz complimenting her on putting her maid into her place. Her confidence was growing. She relished the extent this new power she had attained. All her life she had been quiet, shy and agreeable. Now she could have a maid who would always obey her. Anyway, wasn’t that what her husband had always begged her to do? Become his tough, demanding Mistress? She’d make him thank her when they got home before she showed him the purchases.




Chapter 6    

1.               

Though William had always tried to interest his wife in accepting his cross dressing, he now felt embarrassed and small.

They were stood in his small en-suite bedroom, before the A shaped stand alone mirror.

Whilst Kayla wore a white, linen short shift dress, exposing her brown arms and thighs, William stood before her wearing the same outfit as the sexy waitress in the Nighthawk club.

Over the new white corset Kayla had bought him, he wore a crisp white blouse, with decorated cuffs and collar. Beneath the collar, Kayla had tied the pretty yellow silk scarf into a fetching bow.

The thin waist coat, secured by small buttons before his tummy, flared outwards from the waist as if creating rounded hips and oddly,  gave him small mounds on his chest, enhanced by the corset.

Over his stockings were the tight black trousers the waitress had worn. They were so body-hugging that it looked as though his legs had simply been sprayed black. He was also achingly aware of how the sculptured fit of the pants contained a bum lift, swelling his bottom upwards and outwards.

On his feet were the low heeled, zippered, ankle boots of the same design as the waitress.

As Kayla studied him closely, as if seeking any imperfection, he placed his palms flat on his thighs and could feel the stocking tabs poking through the soft material.

“Mistress, please I …”

“Shhh, maid. Turn around. Slowly.”

William did so, aware of his rounded pert bottom now facing out at her. He felt on display.

He heard a giggle, and hoped she was satisfied with what she saw.

“Oh maid. That arse of yours will get attention from guys!” She laughed. “Even I want to pat it.”

If being on show and physically assessed was so degrading, why was he so aroused? His dick in the smooth, titanium chastity device seemed to constantly produce precum, which dampened his panties making him feel persistently uncomfortable.

“Turn to face me, maid.”

He did so, shuffling slowly, only able to quickly catch her eyes to check if she approved.

“You look so damned hot!” A smile lit up her face, making her eyes sparkle. “I feel really proud that you’re my maid.”

Aw. William felt an emotional rush tighten his throat, and could only squeak, “Thank you, Mistress.”

Stepping forward, Kayla flicked her fingers through his new hair style.

“And Jazz has worked wonders on you. Just look at you!”

For a moment they were frozen like that. Two lovers staring at each other in awe.

Then, she simply grabbed him and started kissing him. It was less an act of love and more one of ownership. Less a moment of affection and more one of an assault.

One of her arms was around his shoulders, whilst her free hand gripped his hips. He had never been so aroused, as he pressed tight up against her, kissing her back.

Then she pulled away sharply. Her eyebrows forming an angry vee shape.

“No, maid. I kiss you. Keep your tongue in your mouth and receive mine!”

He started saying, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ but already she was pushed hard up against him so tightly that her soft boobs pressed against his own slight swelling breasts.

As instructed, he let her kiss him, feeling himself grow lightheaded at her insistent attention. Her tongue flicking invasively around his mouth. Taking him. Making him feel hers.

Suddenly she used both her hands on his hips to press him down to his knees before pulling up her dress at the front, revealing white panties, with blue decorations.

William was beyond arousal and thrust his face into her sweet smelling, damp panties, munching at her pussy. He could feel her pubes under the silky material.

Kayla’s phone rang and buzzed in her bag on the dresser.

Looking across at the noise from her handbag, William, even in his mindless state, leaned back wondering if she would answer it.

“Keep licking maid!”

She grabbed his new hair style and forcing his face hard into her crotch, mewing aloud.

The phone grew insistent, compelling Kayla to move away from her delirious maid and reach in her bag for her phone.

She closed her eyes and groaned at the name on the display.

“It’s Sir. God! I’ll have to answer it.”

On his knees, with his dick mightily inflated in its confines, William said, “I’m sure he’ll call back.”

“You don’t know men! He’ll want a full explanation if I don’t respond!”

She pressed the reply button, pushed the phone beneath her blond hair and William noticed that she visibly relaxed, flushed a little and smiled like a child expecting a gift.

“Hello, Sir.”

She sat on the bed, crossing her legs.

What had happened to her irritation, William wondered. And what did she mean that he didn’t understand men?

She laughed at something and looked across at William, with an eager smile.

“Oh Sir. She looks amazing. Just amazing! Just like you said. Jazz is a witch!”

She laughed again at something else the bully on the other end was saying.

William watched his wife’s cheeks flush, “Oh Sir!”

Abruptly she grew serious. “What? You mean now? But we just aren’t ready …”

Suddenly William felt very protective. Obviously that nasty yob had upset her.

She continued, “Why not this evening when …” Looking shocked at something he said, she continued defensively, “Yes. No. Of course, Sir. Yes, Sir.”

She turned off the phone looking shaken.

“Maid! Quickly. Sir is on his way around. I mean like now! Get up off your knees, girl. For heaven’s sake!”

Compelled by her obvious panic, William rose up on his heels feeling the tight waitress outfit grip his body from his ankles to his shoulders.

“Fetch my white basque, the one with the flowers … no! My black dress. The one I wore to the office party last year.”

William was startled, “Erm, which one? You have so many black dresses.”

She rolled her eyes and groaned.

“I only have one I wore to your works party! When your boss made a play for me! God, you look like a total dumb airhead.”

“Sorry I …”

Panic was taking hold of his wife and William couldn’t stop it.

“Maid! Since when did you stop addressing me as Mistress?” She closed her eyes tightly. “Oh my God. Don’t forget that when he’s here.” Her eyes flashed open with shimmering menace, “And don’t the fuck forget to address Sir properly.”

He was shaken by her swearing. She always avoided cursing and took a dim view of William if he swore.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

“Get your arse downstairs and make sure everything is neat and tidy!”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he made to leave.

“No! First make sure there’s some beers chilling.”

“Yes Mistress,” this time he reached the door.

“Oh. And chill the beer glasses!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He was now on the landing as he heard, “Maid!”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Make some beef sandwiches. Use real butter, not that girly fat free stuff you get for yourself.”

He wanted to tell her that she ate the ‘girly fat free stuff’ too but thought it wiser to not say anything when she was in this mood. Not that he had experienced her bullying before. She was usually so passive.

As he rushed down the stairs, he heard Kayla call out, “Make sure there is a dish of nuts for him when he gets here.”

“Yes Mistress,” he called back.

“Make sure they are cashew nuts. They are his favourites.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was only when he reached the kitchen that he checked himself. He was going to do all these chores to keep happy that oaf? That man whom he loathed and was changing his marriage!

He slumped onto a kitchen chair, and defiantly decided to go on strike.

Damn. Obviously, he needed the Bull to unlock him. So, he had to obey his wife and keep her happy. If that meant keeping the knucklehead happy, then he would have to roll with the punches.

Damn. Damn. Damn.

But once the Bull was here, then William could explain the problems and where the knucklehead  was going wrong.

So he quickly set about his tasks. He needed everything to be perfect for him to keep his plan of escape on course, even if he hated having to carry out errands for the stupid lout.

2.               

William felt like an underling.

Even when he joined his company, five years before as a freshly graduated accountant, William knew the hierarchy of the workplace was a very real thing. The owner and the board of directors, down to his managers were above him and the receptionist and office staff were beneath him.

But here and now he was the minion.

Kayla tore through the house in a fluster. Apparently, the cushions weren’t correctly laid out, and William hadn’t polished the cabinet in the front room.

William didn’t even know it warranted polishing.

Yet William had to keep quiet. He desperately needed this ridiculous chastity device removed and be permitted to wank. He felt as if his entire being was going to explode with desire and need.

What he didn’t yet realise is that if you don’t stand up for yourself then a bully will further degrade you. And each push from a bully is harder to resist than the one that went before.

In turn the tormenter will grow with the expectation that they will be dominant and react ever more forcibly to those who have acquiesced.

So it was with Kayla, she was growing into her role as Mistress of the house as if it were the most natural development there was. And of course, in nature it is a natural development.

Kayla had burst into the room like a ball of panicky energy. She wore a striking short white dress that clung tightly to her. She had demanded Williams find one of her black dresses, but as she so often did when dressing, she had changed her mind.

The stunning white dress was matched with strappy black heels and a gold necklace. Her hair and make up were immaculate.

She was stunning and suddenly William needed her. He needed her sexually and he needed her romantically. He just wanted her. Yet he couldn’t dare even touch her. He felt a sickening dread at the idea that she appeared to be someone else’s woman. And that someone else was a man he detested with every membrane of his being.

“Oh my God. Even the curtains are askew! What is wrong with you?”

She clip clopped over the floorboards to pull at the curtains until she was satisfied they were correctly placed. William was unable to see the difference.

“Mistress,” he said cautiously. “I honestly don’t think he’s the kind of guy who notices stuff like curtains.”

And that was it.

A cold heavy silence crushed down into the room, overwhelming William’s spirits. She simply glowered at him with wide blue eyes, flashing like a light house warning to wary ships.

She walked slowly towards him, and he froze, like a deer stalked by a tiger.

When she was nearly on him, he took a defensive step back on his low heels and held his breath.

She spoke quietly. “You dumb bitch! It’s for me. I need to know everything is right for Sir. Everything!”

Swallowing he replied, “Yes Mistress.”

“Shall I get him to spank you as soon as he arrives?”

He shook his head, “No, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.”

He was horrified that the detested bully would spank him before his wife.

Seeing his abject fear, she softened.

“Aww, come here, little rabbit.”

She opened her arms and William found himself skipping quickly towards her for a cuddle.

“Don’t worry, maid. I know it’s early days. You do try hard.” She pushed him away to smile widely. “I’m sure you are going to be fine. Remember how to address, Sir. Remember to always be obedient. Carry out the instructions to the letter. No trying to think. You’ve seen how that turns out. Double check the glass before you put his beer into it, and …”

The doorbell chimed and stopped her short.

“God, he’s here!”

She wiggled into the hallway, heading for the door before performing an emergency stop.

“No! Maid, you get the door!”

William made for the hallway, passing his wife with her enticing flowery scent.

“And, maid, tell him I’m in the kitchen and … no, tell him I’m in the front room. No! No! The sitting room. Yes, invite Sir in and show him to the sitting room.”

Feeling a little bewildered and now infected with her panic, he approached the front door.

In the mirror he caught sight of himself. His image was feminine, no doubt about it. The wonderful flouncy hairstyle and the faint makeup as directed by Jazz highlighting and fashioning his face.

He saw the decorative yellow bow beneath his chin and felt shame. Here he was dressed like the waitresses from the Nighthawk, about to show in the man who was bullying and debasing him. The man who was going to shag his own wife and no doubt would further humiliate him.

He closed his eyes with total defeat and, with his eyes still closed, opened the door.

Then he opened them and was reminded again of the Bull’s extraordinary size and presence. He towered over William and filled the entrance.

The Bull sneered down at the shaken maid. “Hey, Willa! No smile for your Mistress’ guest?”

William forced a weak smile, avoiding eye contact with his tormentor.

“A little better,” the Bull laughed. “I’ll tell your Mistress you need to work on your greetings!”

Oh no!

“Sir, please. I am sorry. I’ll remember. Please don’t tell her.”

A result! Brandon ensured he didn’t laugh out loud at the way the cuck was already intimidated by his own wife.

He pushed inside, leaning down to the fearful maid.

“Don’t worry, Willa. Just between you and me. Yeh?”

“Yes, thank you Sir.”

“So where’s my slut?”

Slut! William winced and bowed his head at the insult of his wonderful wife.

The intimidated husband closed the front door, and said, “Please follow me, Sir. Mistress is in the sitting room.”

As soon as Brandon saw Kayla, he grabbed her tight, almost eviscerating her with a kiss and crushing her body into his.

One day, William mused, this torment would be over, and he could embrace his adorable wife. But, right now, all he had to do was get through the evening without upsetting either one of the lovers. He wisely kept his own council.

So he stood there impotently, as they wrestled themselves back onto the sofa with Brandon tearing at his wife’s exquisite white dress.

The yob was going to damage it! Should William prevent the oaf tearing that divine outfit? Instead, William sighed internally and shook his head at the antics of the ape.

Brandon used his muscular leg to push Kayla’s thighs apart. She was now on her back on the sofa gripping the Bulls face with both palms hoovering at his lips and tongue as is she wanted to suck him inside herself.

Pulling his hands up to his mouth William watched in stunned silence. Was he at last going to be able to watch his wife get fucked by this man he detested?

A hairy bear hand shoved up her white dress and in a single violent motion pulled down her panties.

Kayla had the wherewithal to raise her hips to allow them to pass down her smooth legs. In her exalted, mindless state she was now tearing at his trousers, unclipping the belt blindly. Her movements were desperate.

William had been allowed to watch her with some of the earlier Bulls, but she had never before acted in this deranged state of lust.

Suddenly the Bull looked around with rage in his eyes.

“Fuck off out of here, Willa!”

So terrified was William at the sudden aggression being aimed at him rather than his wife, that he took a step backwards in his heels.

Kayla, scowled at her husband with wide eyes. “You heard Sir. Go!”

Oh no. He wanted to watch this. It was what he had been waiting for. This was so unfair.

“But, please, Mistress …”

His wife was livid at his insolence. “Go-to-your-room. And go now!”

And William fled. There was no other word for it. He was so terrified of his wife shouting at him in that bellicose manner that he tore up the stairs in his stubby heels like an Olympic sprinter.

He obeyed her by running to what had become his room: the spare small room at the rear of the house. Here he flung himself onto the bed in abject misery. It was all so wrong. So unreasonable.

He heard himself sob as he dragged the pillow between his legs.

Already he had learnt that he couldn’t rub his dick against the bed because it was trapped between his legs in that horrible metal device.

His tight trousered thighs gripped the pillow firmly as he mechanically ground into it. If sexual need could be the sole reason for cumming then he would have cum in seconds in unmitigated joy, probably screaming his head off.

But he couldn’t.

Not at all.

Sure, he could spurt into his panties, but nothing more.

There was no satisfaction, no sense of achievement.

He remained in need.

Desperate need.

At that point he did weep. He cried because he couldn’t cum, because his dick was trapped and because he felt so excruciatingly helpless.

But most of all he cried because it was all so bloody iniquitous! He was furious yet helpless.

3.               

“Maid?”

His wife’s voice was soft, a little breathless.

She was shaking William’s shoulder to awaken him.

William blinked his eyes and saw his gorgeous wife, her cheeks still flushed with arousal. Her hair that had been immaculate a short while ago, so was strewn about her head and face as if it had exploded.

“Kayla!” he said with surprise.

She tutted with closed eyes before staring hard at him.

“Maid, if you don’t remember to call me Mistress, there’s going to be a whole heap of trouble landing on your cute little head.”

“But Mistress, Mistress,” he found himself gabbling. “It’s so unfair you both have sex. And I can’t. All I can do is …”

She giggled, “Rub yourself against the pillow like a teenage girl.”

He looked down and saw the pillow still between his thighs.

Oh no. Shame flushed permeated his being.

She kissed his forehead through his new fringe.

“Aw, maid. Don’t worry. Sir says you’ll learn to cum without having your little dick free.”

William was aggravated by her constantly referencing her lover. “As if he knows how that can be achieved!”

Honestly, he thought, how can any male cum if their dick is locked from sight?

“Maid! How do you refer to Sir?”

He swallowed feeling mortification fill his world.

“As Sir.” He looked away, his mouth taut. “But Mistress, I cannot cum in this chastity thing. It’s horrible.”

She smiled softly, “Aw maid. You look so damned sweet. Remember, Sir always knows best.” She kissed his nose with affection. “You’ll see.”

“Is he still here? I mean Sir?”

“He’s asleep, on the sofa. You know what guys are like after they’ve got what they want.” She mimicked snoring and giggled.

“Has he got the key?”

“Oh, silly maid. Do you think that was the first thing on my mind this afternoon? Your pathetic little key?”

She laughed at his foolishness and William felt like crying again.

“Aw maid. Poor maid. You’ve always wanted to be a maid and it’s so hard, isn’t it?”

“Well, I only wanted it as a game. For the bedroom. I don’t want to be stuck like this. It is ridiculous!”

A booming voice: “Why is the maid shouting?”

William and Kayla leapt from the bed to stand at shocked attention near the free standing A shaped mirror.

Brandon was standing in the doorway in his shirt sleeves, his trousers done up, but the belt still unbuckled.

With William’s mind frozen with fear, Kayla was quickest to recover.

“Oh, Sir. She was just getting a little over excited, that’s all.” She turned and kissed her maid on the cheek. “Weren’t you, sweetness?”

“Erm, well, yes Mistress. Yes.”

Brandon looked unconcerned and simply shrugged. Can you remember how you gag your maid?”

“Oh!” Kayla stalled for time, “Well, yes. I remember.”

Simply by raising his eyebrows, Kayla understood what she had to do.

Blushing hard, she stiffly pulled down her sodden panties, full of her and her lover’s juices and pulled a face. They looked disgusting.

“Aw, Sir. I am sure the maid will …”

“What happens next, girl?”

The pink and cream scarfs she had used the previous night lay on the bedside table so she picked up one and blankly showed her lover.

“And?” Brandon asked.

She swallowed, looking apologetically at her trembling maid.

“Sorry, maid. But you did shout out.”

“Wait,” Brandon said. “You’ve forgotten something.”

Brandon snatched the sopping panties from his slut and drove them hard into her pussy squelching them around to soak up as much of their juices as possible.

When he brought down the panties a long necklace of sperm and pussy juice ran back to her pussy before it split into two hanging lines. The panties were in a foul state.

“Tell your maid to open her mouth, slut.”

Kayla winced. “Oh, Sir that is disgusting. We can’t …”

“Do you want them stuffed into your mouth slut?”

Kayla blinked quickly as if trying to dissipate the horridness from her mind before saying.

“Sorry Willa. Open your mouth wide.”

William made to object but as soon his lips parted the Bull stuffed the sopping panties deep into his mouth.

Yuk. He could smell the odours of sex before he tasted them. He made to wretch but already the bull was wrapping the silk scarf around his head and tying into a bow at the back, above his neck.

William thought he was going to be sick.  He gagged into panties and scarf.

“Sir, will the maid be all right?” A concerned Kayla asked.

“She’ll be fine. More to the point, the dumb bitch will learn a valuable lesson about shooting off her mouth.”

Kayla leaned her head to one side and rested her hand on her maid’s shoulder. “Aw maid. But you did shout, didn’t you? You behave and I’m sure Sir will release you sooner rather than later.”

William’s eyes grew huge with disbelief. He hated Brandon with every sinew of his being. He was a dreadful, mindless bully. And he was bullying him in front of his wonderful wife.

Worse, far worse, he dared not do anything.

“Tell your maid to sort out dinner. I’m famished.”

“Yes, Sir,” Kayla said turning to her maid. “You heard Sir. And do a good job for us. Okay? Maybe we can remove the gag if you do a good job.”

“Oh, and maid,” Brandon looked down at the intimidated maid. “If you even think about taking out that gag before your Mistress tells you, I’ll leash and collar you and take you for a walk around the streets. Perhaps we could knock on a few doors. Show you off to your neighbours. How does that sound? You get me?”

William found himself nodding quickly. He was terrified.

Brandon put a beefy arm around the dishevelled wife and led her away. Kayla glanced back at her maid, smiled empathetically, before throwing him a kiss.

She then stopped and, said, “Maid. Make one of your nice omelettes. With mushrooms. And there is cheese in the top of fridge door.” She called back as she went out of sight on the landing and down the stairs. “Use the herbs like I do. And some veg. Don’t forget to put in under the grill for a few minutes. Make it crisp.”

Her words vanished into giggling.

William was in turmoil. This was going too damned far! He needed to put a stop to it.

Only … he didn’t dare!




Chapter 7    

1.               

The evening doesn’t go well, and William will have no one to blame but himself.

You will be relieved to hear that it starts off with a few triumphs. Despite Willa’s nerves and embarrassment at wearing the waitress attire from the Nighthawk club when standing before the brute, Willa soon found himself lost in making dinner and keeping wine glasses full.

Indeed, he felt quite at home. Useful in a bizarre sort of way. Kayla and Brandon ignored him while he carried out his tasks. In fact, he became quite aroused at the thought that he was a real maid. Serving others without a thought as to his own pleasures.

But as maids will painfully relate, just when you think all is well, so the storm arrives without even bothering to knock on the door.

He was tidying up the plates from the table the way he had observed waiters in restaurants clearing away the debris of a meal. Carefully pushing the uneaten food onto one plate before piling the plates high and then adding the used cutlery.

He had actually picked up the china when Brandon, whose attention had been fully on Kayla through the evening suddenly glanced up and said:

“Very good maid.”

Inwardly, William felt the pride servants often feel when praised, but he tried to avoid showing it to the brute he so despised.

“Aww,” Kayla said, running her palm up the tight waitress pants over William’s arse. “She’s so good when she tries hard.”

Feeling the thrill of approval from his mistress, William beamed but then saw the Bull, Brandon, sneering at him. It was as if the thug thought he had triumphed over the husband.

Embarrassed, William looked away, still feeling his wife’s hand gripping his backside. Now, even that felt like an insult. It was time to remind the two lovers that he had a mind of his own and a person in his own right. He stood up straight and said to his gorgeous wife:

“Has Mistress asked Sir for the key?”

The silence that crushed the room struck fear into William’s heart. Why hadn’t he kept his mouth shut?

Kayla became cold, “Were you not told that only good maids get access to the key?”

As you readers will be aware, there is only one reply to a Mistress’ question such as that: ‘Yes, Mistress.’

But William wasn’t thinking straight. He was in hungry sexual need. He felt humiliated before his wife’s lover and needed to fight back.

So the words he uttered, quietly, as if losing confidence with every syllable were, “Mistress, you said if I was good you’d ask Sir for the key.”

The silence grew thicker, filling every space of the room, making William feel as if he were going to be suffocated.

How could her husband embarrass her like this n front of her lover? Just when everything was going so well.

“Firstly maid,” Kayla said, her eyes burning at her naughty maid, “you will be told when your behaviour merits me asking Sir for his key.”

William lowered his head, already feeling defeated.

But Kayla wasn’t finished. Her maid had shamed her in front of the one man she sought to impress. Normally she was a person who sought to avoid confrontation at any cost, yet right now, Kayla was desperate to ensure Sir knew she could handle the situation.

“Secondly, maid, it isn’t your key, is it?”

“No, Mistress.”

Feeling that wonderful thrill of triumph at her maid lowering her head, Kayla pressed on. “I can’t hear you, maid. Stop mumbling!”

“Sorry Mistress,” William raised his voice, but his breathlessness wasn’t helping make the words more clear. “I said, sorry Mistress.”

“That is Sir’s chastity cage that he locked it on you, isn’t it?”

For fuck’s sake! William was now so defeated his chin touched the bow around his neck.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“So, the key belongs to Sir. Does it not?”

Never before had he felt so vanquished. He really didn’t want to answer for further debasing himself, yet he didn’t have the courage to defend himself.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Maid, speak up. Sir cannot hear you! Tell Sir who the key belongs to.”

How could he say that to this horrible bully? His eyes grew grittily warm, tears were not far away. He glanced cautiously at his Mistress hoping she might change her mind.

But Kayla simply stared hard at him, the way a teacher might at an errant child.

“Sir is waiting,” Kayla said.

He swallowed, feeling a lump fix hard in his throat so had to swallow a second time. Yet even then his throat felt clogged up.

“Sir, the key belongs to you.”

William heard Kayla sigh.

“Maid! Look at Sir when you address him!”

Oh God! This couldn’t be happening. The man William most loathed in the entire world was seeing William debase himself.

William raised his heavy eyes to the Bull who was grinning with eyebrows raised expectantly high.

“Sir, erm, I am … well …Sir, the key belongs to you.”

The Bull simply remained motionless. Expecting more.

Kayla said, “The key to what maid?”

He couldn’t mention the word chastity cage. He just couldn’t.

Kayla crossed her gorgeous, long legs, her body stiff with determination, “Maid. Sir is waiting!”

Like a small, trapped animal, William simply gave in. Surrendered to his wife’s demands. Simply because there was no alternative.

“Sir, you own the chastity cage I am wearing.”

Kayla leaned over the table. “Sir I am so sorry. Her head is someplace else. Honestly, she has been well behaved until now.” She paused and said, “Mmm. Well, reasonably well behaved. To be honest, Sir, she still answers back.”

Brandon reached across the table took both the gorgeous wife’s hands in his huge, hairy paws.

“Don’t worry. You did well, bringing her up short the moment she became bratty.”

Kayla grinned with triumph, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Seriously. You did really well. You have to slap them down the moment they are naughty. Mightily impressive.”

Kayla was sat bolt upright, her eyes huge with accomplishment.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Brandon wanted to laugh out loud. The wife was understanding the thrill of dominance. Obviously she simply wanted to impress him, her lover, but she was not going to get over this raising over her status in the household.

She’d never see her husband in the same light again.

Her dumb fuck of a husband, dressed so sexily in his maid’s uniform didn’t yet get it. It was hilarious.

He would never be her husband again.

Now was the time to press home the dagger. Go in for the kill.

“So, slut,” he asked, pleasantly enough, “What do you think we should do with your maid?”

“Oh!”

Kayla felt this was some sort of test. She really didn’t know what she ought to do with her irritating husband. Should she punish the maid? Let off the maid? Just admonish the maid?

William was now petrified. Never before had he felt himself so adrift of his wife and home. As if he were an appendage to the events in his house.

Kayla said quietly, “I don’t know really. I mean she tries hard at times but then she makes me look so foolish.”

William quickly interjected, “Mistress, I am so sorry, I ...”

But Kayla cut him off with a stare that would floor a rampaging lion.

William once again found his head lolling forward to his necktie bow, too heavy to be raised.

Running his thick thumb over the wife’s pretty fingers, Brandon said, “Obviously she has to be punished. So that is up to you. At the club the waitresses can be given lines, stood facing the corner or a wall. Some even spanked.”

“The waitresses are spanked?” Kayla was astonished.

“Of course. It helps them with their disposition.”

Kayla giggled, “I think I’d like to be one of the waitresses.”

Brandon squeezed her fingers, “Sure. Later. I’ll spank you.”

Now William was livid. How dare this brainless yob say he was going to spank William’s wife! But right now, he was in so much trouble that he feared saying or doing anything.

Kayla said, “After you have spanked my maid!”

They both laughed.

Kayla appeared thoughtful. “So your club, that Nighthawk place, will train my maid?”

“Sure,” Brandon said as if it were the most obvious thought in the world. “They do a good job too.”

“Well, the waitresses I’ve seen there are amazing.”

Waitresses? Thought William. Plural? She had been there more than once? As soon as the bully was gone, clearly he had to sit down and have a long chat with his wife. Explain to her how they had to work together for this cuckolding fetish.

William noticed that the egotistical Brandon accepted Kayla’s comments as if he were responsible for the waitress’ training.

“They keep a firm hand on them,” the Bull said, “but all the waitresses are happy. We could start your maid tomorrow.”

Tomorrow? William bristled, taking a discrete look at his wife to ensure she realised he couldn’t start working as a waitress when he had his office job to do.

Kayla looked up at the ceiling in thought. “Okay. Let’s do that. See how she gets on.”

“We’ll drop her off before lunch,” Brandon said grinning, “and we can come back here and have the house to ourselves.”

She laughed. “Oh Sir, you make it sound like we’re dropping off a child with a minder.”

He grinned. “It is exactly the same. Dumb sissy cucks are as much trouble as kids and need just as much attention and discipline.”

“But Sir, sometimes the waitresses wear those gorgeous short serving dresses.”

Brandon appeared surprised at her interjection. “You got the maid’s outfits I told you to? Yeh?”

“Yes. Those working outfits like you get in hotels.”

“There you go then. She can flash her thighs to the guys here and in work.”

Kayla smiled at her blushing furious husband, “Well, she can be a bit of a slut too. Can’t you maid?”

“Mistress, look, I …”

Truth is, like most sissy maids when in the proximity of dominant people, William was no longer sure what to say or when to say it. His blustering words fell away.

Kayla patted his bottom in the tight pants, “Aw. Just look at you. So bloody cute.”

“She does look cute,” Brandon said. “But as cute as she is, you said she needs to be punished.”

Kayla lifted her glass, “I know. How about early to bed for her?”

Brandon shook his head. “You already mentioned a spanking.”

“Aw.” She glanced up at her nervous maid. “You know you were naughty, don’t you?”

This was so demeaning! William widened his eyes trying telepathy to make his wife have mercy on him. He couldn’t bring himself to say he’d been ‘naughty’! He wasn’t a child.

Slapping down her glass of wine Kayla was suddenly determined.

“Right maid. Go upstairs. I’ve laid out your nighttime wear on your bed in the small room. Go and change and then report back her for your spanking.”

This couldn’t be happening! “Mistress, please, I …”

“Go!”

“Yes Mistress.”

William fled the room on his short heels in abject fear, charging up the stairs to what had become his room.

2.               

With the dumb cuck out of the way, Brandon knew this was the exact moment to press home his plan.

“I can see you want to help Willa through her transition,” he said in his best empathetic tone.

Kayla kept her eyes on her wine and nodded.

He continued in the same reassuring tone, “These sissies will always try and push back. Becomes tiresome in the end. You need to nip this in the bud. Like, right now.”

“I know, Sir, but I don’t know. She seems so scared and everything.”

“Not so scared that she doesn’t talk back at you.”

“I know, I know,” she sighed. “But I don’t want the poor thing to be physically beaten all the time.”

How many times had Brandon endured this conversation, with God knows how many wives? He steeled himself to remain patient.

“Na. Not all the time. You’ll see how peaceful life will be when she is fully obedient.”

Kayla was surprised. “Really?”

“Oh yeh. The cuck sissies love it when they are docile and being told what to do. It’s why women love their sissy maids.”

“Aw, Sir,” Kayla said with hooded eyes, “You are always so understanding.”

3.               

Meanwhile William was torn.

On the bed, his wife had laid out his night attire, and it was stunningly sexy. Intricately embroidered silk camisole and matching boy’s shorts. Both in a delightful light purple, decorated with appliqued delicate detail around the bust, and legs.

Oh my! William picked up each item as if it were a national treasure that could break if manhandled.

He desperately wanted to wear them, as instructed by Kayla, but he sure as hell wouldn’t want that dreadful bully to see him wearing the girly items. He stripped off his sensuous maid outfit, feeling his entire body glow with the caress of the silky shirt and tight trousers sliding over his skin.

By the time he had removed the tights he was lying on the bed, in just his corset and panties rubbing hard at the titanium chastity cage. He was impatient to create sufficient friction for him to actually cum and relive all his built up stress.

No relief.

Just further agonizing sexual need that only the hated Bull could satisfy by giving him the key to the chastity contraption.

Defeated, he removed the corset feeling his body’s relief at the release of the constricting garment.

So it was that he had to remove his now sodden panties and dry himself between his thighs before pulling on the sensuous French knickers that slid tightly over his buttocks and hips.

By the time he had squirmed into the camisole top his mind was drifting on a warm sea of sexual desire.

Worse, every movement stimulated his senses.

He heard himself groan with need, but it could have been anyone. It was a sound in a universe of dreams. He was barely aware of where he was standing, let alone who could be making such plaintive noises.

Going down the stairs was a torture of arousal. Every step generating further, steamy need.

By the time he reached the dining room where he had served his mistress and her lover even the soft carpet was stimulating to his bare feet.

“Mistress?”

She was sat on the Bull’s lap, her arms about his neck while he fondled her breasts with his huge hairy hands.

“Oh my God. Willa,” his wife said. “How sexy are you?”

The need that had so overwhelmed William, made even fully opening his eyes an effort. But he could make out Brandon’s look of shock.

“Turn around!” Kayla said. “Quickly!”

Turning on the balls of his feet, William wondered whether to turn fully around in 180 degrees or to just turn to have his back facing them. He decided the safest option was to stand looking away from his wife and her lover.

“Isn’t she amazing?” Kayla said.

Brandon said, “Look at the arse on that!”

It was then that William broke. It may have been the volcanic building up of sexual craving, it may have been that his brain had long ago, completely shut down.

Either way, he found his bare legs kneeling on the soft carpet before his wife.

“Please Mistress. Oh, please, please, please. Please ask Sir for the key. Please!”

Now his eyes were blurred with tears, so he didn’t see Kayla glance at Sir or see the Bull quickly shake his head.

Still sat in her lover’s lap, Kayla reached her fingers down to stroke the hot cheek of her maid.

“Aw. Willa. No. I’m really sorry. But you have been so naughty today that I,” she paused, “we, we think, we both think that you don’t deserve a treat.”

William sobbed in his licentious silks, his craving need overwhelming his faculties.

“But I’m so sorry. I promise to be good. Really!”

Kayla freed herself from the rough masculine lover and eased off his lap to wrap her arms about her distraught maid.

“Maid, all you have to do is behave at the club tomorrow. I’m sure the waitresses there will help you.” She kissed his wet forehead. “Perhaps we can let you off your beating tonight.”

The spanking meant nothing to Willa. He just needed the cursed container removed from between his thighs. They could spank him as much they wished, just so long as he could enjoy some level of sexual release.

“Well,” Brandon was speaking and both Kayla and the sobbing maid gave him their hundred percent attention. “Once you’ve told a maid they are going to be spanked then you have to do it.”

“But Sir,” Kayla said, “you can see how contrite she is. Aw. Poor thing.”

“That is because you have been firm with her,” Brandon said. “You let up now and all your good work flies out of the window. In fact, I suggest a spanking straight away, before bedtime, and then one before I take her to the club for her shift tomorrow lunchtime.”

Kayla pursed her lips. Her hunk was always right, so she didn’t feel inclined to argue. She leaned down and kissed her lover on his unshaven cheek.

“Ok Sir. How many strokes do you feel are necessary? I don’t think we should be too hard on her,” Kayla became earnest about her husband’s welfare. “She is still learning.”

“True enough. Good point. But a firm hand now will save you time in the future.”

William studied his wife hard as she frowned in thought.

Finally, she said, “Ok. A spanking now. Say six? Oh Willa, stop pulling those faces. If you were better behaved, you wouldn’t be in this position!”

At that point, Brandon rose and sat in an upright chair. He settled, pushed it back before patting his thighs with his huge hands.

“Come on Willa. Let’s get this over and done with.”

William swallowed hard and stepped towards the man he hated more than any other. He offered his wife the most pitiful look he could manage.

“Be quick maid,” Kayla said. “Sir and I have lots of things we want to do tonight!”

The defeated husband leaned forward over the Bull’s lap and was barely settled when he felt a stinging slap to his buttocks.

“Dumb bitch,” Brandon said. “Get your knickers down!”

Kayla closed her eyes. How could her maid be showing her up like this in front of her lover?

Brandon was impatient. “That’s another six for being a dumb sissy!”

So it was that poor William earned himself a total of twelve spanks.

The shame of lying across the detestable man’s lap was gut wrenching, but being spanked so he cried out loud before his wife was worse. This wasn’t the sex games they had played; this was an actual punishment over which he had no say.

If lying in bed with a hot, sore bottom wasn’t punishment enough, having to wear a gorgeous bedtime outfit whilst being unable to satisfy oneself was worse.

This must be the worst point in his life, William mused.

But that was because he was yet to work as a waitress at the Nighthawk Club.




Chapter 8    

1.               

The following morning, the drive to the Nighthawk club was in silence.

Not because Brandon and William had nothing to say to each other. Nor that they were mad with each other – though they were! Nor even that they were quietly enjoying the views of the countryside outside the city.

But because Brandon’s words to William, as they climbed into the Bull’s swish car were, “I don’t want to hear a word from you. Got it?”

William nodded, feeling his chin get tickled by the yellow bow tied about his collar. How ridiculous he felt in the Nighthawk waitress uniform, particularly the huge yellow bow under his chin. He wore a tight corset that gave him curves at the breasts and hips, while it narrowed his waist. On the Bull’s sadistic command, he wore little panties and tights beneath the smooth waitress tight pants.

Kayala had helped with the hair brushing and light make up.

On his feet were the ankle length boots with the short stubby heel.

Twenty minutes after leaving home they drove through the tall gates of the secluded country club, in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by fields and trees.

It was a large modern building, appearing as a small hotel more than a club.

Once in the car park the Bull was fiercely determined to lay down the law.

He pointed at the club.

“Listen sissy. You do a poor job in there and they’ll let me know. And I’ll let your Mistress know. Got it?”

William was breathless with trepidation. He just wanted to go home.

“Yes Sir. Please, Sir I don’t want to do this.”

It was as if the Bull relaxed for the first time since William had met him all those weeks ago in a quiet pub.

“Listen,” Brandon said, “you just be obedient. You just smile. You just remain polite. Many sissies love working here.”

“Other sissies work here?”

William was astonished. Of course, he knew there were others like him from the web and online forums, but he had never met one.

Then the Bull reverted to his usual impatient demeanour. “Just listen to what I said. You do as you are told. Full stop. Nothing more and nothing less. You smile. You remain polite. Can you understand that?”

“Yes, Sir.”

The Bull swept out of the vehicle, shouting, “Get your arse out of my car now!”

William did so – quickly.

The alarmed cuck set off for the reception area when the Bull gripped his arm through his thin white blouse and steered him around the side of the building.

“You,” Brandon said, “Will use the staff entrance. Like the other waitresses.”

“Yes, Sir.”

William felt super self-conscious in his tight girl garb and low heels. His sensual outfit still inflaming his needy desires.

They went in through a small door near some empty beer barrels at the rear.

The club was a good deal less salubrious near the staff entrance than at the ornate front steps around the front.

They walked down a long, stuffy corridor of doors until William could hear the clattering of plates from the kitchen. There were voices, and William closed his eyes. He hated the idea of people seeing him dressed like this, in a waitress outfit.

As they neared the end of the corridor with the doors to a lift, so a figure emerged from one of the side offices.

He was tall, broad shouldered, with a black dicky bow. He was gaunt, in that bony way tall men can be. In his black suit, he looked like an undertaker, and probably smiled with the same infrequency. He had the bearing of a man who found determined fault with the world.

William was frightened by the imposing figure the moment he saw him.

“Another dumb sissy?”

The gaunt man’s voice was low and measured. The word sissy spoken with a sneer.

Brandon laughed. “Hey Cutler, cheer up. Brought you enough tramps over the years. Her name is Willa. She needs a firm hand. She’s new to this.”

The gaunt man, William now knew as Cutler, stared so hard at William that the maid had to lower her eyes.

“So she still thinks it’s all an entertaining diversion for the bedroom?” The low voice replied, with a series of grunts that passed as a laugh from the commanding man.

Brandon shrugged, “She’s getting there. She is caged and hasn’t cum in a while. So more slutty than most of the tramps I’ve brought you.”

Without looking away from the cowering sissy, Cutler shouted, “Leah!”

A girl’s voice answered, “Coming Sir.”

Leah was the waitress who had served William during that demeaning first visit of William to the club. She emerged from Cutler’s office, still smiling from ear to ear. Did she always smile?

The only difference was that rather than the waitress trouser suit that William wore, she wore a black pinafore dress, with straps that went over her crisp white blouse to crisscross behind her back. Her flirty A line skirt was short, though not indecently so. It dropped to mid-thigh. It was pleasantly flared, so it floated over her dark tights as she walked.

On her feet were black ankle length zipped boots with a short heel, though more slight than the one William wore with his waitress outfit. Over the top was a small frilly apron that appeared more decorative than purposeful.

At the sight of her, William felt his dick try to inflate. She was sexily stunning in that outfit.

“Oh, it’s you again!” She said on seeing William. She lowered her head, as if about to deliver a friendly confidence to him. “I thought I’d see you again.” She looked at Brandon, “Sir what’s her name please?”

“Willa,” Brandon answered.

“Aw,” Leah said to William. “isn’t that sweet?”

Cutler said, “Show her the ropes. You get her up to speed. Ready for lunch time.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Oh, and get her in today’s waitress uniform,” Cutler said, “we don’t want her standing out from the others.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Not once did Leah’s smile leave her face.

Cutler nodded to Brandon, “You got time for a quick one? Could do with a scotch before the lunch time mob arrive.”

Brandon didn’t reply. He simply stepped into the office and Cutler followed, closing the door. Leaving William with the sexy Leah in the corridor.

“Right, Willa,” Leah said brightly, “first thing’s first. We need to get you changed. No trousers today.” She twirled around, so that the dress spun upwards revealing her thighs. “Look, it’s a gorgeous dress. Then we’ll introduce you to Elle.” Leah set off in her heels, back in the direction they had come before turning into another long corridor.

William made to keep up with the effervescent waitress.

“Come on. Oh, you will love Elle. She’s a sissy like you. Only been with us a few weeks. You two will get on like a house on fire.”

William stopped. “There’s another sissy here?” He hated using the sissy word to others, wincing as he said it.

Leah laughed. “Oh, there’s loads,” She glanced back over her shoulder and wrinkled her cute nose. “Just sluts and sissies work here. Least that’s how the Sirs describe us. You know what they’re like. Or,” she laughed again, “learning what they are like.”

A bewildered William remained silent, shocked at what was happening to him.

Leah took William to the spacious, brightly lit, changing room. It was made up of mirrored and curtained walls and laid out on a table was the complete outfit that Leah wore.

The pinafore dress even looked sexy, lying unfilled on the table. It was so soft that William found himself running his fingers down it.

“I know,” Leah said. “isn’t it just so super wonderful? I mean the trouser suit is great. The guys can’t keep their hands off my arse when I wear that. But this is on another planet.”

“Erm. Leah,” William mumbled. “Honestly. I can’t wear this.”

“Oh, don’t worry silly. We have it in all sizes. You have a nice waist so it will look super fantastic on you.”

“No! You don’t understand, Sir will be coming back here with my wife later.”

Abruptly, Leah was no longer smiling. Her entire face dissolved into concern.

“You’ll get us all into trouble, Willa.”

“I’m sure I can straighten it out with Cutler.”

Leah lowered her voice.

“I think you mean with Sir Cutler. And I think you meant to say your Mistress and your Sir are coming here.”

This was infuriating! As William leaned forwards to put her straight that he was only playing a game at home, so the door opened, and another waitress walked in.

She was also dressed in the flirty pinafore dress, with the crossover straps at the rear. The new girl was flustered and shaking her head so hard that her blonde curls jiggled around her face.

With a shock, William saw her badge: Elle.

She had the same name as the sissy that Leah had mentioned but was clearly a real girl.

“What’s wrong, Elle?” Leah asked with great concern.

“Oh Sir! Sir again!”

“Your Sir?” Leah asked.

“Oh yes, my Sir.” Elle grimaced, as if having made a calamitous error. “Not Sir Cutler. My Sir! Honestly. I was caned this morning for not having his omelette sufficiently hot. It was his fault because he was spending so much time with Mistress in bed. How can I make a breakfast if they don’t come when they are called?”

Leah winced. “Oh. You are not blaming Sir and Mistress for your punishment, are you?”

Elle was horrified.

It was as if the world had ground to an emergency stop.

“Oh, no. No. Sorry. I didn’t mean to give that impression. Oh God. You won’t tell anyone will you?” Elle forced a laugh, that had traces of masculinity in it. “Obviously, no. It was all my fault. And I am grateful that Sir took time out of his busy morning to correct me.”

For a long while they stared at each other, the waitress girl and the waitress sissy. William didn’t want to say anything. It all seemed so serious.

There was a confrontation happening but so passive aggressive, William couldn’t fathom it out.

Finally, Leah closed her eyes and smiled. Nodding towards William. “Well this is the new girl, Willa. She’s a sissy like you. And like you, she’s been mouthing off about her wife. Can you believe it? Wife not Mistress?

“Aw.” Elle smiled at William. “I used to be like that. It’s just that you are confused, our Sirs and Sir Cutler here, will soon help you understand it all better.” Elle looked hard at Leah as he said, “And I am always grateful for all the Sirs guidance.”

“Our Sirs? There are other Sirs here?” William asked.

Leah and Elle laughed.

Leah said, “You’ll soon get used to it. Don’t worry. Your Sir and Sir Cutler will soon ensure you are well behaved.” She wrinkled her nose and spoke with pride, “they are super good at that.”

Fifteen minutes later, William was reluctantly wearing the tingly waitress outfit. Yet, just as much as he hated it, he loved seeing it move around him in the mirrors. It was so hot! Leah had insisted on having black panties with tan stockings to complete the outfit.

“It looks too cheap and slutty if you flash coloured panties when wearing a black dress,” She explained.

Also, the girls didn’t wear tights, but stockings, with firm suspender straps holding them in place around William’s waist.

Leah and Elle helped him with his hair and makeup, fussing over him until satisfied with the reflection in the mirrors.

When Leah, who was clearly higher up the pecking order than Elle, was satisfied she picked up a name badge reading, “Willa”.

Leah giggled, “I now announce you waitress, Willa.”

She used the pin to add the badge to William’s dress.

“There!” Leah said. “It is official. A waitress at the Nighthawk club. How about that.”

Elle smiled softly, “It always makes me feel like crying when I see a new girl join us. Welcome aboard, Willa.”

William simply stared at the girl and sissy, who were clearly bonkers, when Sir Cutler burst in

Cutler looked even more severe than when William first saw him in the corridor. William was very much aware of Leah and Elle freezing totally still.

“Come on you lazy, dumb sluts!” Cutler growled. “They’re opening the bar upstairs.”

“Sorry Sir,” Leah said. “We were just helping the new girl.”

“Let me inspect the three of you!” Sir Cutler said evenly.

Leah and Elle leapt before Cutler, standing upright with their hands behind their backs. William immediately followed suit, suddenly aware of the sharper heels on his shoes. The low heels of the ankle boots for the trouser suit were far easier to balance in.

Sir eyed them from boots to their hair with a look of a man desperate to find fault.

“Turn!”

Elle and Leah turned with a swish of their dress to look away from Sir Cutler. William followed their actions, noting their hands were now held before them. He sought to emulate their mannerisms.

And it all felt uneasily odd.

He knew a man was studying him from the rear. It was outrageous, yet also disturbingly erotic.

“Turn back,” Sir Cutler ordered.

Again, William waited until the other two had spun back into position, with hands behind their backs, before following suit.

“Not bad, I suppose.”

Leah exhaled with relief, “Thank you, Sir.”

Elle chorused the same line and William realised he should also say it:

“Thank you, Sir,” William mumbled.

“And you, Leah should have got these tramps sorted before now!”

“Sorry Sir. Really. But Willa is new, and her hair was a frightful mess. And Elle was late in.”

Cutler’s death stare moved onto the other sissy, Elle.

“Sorry Sir,” Elle suddenly sounded short of breath. “But Sir had to punish me this morning.” The sissy paused before blurting out: “And he had every right to do so.”

Cutler nodded before going to a cabinet and taking out the sort of whippy cane you see in old school photographs.

“Sir!” Elle was suddenly beside herself with apprehension. “Please, Sir. I’ve already been punished once this morning.”

“Get your fat arse bent over the table, girl. Now”

As Elle did so, her flared black skirt flowered up to her stocking tops.

She said, “Please Sir. Leah heard Willa call her Mistress his wife. Really. And she was going to hide it from you!”

Suddenly, Leah was beside herself. “No. Please Sir I was going to tell you. Willa was really naughty. She should be the one who is punished.”

What? William couldn’t believe it. The camaraderie of the girls had evaporated into nothingness as soon as Sir Cutler had shaken the cane in their direction.

William felt he should say something. “Sir, just to say that my Sir has already spanked me this morning too.”

Sir Cutler shook his head with despair.

“Right. I want you three, dumb tramps bent over the table right now. Skirts up and panties around your ankles. Never heard such a load of drivel!”

Leah joined Elle crouching down as she pulled her panties to her boots. Elle did the same but from a bent over position. They immediately lay over the table, pulling up the rear of their flared skirts.

William was in shock. What was happening? He needed to talk his way out of this outrageous behaviour.

“Sir, I’m really sorry. But I don’t think my Mistress would like it if you were to cane me.”

Willa heard Leah gasp and became so terrified of his predicament that he raced to the table tugged his panties down over his stockings, catching them in the garter straps in his haste, before lying over the table next to the other two girls.

William heard Sir Cutler laugh and the sound of a photo being taken on a phone.

“I’ll send this to each of your Sirs. Then I’ll send them one after your beating. We’ll see what they make of them. Willa, you think your Mistress will complain when I say how naughty you’ve been?”

Never before had William felt so exposed and helpless. Not only was he about to be spanked by a complete stranger but he had the other two girls in the same situation, increasing his chagrin.

An uncomfortable feeling stirred inside William that he initially didn’t recognise. It was a troubling unease as he suddenly realised that he didn’t want Kayla to be disappointed in him. Or was he frightened of Kayla being disappointed in him?

“Sir, you don’t have to tell my Mistress,” William whined. “Oh, please don’t.”

“I see,” Sir Cutler said, in that deep lugubrious voice. “So you want me to keep information from your Mistress? Lie to her?”

William groaned. It isn’t what he meant! But he couldn’t think of another. More satisfactory way to explain it.

“No, Sir. Sorry Sir.”

And then, with professional determination, Cutler set about his work on the three dumb waitresses it was his misfortune to keep in order.

2.               

By the time William took his first break in the staff room, around midday, his ankles were so sore he had to sit on a chair and raise his heels up to rest on the coffee table. He decided not to remove the shoes in case that was an infringement of the regulations for waitresses. He didn’t want to get in more trouble with Sir Cutler, and he definitely didn’t want Sir Cutler to tell his Mistress or his own Sir about any naughtiness.

There were many rules with which the waitress staff had to comply at the Nighhawk. Delivering a tray of drinks was a nightmare of Dos and Don’ts. One had to continuously smile, let both knees bend together to lower yourself and then the drinks were removed one by one from the tray, and placed before the person who ordered them.

Finally, the tray was to be clasped before the waitress, with both hands and the guests had to be asked, “is there anything more I can do for you?”

Obviously, this question could invite lewd comments and the waitresses had to giggle in response.

William found all this to be quite straightforward.

More difficult was dealing with the wandering hands. Apparently, the guys were quite relaxed about William lifting the offender’s hand from his leg or backside. In fact, many of the guests thought it was pretty funny.

So it was that he sat back on his sore bottom, with his back against the armchair and sighed with a smile on his face. It was nothing like as dreadful as he feared. In fact the humiliation of serving the few guests found in the club before lunch was more than offset at the feeling of accomplishment every time someone said, ‘good girl’ to him.

As William closed his eyes, with a smile tickling his lips, so the door crashed open. His daydreams exploded away from him, like waking from a dream.

“Oh my God!”

Elle, the other sissy, clattered in on her heels and her eyes wide with shock.

“Those guys on table seven! Did you see them?”

William could have done with five minutes rest before going back to the bar area, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to get any rest with Elle sounding off.

Elle sat on a chair opposite and crossed his legs in a very girlish way while pressing down his short skirt.

Elle was continuing, she didn’t need any encouragement.

“So I have a tray of beer, and one guy lifts up the back of my skirt and two others start pinching me. I mean really hard. And you know how sore our backsides are. So, I’m squealing and pleading with them to let me put the tray down. You think they’d let me? Oh no! Pinch, pinch, pinch. Bastards!”

William was instantly aroused, his dick filling his chastity device that ran so smoothly between his legs.

“What did you do?” William asked.

Suddenly Elle flushed red. Her entire face glowing shamefully red. “Well, what else could I do? I started giggling. Oh God, why do I always do that when people are tormenting me? So then that encouraged them. And you could see their erections in their pants!”

“Perhaps you should ask Leah to get their orders for deserts?”

Elle stared with incomprehension. “Eh? Oh. I see. No. That wouldn’t be fair, would it? No. I’ll rest here for a bit and then go and get their order. I mean, after all, they’d be expecting me. And they’ll probably tip big time.” He paused and smiled, as if sharing an internal secret to himself. “Well, they should after the way they’ve enjoyed me.”

“Tips?” William asked. “We get tips?”

“Oh yes. No. I mean no. We get them, but they get given to our Sirs and Mistresses.” She looked alarmed. “I’m not complaining. Really. Mistress says I’d only spend it all on silly panties.”

“So you have a Sir and a Mistress?”

“All the sissies here do. Well one sissy is gay and only has a Sir.”

“Oh,” William thought for a moment. “Did your Sir arrange all this?”

“Yes,” Elle nodded and then grew alarmed. “But I am very grateful. I’ve learnt so much over the last two months. I’m not complaining. Truly!”

“Two months!”

“Yes. It’s hard when you start, I know, but it gets better when you are more experienced. My Sir says he is really proud of how servile have become. He tells Mistress that, and she always laughs. I like Mistress when she is happy. I am allowed to stay up late and have treats when she isn’t displeased with me.”

Clearly Elle was insane. Two months trapped here, serving people for the amusement of the man who was shagging his wife would make any one doolally! So, perfectly understandable..

“Erm, Elle?” William felt hesitant in asking.

“Yes?”

“Are you locked in a chastity cage?”

At that point Elle’s face sank down.

“Yes. I am supposed to be allowed out on Friday nights for a full 30 minutes masturbation.”

“Thirty minutes?”

“Oh yes, don’t look surprised, Willa. It is all carefully supervised.” She then became more sorrowful. “Trouble is they haven’t thought I’ve behaved well enough to be unlocked for the last three weeks.”

“Jesus! You’ve been locked for three weeks?”

“Oh Willa. That’s nothing. The gay sissy has never been allowed out. Her Sir likes his gurl to be constantly in need. Makes us more servile. Which I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

“I could never go that long!”

Elle laughed. “Silly bitch. You don’t get a choice. Anyway, you’ll learn. They always find some excuse to make us work for our release. Sometimes they’ll tie me to this big cross Mistress has in her bedroom. Blindfold me and then remove the chastity cage. Of course they tease me. For ages. But then say I’ve been too naughty and lock it back on.”

“That’s terrible!”

Elle sighed. “Oh, I suppose. It’s my fault really. I should be better behaved.”

Then Elle stood up, again very girlishly, and wiggled closer to William as she lifted the front of her dress.

She pulled down her panties until William could see a silver tiny cage. Just millimetres deep.

“What do you think?” Elle asked. “Impressive, eh? Sir took me through smaller and smaller cages until he could squeeze me into this one. Mistress loves looking at it.”

The ridiculous Elle seemed so proud! William just gawped at the sight, wondering where the penis could fit in such a miniscule contraption.

“Show me yours. Have you a plastic one?”

“I did have.” William said, “But Sir didn’t like it.”

“No, they think we can just cut them off. But honestly, who would take a pair of cutters so close to their dick and balls? Come on, Willa, show me.”

Willa felt trapped. He sure as hell didn’t want another human being to witness what he had locked between his legs.

Nevertheless, like an automaton, he rose up slowly onto his heels and raised the skirt revealing his own black panties and stocking tops. He closed his eyes and dragged down the silky panties at the front.

“For fucks sake!” Elle, crouched before William, to get a better look. “I’ve never seen anything like that before. It looks like a metal clit!”

Shame overwhelmed William so he made to pull up his panties but felt Elle used her fingers to prevent William from covering himself.

“I mean, Willa, that is amazing. Inside your panties you’d look just as if you had a pussy. Oh my God. I want one. I really want one. Your Sir is so wonderful to you!”

With determined effort, William tugged the panties back into place, and pressed down his skirt with his palms.

“Elle, maybe we should get back out there.”

Elle rose to her heels, “You’re right. I don’t want that slut, Leah stealing my table and getting my tip. Oh, Mistress will be so proud if I earn a big tip!”

3.               

Once back in the bar area, near the restaurant, William felt a feeling of elation as he stood in his waitress dress and heels. No one here knew him, or would know him, so he could indulge his fetish of serving people as a willing waitress.

Actually, serving people at tables wasn’t as difficult as William feared.

He had a tablet that Jim the friendly barman had set up for him. So all he had to do was introduce himself with a smile, “My name is Willa. I will be serving you today. How may I please you?”

When there were just guys or women at the table the reaction was the same. Enthusiastic laughter and randy, witty comments.

William enjoyed being the centre of attention. It was the first time in his life that he felt no social pressure. All he had to do was say his magic words and then giggle at the customer’s reactions.

Tables with a guy and girl had a very different reaction.

Always, the girl was pissed off as the guy spent an age ogling William from his heels to his hair style.

It was as if the girl feared William would seduce away her boyfriend.

The tablet sent the order directly to the bar and kitchen, so all William had to do was collect the drinks and food before bringing it to the right table.

After an hour he was pretty pleased with himself - apart from the heels! They were an ongoing torture device, so he took every opportunity to stand on one leg while resting the other ankle.

It was while he was at the bar with one of the barmen sorting a bottle of Rioja for one of his tables that Leah, the experienced waitress, approached him.

“This is fun!” William grinned.

Leah sighed good naturedly. “Oh my God you are real slut, aren’t you. Like your sissy pal Elle.”

“Me a slut?” William lowered his voice. “Have you seen Elle? She can’t stay away from the tables of men. And they are all over her …”

But Leah clearly wasn’t listening as she interrupted, with a serious expression, “Listen, Willa. And don’t panic.”

Panic?

He stared quizzically at the sexy blonde.

“Your Sir has arrived, and he wants you to serve him.”

Sir! William sought to control his temper. “He is supposed to be with my wife ... erm, Mistress!”

Leah became frosty, “Your, Sir can do whatever he pleases. And don’t forget to refer to her as your Mistress. Else your Sir, or Sir Cutler will deal with you.”

Jim the barman slid the tray with the red wine and two glasses towards William.

“Table fifteen, near the alcove,” Jim mumbled.

“I know where table fifteen is!” William was irritated. Couldn’t the barman see he was doing a good job of serving the customers?

“I’m going to add six spanks to your tab, young lady,” Jim said.

“Oh!” William’s eyes grew large. “Sir, I’m so sorry but …”

Even nice Jim ignored William, simply walking away to pull a few pints.

A troubled William raised the tray with a rattle and scanned the area near the alcove for the couple he was serving. But his eye was taken by a man entering the restaurant with all the arrogance of those conceited guys you just hate.

In fact, it was the guy he most hated in the world. His wife’s bull.

There he was, walking between the tables, head held high. Brandon! The bully making his life so miserable. As big and arrogant as ever. Worse, he had some slut with him!

She was the archetypal slut. Skyscraper heels. The shortest, tightest dress that could be legally worn outdoors and no shame in parading around. Unlike his classy wife, Kayla, who would never step outside the door looking like a complete tramp.

Cheating on Kayla! Well, the arsehole wasn’t going to get away with this!

Leah said, “Willa. Calm down. Don’t say anything!”

William handed the tray of with the glasses and Rioja to Leah.

“Table fifteen. He wants to taste it. I’m going to have a chat with Brandon!”

“Willa!”

But Leah could only watch helplessly as William was already wiggling through tables towards the one where a large male was settling down his date in her chair before removing his jacket to reveal square meaty shoulders.

“Humph. Sir!”

Brandon didn’t even look at the pouting waitress. “I’m sitting down, girl. Quiet until I’ve settled.”

Pursing his lips, William, being a  good waitress complied with the instruction form a guest, and remained silent.

Once sat, the Bull stared at William with those fierce, animalistic dark eyes that terrified William so much.

“Sorry, Sir,” William squeaked.

The massive male settled back in his chair, looking sideways up at William, who was biting his lip with a mixture of fear and irritation.

“You, okay girl?” The Bull asked.

William humphed. “Sir. You are supposed to be seeing Kayla, my Mistress. But here you are, out bold as brass, with this brazen hussy and …”

“Willa!”

Sometimes a single word can, when spoken with impact, freeze the entire world.

The speaker was the blonde girl with the tight dress from which her tits spilled out. William recognised her voice immediately.

He spoke under his breath with lowered head.

“Mistress.” He needed to explain. “Mistress. Sorry. I didn’t recognise you. I thought, well, that Sir was with another woman and ...”

He saw that not only was Kayla staring at him with tight lips and narrow eyes but that everyone in the restaurant had stopped talking and their attention was fixed on the raised voices.

Kayla’s face barely showed any expression. “And you think perhaps Sir requires your permission to date anyone?”

“Well, no. No, Mistress.”

William now needed this situation to be stopped. He didn’t want to be the centre of attention when dressed as a waitress, while his wife remonstrated with him.

But Kayla had other ideas. How dare her husband embarrass her in such a way.

“So you think you can decide what I wear on my dates?”

Some of the women in the room giggled, enjoying the sight of the dumb waitress being taken down a peg or two.

“Oh, no Mistress, really.”

You are probably thinking the situation could not get any worse for poor William, but a deep male voice from behind the distressed waitress said, “Is there a problem?”

William didn’t have to turn around to know that the contretemps had attracted the attention of the tall, intimidating lean manager, Cutler. His deep slow voice was unmistakeable.

Enjoying the little drama, Brandon raised his eyebrows at Kayla, inviting her to reply.

Kayla smiled and shook her head.

Cutler turned his gaze to Kayla.

“No, Cutler. No problem. I’ll sort out my girl later. When we get home.”

“Was she rude?” Cutler asked.

William held his breath, his attention fixed on the neat folded, white napkins decorating the table.

“No. Really, Cutler.” Kayla found a laugh to demonstrate how it wasn’t a problem.

Cutler’s internal thoughts thundered in the silence. There was light pop music playing on the speakers, but no one was listening. All attention in the room was fixed on that one table. The table where a Bull and his lover sat being served by the cuckold waitress.

“Well,” Cutler said with his ponderous delivery, “obviously I have to punish her for upsetting my clients. So it is easy enough just to add a few more spanks to the chastisement.”

“Oh, no.” Kayla flushed. “Honestly. I’ll take care of it when we get home.”

Brandon said, “You know it’s fatal to say, ‘wait till I get you home’.”

Kayla was troubled, “Oh?”

“It gets forgotten. The silly maid thinks she has gotten away with it. Later, you’ll be more relaxed about the situation if you let her get away with it. Forget how annoyed you were.”

Oh my God, William thought. Why doesn’t the dumb arsed bully just shut up?

“You think?” Kayla pulled down the sides of her mouth in thought, showing her teeth. “You’ve told me before to chastise the maid the moment she’s naughty.”

“Exactly,” Brandon said, as if it were the most obvious point to be made.

William needed to say something, but how could he speak without permission?

“Willa,” Cutler raised his pitch slightly the way a teacher might when admonishing a child.

William had forgotten his aching heels now. All thoughts were on his current predicament.

“Yes Sir?”

“Take the order here, like a good gir,l and then report straight away to me in my office.”

“Sir,” William began, turning to face the tall, languid manager, while finding it difficult to breathe. “I just want to say sorry for any misunderstanding caused by …”

Cutler was already walking away like a tall, stooped knight towards the bar and the door leading to his downstairs office.

Without turning, Cutler called back, “In my office after you’ve taken the order, girl.”

William was so in shock he didn’t know whether he replied, “Yes, Sir.”

“I’ll be waiting!” Were Cutler’s last words before closing the door near the bar behind him.

Voices in the room started up and William realised that there was a great deal of laughter at his plight from both the male and female clients.

He just felt a stone the size of a small Volkswagen settle in his gut. His brain froze.

It was a moment before he realised that Sir was speaking.

“A scotch on the rocks for me and a large gin and tonic for the lady. Hendrix gin and apple tonic. Got that, girl?”

“Erm, yes Sir.”

“Shouldn’t you enter it into your tablet like a good girl?” Brandon asked, with a sly smile.

“Oh yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir. Yes Sir.”

On automatic pilot he took the tablet from his apron pocket.

Brandon continued. “Make it a decent malt.”

“Yes, Sir. Of course, Sir.”

“Then a bottle of my usual Chianti Classico, one sirloin for me and the chicken Kiev for the lady. Don’t worry about the cost, the lady’s husband is paying.”

Kayla laughed, “Oh Brandon, Sir, you are horrible.”

Brandon reacted with his booming chesty laugh leaving William feeling about two foot tall and wholly helpless.

“W-w-will there be anything else, Sir?”

“Na.” Brandon handed the menus to William. “Oh yeh. Just one thing. After your spanking from your boss, report back here so you can tell your Mistress that you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Sir,” Kayla said, “that really won’t be necessary.”

Brandon sounded reassuring, like a friendly uncle. “Girl. You won’t be able to relax until you know your girl has fully learnt her lesson.”

Kayla needed to assert herself in the eyes of her dominant, Bull. She turned to William.

“Do as Sir says. Report back here when Cutler has finished dealing with you.”

William swallowed, “Yes Mistress.”

There were no tears until he swept quickly through the chairs into the corridor behind the bar. Then as he gently closed the door, he wept at being so dumb and getting into so much trouble in front of his Mistress.

He wiped away the warm tears with the back of his hand. He felt sure that Cutler would understand his errors and be patient with him.

After all, this was his first day.




Chapter 9    

1.               

Sadly for William, his confidence waned with every step down the dimly lit, shadowy corridor to Sir’s office.

In fact, the poor thing spent an age outside the manager’s door, head bowed, gnawing his lips in terror at what awaited him at the hands of Sir Cutler. Several times he raised his hand to knock, watching the waitress blouse sleeve slide down his wrist, and several times he lowered his arm to his side.

It was all a mistake!

Yes. That would be it. That was his excuse. It was all a ghastly error.

He knocked the door and held his breath.

The deep voice in the room beyond, said, “Come in.”

William practically burst through the door, stumbling on his heels in his haste.

“Sir. I am really sorry. It was a dreadful mistake on my part and I …”

Cutler was sat in his shirt sleeves, his jacket over his high-backed office chair. He was staring hard at his computer screen and simply raised his palm like a policeman stopping traffic.

William froze with his mouth open, knowing he was being told to shut up.

Should he say, “Yes, Sir”?

He decided on silence.

Cutler slumped back in his chair, his eyes narrowing at the screen.

Without looking up, he said, “And close the door, dumbo.”

“Oh, yes, Sir. Of course, Sir. Sorry, Sir.”

“Shut your cock sucking mouth, tramp. I’m concentrating.”

“Yes Sir, I mean, erm, …” William fell silent as he quietly closed the door listening to the catch fall into place like a prison lock.

Then he was trapped. The room became claustrophobically small. There was an old musty smell that tickled William’s nostrils and the furniture looked tatty here compared with the tables and chairs in the sleek club. There were no windows to lighten the mood.

So, William stood as still as possible, hands held before him over his short dress waiting to be given permission to explain away the problem.

The man with the gaunt, undertaker appearance finally smiled, tapped at some keys and hit the enter key before sitting back in his shabby, tall backed leather chair.

“One problem sorted and gone,” he eyes the waitress before him, “so I’m ready to rectify the next problem.”

Unable to contain himself any longer, William exploded, “Sir. Really! Humph! It’s all one of those silly little misunderstandings. So I thought, well, I don’t know what I thought, but it wasn’t right and then when I approached the table, I, oh I don’t know. Then …”

“Enough,” Cutler closed his eyes and sighed. When he opened them, he smiled, but it was not a smile that made William feel at ease. There was something of the predator about it, maybe the way a cobra seems to smile at a rodent that is not long for this earth.

“Jim on the bar said you could jabber away for hours.”

“Yes, Sir. Jim is very nice, but he doesn’t say much and …”

“Quiet.”

William gave up speaking and lowered his head, “Sorry Sir.”

“You think my customers come here to listen to a dim witted waitress spout on and on about nothing in particular?”

William chuckled at the manager’s joke. “Oh no Sir. And really, I do ….”

“Quiet! Our customers come here to enjoy their time, and you girls should be totally anonymous unless they require you for something.”

“Yes, Sir. I quite agree. That is why …”

“Funnily enough,” Cutler went on so quickly, that William wondered whether the manager was listening to anything he had to say. “Funnily enough, the guests quite like you.”

“Oh?” After the shock of the complement wore off, William beamed. The customers liked him!

“Amazing isn’t it? Jim at the bar says people ask for you. Already.”

“Oh. Wow.”

“Indeed, oh, wow. Oddly, both the guys and the gals like you.” With stiff effort, the tall man rose, using his hands to push up from the arm rests. His eyes fixed on William’s stockinged legs, making William feel uncomfortable. The eyes rose slowly up William’s waitress body, over William’s false boobs and his face. “Yeh. I guess I can see why. Nice legs and arse. Cute face.”

William blushed. No one before had ever said anything like that to him.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Cutler lifted up some documents that cluttered his desk. Moving them aside to create a wide space across his ancient desk.

“Yeh. In fact, I can see us using you again.”

“Oh, that’s very kind of you to say, Sir. But really this is a bit of a one off and I …”

Pulling back his shoulders to his full awesome height, his face quite still, Cutler said, “I haven’t asked your Mistress yet. I am sure you know it is not up to you.”

“Well …I …you know ….. we, I mean me and my Mistress, well, we ...”

Cutler laughed. It was the first time William had seen him without a hangdog troubled expression.

“Girl, I love the fact you are so fucking dumb. Just relax. It’s nothing to do with you. Nor that man on the end of a cock, Brandon. Your Bull is expendable. Interchangeable with a dozen other guys with big cocks.”

Not fully understanding what Cutler was saying, William didn’t want to appear puzzled so smiled, “Yes, Sir.”

“I think you’ll love it here,” he leaned forward to look closely at William’s waitress name tag, “Willa.”

“I’m sure I would, Sir Cutler. Indeed. Had I thought about this more than just a Saturday evening time out, you know, a bit of fun, then I might …”

“We like our girls to do four or five days a week. Of course, you’ve met Leah and Elle, so know that most of the sluts want to be here all the time.” He looked away with a sly grin, before spitting out, “Tramps.”

“Yes, Sir. But I am not like them. And anyway, I have a full time job. So in other words …”

“Your Mistress will be having a word with you about your old job, Willa.”

Eh? What? William felt his eyebrows dig deep above his nose. Kayla will have a word with him about his job? What about his job? And anyway, why should this menacing old boy know about what Kayla was thinking about anything?

Cutler walked slowly around the puzzled waitress, so that he was stood squarely behind William.

What was going on? This was most unsettling.

Suddenly two large meaty fingered hands, took hold of William’s hips and pushed him forward towards the desk.

William squealed as he was forced up against the hard wood. A hand in the upper part of his back forced William to bend over the surface into the space he had cleared, so that his nose could smell the chipped wood top of the desk.

This felt incongruous. Bent over, whilst wearing a waitress dress, and with a big guy standing behind him.

He felt any control of the situation he hoped to hang onto just drain away into nothing. A man could just bend him over the desk without seeking his permission. Worse, he dared not stand up. In fact, he dared not even move.

“You see, Willa. Mistresses are funny like that. Those that let their sissies continue working in the same office as before their change do so because they are sadistic.”

Allow their sissies to work in the same office as before the change? Eh? What was this lugubrious guy going on about?
“Really Sir? I think, I’ll be alright staying at my present job and …”

William gulped. His skirt was now shifting around his thighs, making him feel exposed.

“Yes. You might think so. But when they see you in your sexy outfits and heels, I am afraid that even the most supportive of friends will start to make fun of you. Always happens. Some Mistresses move them to different workplaces where they can restart their careers as secretaries or receptionists. There’s no doubt, that you sissies are good at that. Fucking shit at everything else, but good at serving.”

This was all just crazy! Though sickened, William’s dick did expand at the thought of the degradation from his work colleagues.

“I should explain, Sir, that I am in fact second in command there. I am the main manager and ...”

“That was before, young lady. This is after. You see that? Before and after?”

William turned his head and shoulders so quickly that the silky dress made a delightful swishing noise. He knew his cheeks were hot with indignation.

“Sir. We are just having a little game, here. Now when …”

“Keep your head down and facing away girl. Do not break from that position. I think a good caning. Perhaps ten strokes on that cute arse of yours, is in order.”

Wide eyed, William rested his cheek on the scarred wood of the desk.

Behind him, a cupboard was opened and closed, and a series of swishes sliced through the air.

William was terrified.

Cutler spoke again, almost as if distracted. “It’s like a genie really. Once the wife has taken a sissy from out of his old box, she can never put him back in. How can she? Lift up the back of your skirt, my dear.”

“Sir. Please. Can you just do it on the material of the waitress dress?”

The speed with which Cutler raised William’s skirt from his hips and let it rest around his waist, shook the new waitress.

The intimidating manager exhaled loudly. “Well just look at the sexy fat arse on that!”

William swallowed, “Thank you, Sir. I really think that we should let my Mistress know what is happening …”

“You will, Willa. Mistresses love hearing about their dumb arsed sissies being taken down a peg or two. In fact, they come to expect it. But with legs and arse like that, and your whole dumb appearance, your Mistress is gonna get to hear a lot about your punishments. Guys won’t be able to help themselves. Nor women!”

Swallowing as he spoke, William said, “Please Sir. I am sure she won’t mind if you give her a call.”

Sir Cutler carried on, as if William had not spoken, “You’ll be just fantastic here. I can see that!”

Shock takes away the mind’s ability to deal with events so William was left in a blank world of uncertainty.

His trapped dick spurted at the compliments, yet they debased and frightened him.

Here he was stuck over this brutal man’s desk, a man who was about to whip his bottom, and he was saying words William though he’d never hear outside his imagination.

“Keep your hands near your head. Got it?”

“Yes, Sir. But, please Sir, I am really …”

“I said hands next to your head. You dumb or being naughty?”

As William’s breathing grew heavier, he placed his palms flat on the desk, close to the side of his head, vowing not to move them.

Oh no.

A thick warm finger had pushed into the back of William’s panties, and pulled them back, away from his bottom.

A little tug and they moved downwards but were held in place because William was leant against the desk. He raised himself gently, and the panties twanged down around his stockinged thighs, like a catapult being released.

Why had he helped the horribly man pull down his panties? Nothing was making sense, except he was deeply aroused.

Perhaps if Sir could see he was helping then he might forgo the punishment. This, sadly is the logic of a true sissy.

“Girl,” Sir was speaking again, the voice once more, low, deep from his deep chest, “during this punishment you will understand how naughty you have been. You will feel bad about being wayward. You will vow to yourself to improve your ways.”

“Sir, I really …”

“Silence young lady. Had you held your tongue when serving you wouldn’t be here now, would you girl?”
“No Sir.”

That was true enough, and he vowed never to make that error again.

How right Sir was. What a fool William had been. Of course, his Mistress’ Sir could date whomever he wished. Of course, his Mistress could dress as she pleased. And of course, he should have kept his gob shut!”

“I really am sorry, Sir.”

It was a genuine admission of regret, but William had little hope it would change the dynamic of his predicament.

There was a light pat of a palm on each of William’s exposed cheeks.

“I know girl. You lot always are sorry once you are found out. It’s getting you to behave in the first place, that is our task here. And it is one we spend a great deal of time on.”

“Yes, Sir. I see, that.”
And William really did appreciate that the staff at the Nighthawk club had to ensure the staff behaved professionally.

As the first three slices whipped across his buttocks, William fully appreciated why he was bent over being punished like a child.

The cuts were never quite on top of each other, travelling up and down his skin.

And they hurt.

They hurt bad.

There was the dread of the silence. Then the fear as the cane’s swish slicing through the air was heard, before, seconds after the cane had struck, the absolute roaring pain.

And William knew it was all his own doing. His own foolish actions had brought him here. He had upset his Mistress, and this would put it all straight, and she could be happy with him again.

Such a revelation powered him through his painful experience.

If he wasn’t so silly and naughty, then he wouldn’t be punished. Somehow, everyone seemed to be helping him behave.

“Ten,” Sir announced, putting away the cane in the cupboard.

William of course remained exactly where he was. He sniffed and sobbed a little, feeling the hot tears irritate his eyes. He would wash them out with cold water as soon as he was permitted. How welcome that would be. But he knew that the pain in his buttocks would remain in place for a while yet. And so it should.

He needed to remember the lesson for a period of time.

Oddly he felt grateful to this firm presence in his life. Cutler, whom he could only address and refer to as Sir Cutler, felt as much of a teacher as a manager. William knew that Sir Cutler would ensure he was well behaved and felt bizarrely grateful.

It was finally over. He felt his panties being stretched back up his legs, but rather than being pulled back over his bottom, they came to a halt at the top of his thighs.

William held his breath. What was happening behind him? Was Sir going to beat him again?

A belt was heard to unbuckle, and a zip slid down.

William heard words uttered under Sir’s breath, as if they were painful to say, “You fucking, bimbo slut.”

Then he heard thesound of skin being rubbed against skin. Getting faster. It was almost as if Sir was …. But he couldn’t be … surely not! No!

Sir’s breathing grew harsh and quick. There were growls.

“Fucking, bimbo. Fucking, slut!”

The warm globules struck William over his exposed buttocks. Initially slowly as if it were dripping but then faster, spurting like a machine gun.

No!

It was an age before the grunting, growling machine of a man, slowed down to long sighs and moments of breath holding.

For a moment all was still, as William’s eyes flicked left and right, incapable of understanding fully what happened or what he thought about it.

A man had just cum over his bared, punished arse!

He heard a zip pulled into position and the rustle of clothes being straightened.

“Okay, bitch. Stand up. Pull up your panties.”

Too disturbed to move, William lay over the desk seeking to make sense of the events happening around him.

“I said on your feet, tramp!”

Rising slowly so that his full weight was back on his heels, William’s huge eyes looked anywhere other than at Sir. If he had eye contact with the gaunt man, he feared he might simply faint. There on the spot.

“I said get those panties up!”

Unable to speak, William simply nodded, reaching back for his panties and then slowly pulling the sopping wet mess up around his buttocks. The brute must have filled William’s panties with cum

The cum oozed about as the panties flattened the silky material and mess to his skin. The emissions even ran between his legs where it remained around the chastity device as the knickers were so tight.

He could make out Sir moving back to his seat and simply crashing into it as if exhausted.

“Understand, bitch. You don’t mention this to no one.”

“No Sir,” William whispered, the shock still freezing his senses.

“Not to that Mistress of yours. She won’t understand.”
“Yes, Sir.”

“Nor that big dicked arsehole fucking your Mistress.”

“No, Sir.”

He most certainly wouldn’t be telling the horrible Brandon about what he had just endured.

“Will be our little secret, got it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And listen to this …”

William stared across the desk at the cold hard eyes, holding his breath and then had to look away. The shame was too crushing.

“You don’t wipe me away from down there. Got it?”

William swallowed. “Yes, Sir.”

“It stays until home time. And only then then can you clean it off. Just before you get picked up by your owners.”

“Yes Sir,” William squeaked.

“I’ll know if you’ve disobeyed me. Got it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Now get your hot arse back out there, and earn your crust, like a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir.”

William remained exactly where he was. All too aware of his aching buttocks and the thick ooze covering it. It was drying, making his panties stick to him. He became vaguely aware that this must be exactly as girls experience in the aftermath of sex. Once the panties are pulled into position, the mess finds its own spots.

“I said go!”

“Oh, yes, Sir!”

William fled.

As soon as he closed the door in that airless, dark corridor, William leaned back against the wall, his eyes wide open but not seeing.

He had to make sense of it. But he couldn’t.

He knew one thing, there was one part of his punishment he could never share with anyone. Not ever. The shame would be too great.

2.               

“Oh my God!”

Leah stared at William with shock.

“You look dreadful”

William remained still, his eyes watery.

They were stood near the staff entrance to the restaurant from which they could hear a few voices, loud laughs and dishes being clattered about. The corridor was deserted.

Post lunch the downstairs was winding down before the early evening drinks and meals were to be served.

“Aw,” Leah said, lightly holding William’s bare arm. “I heard you were being punished by Sir Cutler.” Her eyes grew huge. “Oh my God. He didn’t make you suck his cock, did he? Not on your first meeting!”

“No!” William was aghast. “Of course not.”

Leah relaxed. “Oh, he shouldn’t do it the first time. But he can be a real bastard.” She smiled, gazing dreamily into the distance, “And with a cock like that, it is soooo heavenly.”

How much of a slut was Leah? Wondered William. As big as that sissy Elle, he decided. And he most certainly wasn’t going to say what Cutler had done to him while he was bent over the desk.

His panties were still sticking uncomfortably to his bottom, yet the uncomfortable feeling made his dick expand in its tight confines.

“I know what it is,” Leah decided. “This is the first time you have been punished for being naughty isn’t it? I bet that it happened in the past when you were playing games with your wife and her Bulls.” She smiled softly, “It is different. Makes you feel more helpless, more, I don’t know, sort of diminished in the dominant’s eyes.”

William nodded. Yes. That was exactly it! Being spanked is fun, but genuine punishment is different. It makes the transgressor realise they have been naughty and that it is good that they are being put in their place. Sort of a balancing mechanism in life.

Yet it also relegates the submissive to a lower status.

“We need to get you to the staff bathroom. Pronto,” Leah tightened her grip on William’s arm and led him to the peaceful sanctuary of the ladies’ toilets.

Here she helped address his makeup, especially around his reddened eyes. And just gossiped about the bar, its staff and some of the members of the Nighthawk club. But William was grateful for not having to think, simply to half listen to her ramblings while he tried to make sense of his own feelings.

“There,” Leah finally said, inspecting his made-up face. “As good as new.”

She flicked his bangs from his eyes. “Don’t forget to brush your hair regularly. Keep it nice. And remember, your punishment is over. Now you can enjoy yourself by serving people in the restaurant.” She tilted her head to one side. “Aw, now you look worried again.”

William sighed. “Now I have to tell Mistress about my punishment, and her Bull will be there. He’ll love watching my wife hear me debase myself.”

“Okay. You forget about him. Your wife will have many Bulls, hot wives do that. So you don’t need to worry about him.” She winced, “What you do need to remember, is always refer to your Mistress as your Mistress. Some of the other waitresses will report you just so they can have special treats.” She looked away, “Obviously I wouldn’t tell on you just to get favours from the management or my Master.”

William embraced his new trustworthy friend, squeezing her for sisterly warmth. He realised Leah understood everything William was going through and would always be there for him. A faint reminder flickered in his mind, of Leah and Elle selling each other out when Sir Cutler admonished them. And worse pointing the finger at William in order to get out of being punished!

Some girls can’t be trusted, he decided, but he decided that he and Leah were now trustworthy friends.

3.               

All those thoughts vanished ten minutes later when William walked hesitantly across the restaurant floor on his aching heels towards his gorgeous wife, in her trampy short dress and her unbearable bully of a lover, Brandon.

The two lovers were bent over the table, eyes fixed on each other, giggling and laughing. He was gripping her hands and telling her some, no doubt, lewd story.

They were oblivious to William’s presence.

Finally, he cleared his throat. He had to get this horrendous ordeal out of the way.

“Oh, Willa!” Kayla dragged her hands from those of her Bull and swivelled around in her seat so her long curvy legs came into view. “How did it go? Your punishment with Cutler, I mean?” She furrowed her brow, “Was it awful? Aw, it must have been dreadful for you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” William began and then stopped. She must never learn of the indignities he had suffered at the hands of Sir Cutler.

William knew that the yob Brandon would be gleefully hanging onto every word of William recounting his punishment. But there was something worse. A new quality he had never before experienced. Here he was, dressed as a sexily attractive waitress, but not in the sanctity of his own bedroom but in the middle of an active restaurant. He wasn’t posing, he was an actual waitress.

His curves were exposed for others to ogle, not just himself. His legs were posed in heels for the benefit of others. He couldn’t even play with himself because of the cruel chastity cage locking away his dick and balls. He was dressed and acting for the benefit of others and could not pleasure himself.

This was no fantasy.

Worse. His panties stuck to his bottom and between his legs because of the goo his manager had sputtered over his freshly beaten buttocks.

He was no longer a crossdresser, acting the role of a submissive girl. He was one.

As if all his life had been a self-deluding deceit.

Brandon and Cutler shone a light into how dominant men behaved around women.

“Willa? You all right?” Kayla was asking as she gripped her husband’s fingers.

“Sorry, Mistress, yes. I just got distracted.”
Brandon bellowed that roar of a laugh of his. “Listen to her. Dumb bitch.”

“Brandon, Sir. Shhh. The poor thing has suffered an ordeal.” She turned her attention back to her husband, her voice softening, “What happened honey?”

“Sir reprimanded me, Mistress.”

“Uh-uh,” Kayla nodded impatiently, urging on her husband. “And?”

William spoke rapidly to get the humiliation of sharing his ordeal before his wife’s lover quickly out of the way. “He gave me ten strokes of the cane, Mistress.”

“Wow.” Kayla processed the information. “Did you learn a lesson?”

“Very much. I really did.” How William wanted to have me time with his wife to share his true feelings about his punishment. How he felt it had benefited him.

“Good,” Kayla said. “And did you thank him?”

“Oh! Erm, no Mistress. There’s wasn’t a chance to.”

In fact, little was said after Cutler did what he did, and William wasn’t going to tell his wife about that part of the interaction with Cutler.

“Honey,” Kayla said, shuffling forward on her seat. “I want you to be a big girl and go and find him and thank him for punishing you.”

Cutler was the last person William wanted to meet, and most certainly he didn’t want to thank the brutal man for the humiliating experience he had suffered at the manager’s hands.

But he merely winced and said, “Yes. Mistress.”

“Good,” Kayla said. “Because I have some really good news for you.” She turned excitedly to Brandon, “Shall I tell her?”

Brandon settled back in his chair, and never was William more aware about being in the physical presence of a man before. There was something powerful and bear like about him, whilst William felt feminine and weak.

“Yeh. Go ahead,” the Bull stated.

William stared at his grinning wife.

“Oh, my Willa, are you in for a treat!” She shuffled even further forward, so that her bottom was only just about on the edge of the chair. “Cutler says, you can work here again! What about that?”

“Oh, well, I ….” William was horrified.

“In fact,” Kayla was bursting to share this with him. “Cutler says you are a natural. With a little training you can make a first class waitress at the Nighthawk Club. Isn’t that exciting?”

William had to stop this. “Mistress, perhaps we can have a quiet chat about this at home?”
But Kayla was too excited to hear her desperate husband’s pleas, “And you know what, honey? Cutler says I’ve done a brilliant job of training you. Say’s you are a natural servant. In fact, he’s talking about a full time position here for you. In the evenings, when it gets really busy. Isn’t that amazing?”

Brandon laughed, “It’ll give your Mistress and me some time alone together. Not having to worry about what you’re getting up to.”
“Oh Sir,” Kayla said with a giggle. “Stop it!”

“Mistress, thank you and everything. But obviously I have my job and people depend up on me being there at the office so …”

“Don’t you worry your pretty little head about any of that. Sir and Cutler will sort out all the details. We don’t need your income, do we? You’d be much happier here serving tables than all that boring stuff in the office.  You know how you always go on about hating your job. Look, you love showing off yourself in your heels and sexy waitress outfits.”

Brandon smirked, “They get even shorter some nights.”

Kayla giggled. “Hear that honey. You’ll be able to parade here all night long. Showing off your lovely legs. Now, Sir and I need to get away. I guess you know what we’ll be getting up to.” She stood up, reaching for her bag from the floor. “You behave. Clear? I’ve told Cutler he can deal with you in any way he sees fit. Especially during your training.” She smiled, lolling her head to one side. “But I know you won’t let me down, will you honey?”

Standing, Kayla leaned forward, lightly touching William’s bare arm and kissed him on each cheek.

Brandon rose and dropped his arm around Kayla’s shoulders, as if declaring she was his property.

“Okey, Willa. We gotta go. Your Mistress and I have things to do this afternoon.”

She playfully dug her elbow into her lover’s ribs. “Oh, Sir! Not in front of the maid.”

Laughing, he led her back to the entrance with his thick arm around her bare shoulders.

William just watched in erotic horror as he saw a bear of a man lead away his wife. He knew what they would be doing within thirty minutes of leaving here. And he wouldn’t be involved!

Oh! This was outrageous. As he straightened himself up, he felt his knickers glue to his skin and his humiliations swept through him like an electric charge. As ever his dick engorged in its confines.

Elle, the other sissy swept by with a tray of dirty plates. “Willa! Table seven! They need to order coffees. Don’t let Sir catch you dawdling!”




Chapter 10    

1.               

With his plan guaranteed success, Brandon had a couple of celebratory fucks of Kayla. The first time he was so aroused he came in seconds. The second time he ensured she had her brains fucked out on her marital bed before cumming. Afterwards she clung onto him like a long lost lover.

With her dreamily satisfied and her dumb fuck of a hubbie prancing around the restaurant under the watchful eye of his old friend Cutler, Brandon knew it was time to close the trap, once and for all, and deal once and for all with the hubbie.

Her naked body was gummy with sweat, so as she gripped him tightly she felt like she was sticky tape.

“You know,” Brandon, was ready to press home his advantage, “has Willa ever talked about reclaiming?”

Eh? She pulled herself up on to her elbows to stare up at the dark skinned, hairy hunk. “Well, he thinks recycling is important.”

Brandon chuckled. “Yeh. No. Not that. Reclaiming! You see, Willa is yours.”
She smiled and rested her head on his chest, feeling his rib cage rise and fall. “I know. I love owning her. It’s everything you said and more. Oh my God, did you see the way she looked at me when she came to our table. She is waiting for anything I might say like a hungry bird waiting for titbits.”

“Exactly, you’ve done brilliant. You’ve made her yours.”

She loved it when the taciturn man complimented her. She kissed his shoulder, “I would never have been able to do it without you.”

“Just showed you the way, slut. That’s all. It’s all down to you.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

She kissed him again.

“But, your maid, and she is yours, believes he can reclaim you as his wife, after I’ve left.”

“Oh. Well I can’t see that happening. Our world has changed.”

“You see, right now, Willa is serving in the restaurant. She is taking orders from different tables …”
Kayla giggled at the thought of her very own, sexy looking sissy, wiggling around desperate to make all the punters happy.

“Also, Willa is answerable to the guy at the bar, the chef’s, the lead waitress …”

From being sleepy, Kayla was wide awake. “Willa is mine, not theirs!”

Her troubled expression was just what Brandon sought. “Exactly. But right now, she is answerable to all those people, and,” he paused to ensure the wife was fully attentive, “Cutler of course runs the place with a firm hand. So he’s her boss right now.”

She sat up on her haunches, the sheets falling away from her stunning naked body.

“Well, I have to tell this Cutler guy what’s what,” she pouted.

“Oh, Cutler gets that. All his girls are owned by Masters or Mistresses. He gets that part.” Brandon emphasised the ‘he’. “Cutler knows they are not his girls, just that he is in charge of them. No, he’s not the problem.”

Concern flooded her features. “I don’t understand. Explain it to me.”

“Hey, don’t look so worried. I’ll show you how to deal with it.”

“You think Willa doesn’t know she is owned by me?”

“I said relax. All Mistresses have to deal with the fact that their precious little sissies spend time obeying others. That’s an important part of their lives. It just means …”

Brandon paused, and Kayla held her breath.

“Just that, you have to reclaim Willa, whenever she gets home. That’s all.”

“Oh. I see.” She nodded. That made sense. “You mean spank her or something. Make her do lines?”

“Yes. See you always have great ideas, but there is something even better. I’ll show you how to reclaim your maid, so she remains reclaimed. She’ll never forget who owns her when you’ve finished with her.”

“Show me, show me, show me!”

He loved how eager she was.

“Hang on. I’ll get dressed and nip down to the car. I’ve got a few things in the boot. Have a feeling you’re going to love it. Will really make the point with your dumb sissy.”




Chapter 11    

1.               

If it wasn’t for the painful shoes, William would be enjoying himself enormously at the Blackhawk Club’s busy restaurant.

The chefs would shout at the girls, and Jim on the bar would lose his patience at times, but other than that, taking orders, delivering the foods and drinks to tables and checking everyone was happy with the service felt wonderfully rewarding to William.

Late in the afternoon, there were just two tables still open, and Elle the other sissy was, with William, clearing away the plates and having a good gossip. A sissy that William was already thinking of as a girl.

William was still buzzing.

“Is it always like that here, Elle?”

“Oooh yes! Sometimes lunchtimes can be quiet, like on a Monday and Tuesday, but you never know when a party is going to arrive.” Elle winced, “People don’t always book! And oh my God, then Jim is shouting, the chefs are blaming us. Sir Cutler comes out of his office and that makes things worse by scaring us.”

“He is scary!” William said, quietly after checking no one was nearby to hear him complain.

Elle giggled. “He once put me over his knee in front of all the customers.” Elle stopped clearing up and smiled to himself at the memory. “Oh, it was so much fun. And you know what? Everyone gave me extra tips. Mistress was really pleased with me.” She lowered her voice. “I was actually allowed out of the chastity cage for an hour! Honest. Can you believe it? Aw, she is so sweet to me when I behave.”

“An hour?” William was impressed.

Elle wrinkled her eyes. “Well, she had cuffed me to the bed, spread eagled. So I couldn’t do much.” After a long heartfelt sigh, Elle cheered up. “Though my pleading made Mistress even happier. She thought it was hilarious teasing me like that.”

“I just want to be allowed out for five minutes,” William said. “In fact, one minute would do it. An hour sounds amazing.”

Elle wiped at a mark on the table and let out a long draught of breath. “Funny thing is, and other sissies say this, but an hour can feel too long. I don’t like being released. It feels all wrong. It is a relief when Mistress locks me back up and checks it is on tight. She is good like that. Always fussing over me. Making sure my chastity is locked up properly and that I am being obedient.”

“Once Mistress unlocks me, I never want to see another chastity cage!” William said.

Elle lifted up the final pieces of cutlery and put them into her cleaning box. “You’ll change your mind. We all do.”

Elle wiggled away in her sexy short waitress dress and William recalled the moron Brandon telling him that there are even shorter dresses in the evening. Wow. That would be something. These short dresses only just covered the stocking tops and garters when bending over at tables as it was.

William put the chairs neatly back into place under the table, as he had been instructed and returned to the bar for fresh cutlery and place mats for the table.

Jim was putting beer glasses into the washer when he looked up.

“Hey, gorgeous!”

William smiled and blushed. When had he felt as happy and as at home as serving at the Blackhawk night club? He didn’t have to think or debate or worry. Just obey. Just be useful. Be obedient.

“Enjoy yourself?” Jim rested his muscular arms on the bar as if genuinely interested.

“Yes. It’s fun, isn’t it?”

“Cutler says you’re going to be here tomorrow night and the night after.”

Adopting an exaggerated frown, William said, “Aw. I’d love to. But it isn’t for me, really. Just a bit of fun. After today it is back to the dull real world for me.”

Jim laughed. “Na. Cutler and your Mistress have booked you in. How about that? You do tomorrow lunch time, for more training and then, big splash. In at the deep end. You go straight to evenings.”

Yet again, the horror gripping William’s tummy was balanced against his arousal.

It was as if he didn’t matter. His Mistress was making her maid’s decisions for her. Just like in the fantasies he had. An absolute mixture of helpless humiliation with the buzz of complete arousal.

William felt his breathing becoming slight.

Seeing the mope, Jim laughed, “Don’t worry babe. We’ll look after you.”

“Thank you, sir. You are very sweet. But I really need to get back to my daytime job in the office. Maybe one day in the future, yes?”

Jim pulled back his head, pushing his thick eyebrows down over his eyes.

“You didn’t hear me? It’s all sorted. Your Mistress has agreed your roster.”

It was that deep slow voice that made William’s legs turn bendy, as if they could no longer support him.

“Girl!”

William turned to face Cutler, and quickly adopted his best smile, desperate to hide his nerves.

“Yes, Sir?”

Cutler was stood in the open doorway leading down the stairs and through the dark, intimidating corridors to his own dreaded office.

“Get down to my room, right now.”

With that he turned and ducked his tall head under the doorway.

William looked to Jim for support.

“Just do as he says babes. You’ll be fine. You see.”

Jim winked and then went back to loading the glasses cleaner.

William pulled back his shoulders feeling the corset grip his shoulders and inadvertently making his boobs stick out.

He licked his lipsticked lips and followed the skeletal figure into the shadows of the passageway, away from the light and music of the restaurant.




Chapter 12    

1.               

“Close the door!”

Why must Cutler bark out commands like that, William wondered. Doesn’t he know how scary he is?

William obeyed and turned to face Cutler in that stuffy, cluttered office.

The disturbing memories of the afternoon’s exploits rolled back into William’s mind. His panties were stuck to his bottom by this horrible man’s semen and he felt deep shame.

And yet his dick responded to his humiliation by expanding in its cage between his legs.

Cutler leaned his angular suited frame up against his desk to glare at the nervous waitress.

William didn’t want another punishment beating. He felt he had behaved, so it would be so unfair. Nor did he want this brute to squirt his jism over his bottom again. He needed to speak up for himself.

“Sir. I know mistress has said I will be working here tomorrow. But in fact, we haven’t had a chance to …”
“Silence girl.”

Though Cutler didn’t shout, the words were like being punched in the solar plexus. William immediately fell silent and hung his head so that his bangs dropped down over face.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Right, you little madam …”

William gasped. He already knew he was in trouble by Sir’s tone. Yet he had behaved so well, everyone said so.

Cutler continued, “It seems your Mistress gave you an instruction. An instruction that you appear to have forgotten.” He paused, before his voice deepened. “Unless of course, you were being deliberately disobedient! Yeh? Just to get another spanking.”

William looked up, his face wide with genuine innocence. “Really, Sir. I wouldn’t be deliberately disobedient. I promise. “

Like a human lie detector, Cutler stared at the timid little waitress cowering before him.

At last he gave a quick nod. “So you forgot that you were supposed to thank me for your punishment this afternoon?”

“Ah!” William gasped.

The instruction had completely gone from his head. There was so much to do in the restaurant.

Cutler narrowed his eyes. “Ah! Indeed girl. Yes, Ah!” His body craned forwards bringing his lean angular face closer to poor William. “Perhaps you aren’t grateful for your punishment?”

“Oh no, Sir. Really.” William was grateful. He felt it had taught him a lesson. “Sir, if I may speak. No one before has ever punished me like that as a punishment. Oh, that sounds confused, I know. But, I have been caned. But it was in fun. But today, it was to help me learn a lesson. So I am grateful”

The glare became heightened until William looked down at the threadbare carpets at his heels.

“Hmmm. Well, I knew you were ditzy the moment I met you.”

Sir had offered the confused, terrified sissy a lifeline, so he grabbed it.

“Yes, Sir, that is it. I am so ditzy. Really.”

“You know where my cane is kept. Fetch it.”

Oh no!

This was so unjust! William opened the cabinet he had seen Sir collecting the cane from that very afternoon. He was shaken to see a staggering array of canes, leather straps and paddles. Also there were various bondage items.

Wow, William thought. He’d love to have someone play with him using those!

“Get the longest cane.”

William did so and handed it to his bully.

“Hold out your palms, girl.”

William obeyed smartly, feeling like an errant child in a school from the middle of the last century.

“Palms up, dummy!”

William giggled at his silliness and turned over his hands.

“When given an instruction by your betters, you obey it.”

“Yes, Sir. I will. I promise.”

Cutler stared at the cute sissy feeling his cock inflate. She was something special. He’d get the sissy’s Mistress to have him work here most evenings. Tell her it was the best method of training a dumb sissy.

That arse and those legs were amazing! But for fuck’s sake, those lips and eyes were stunning. He wanted to grab her face and kiss her into next week.

Cutler returned to his senses slapping the cane down twice on each palm.

William squealed. Oh God, did it hurt! A blistering pair of lines felt carved in heat on his flesh.

“So thank me for your punishment this afternoon.” Cutler leaned forwards again with heavy menace, “And be warned, I’ll know if you don’t mean it!”

“Oh yes, Sir.”

It was always so difficult to think after a punishment due to the pain and arousal.

“Please, Sir, I am ever so grateful you spanked me,” he stumbled over the word spanked, as if he had developed a stutter. It was so humiliating to have to admit out loud that he had let himself be punished by this brute. “I had been naughty, oh, very naughty. I had raised my voice to my Mistress. And I felt so bad about it that I was thankful that you spent some of your important time correcting me. So, thank you so much Sir.”

Cutler stared, frozen like a corpse until he nodded. “That’s not bad.”

The words ‘not bad’ from Cutler, felt like a major compliment.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Two more stripes for being dumb. Two on each hand!”

This was so unreasonable!

“Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

So four welts were cut into William’s palms making him want to hug his hands under his arm pits to soothe them.

“It’s best if we start as we mean to go along,” Cutler said.

“Yes Sir. Of course. But as I was trying to say, and I am grateful for the opportunities to work here, honestly, really, Sir. But this is a one off. Maybe I’ll come back one day and …”

“Girl!”

William was used to be cutting short by one word from this daunting man, so quickly pursed his lips to shut himself up.

“Your Mistress has already booked you in! You really are the dumbest girl to ever come here.”

“Yes, Sir. But you see …”

“Quiet!”

It was a thunderous ‘quiet.’ Not loud thunderous, just with all the impact of thunder.

William cowed and again his chin dropped to the bow his dress.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You are booked in tomorrow lunch time. Leah will take care of you. Then you’ll stay on here until we open for dinner at five thirty. You will be here for the next two days!”

Obviously, William could put this right once he got home. Already, he was becoming reliant on his Mistress rescuing him from his silly escapades. Something all sissies learn – though, some quicker than others.

“Yes, Sir.”

Cutler stood up straight, still holding the cane.

It was then that William noticed it. In Sir’s trousers, at the groin, was a thick sausage shape, sort of pushed out to one side.

William’s mouth dropped open and his faced widened with shock.

Cutler was speaking again, and William could barely hear him.

“We’ll get you a set timetable for the coming weeks. Your Mistress or I will inform you of your working hours every week.”

And that thick erection filled William’s senses. He needed to get out of this crummy, dark office before Sir raised up the back of William’s skirt again.

“Are we clear, Willa?”

“Oh yes Sir.” He wasn’t going to argue. He needed to get out of here!

“Your Mistress and your Sir will pick you up in half an hour. She wants you in your uniform, so don’t try and get changed.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Make yourself useful in the bar area until then.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Oh, and girl?”

“Yes, Sir?”

Flutters tickled at William’s tummy, was he about to be bent over Sir’s desk again? Oh no. It was beyond humiliating. Yet, and yet, and yet, his little dick filled his cage.

“You didn’t clean your cute arse, did you?”

“No, Sir. You told me not to.”

A grin flickered on Sir’s cruel mouth. “Good girl.”

William beamed. He loved that phrase, ‘good girl’.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Love the idea of you wiggling around here, looking so cute and like butter won’t melt in your mouth, and I am tattooed over all your sweet arse. And there is nothing you can do about it.”

Oh! He was so naughty. William bit his lip to stop himself giggling.

“So clean yourself up before your Mistress gets here.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Oh and girl?”

“Yes Sir?”

“Send in Leah. Tell her I need to put her mouth to good use.”

“Yes, Sir. At once, Sir.”

With that, William fled as quickly as he could in his heels, but paused just for a moment.

Why? Maybe to try again to explain to the horrible man that he had a proper job in an office. Or maybe worrying that he ought to say thank you again. Or was it for other, even darker reasons that he hesitated?

He glanced back at the bony figure in the suit, smiled and said, “Thank you for my punishment, Sir.”

He left as Cutler rubbed his palm over his groin.

2.               

The girl’s staff room was ideal for William. It had its own toilet areas, where he could lock the door and wash the now hardened mess off his bottom.

Needless to say, it didn’t go according to plan because as soon as he got to the bathroom area, he discovered Elle stood before the full length mirrors, admiring herself in her short waitress uniform like a preening kitten.

As well she might!

Her uniform was almost the same as the pinafore dress William wore, black, strappy, with a crisp white blouse beneath, but was far shorter and had more of an A line flair to it.

Elle swung back and fore before her reflection watching the skirt flitter up to reveal the dark areas of her stockings.

“Oh my God. Willa!” She said, “Just look at this. Isn’t it adorable!”

Willa swallowed. “Is that the evening waitress uniform?”

“Oh yes. They’ve made it slightly shorter and more full.” She giggled and her cheeks reddened, “We have a hen party in tonight. They’re going to absolutely love it! Those drunken women won’t be able to keep their hands off me!”

Seeing Willa’s shocked reaction in the reflection, she turned with concern. “You all right, Willa?”

“Well, yes, yes. I’ll be working evenings tomorrow. I’ll have to wear it!”

“Aw!” Elle swept up to William and embraced him. “Don’t worry. I know what you’re thinking. Are my legs good enough.” She smiled and shook her head, “Well let me tell you, they are! You wait until you see the reaction of everyone.” She giggled and lowered her voice, “Leah said you were already getting plenty of attention from the male tables as it is!”

As Elle released, William, so he stepped back on his heels.

“Well,” William said, hearing the disappointment in his voice. “Mistress won’t let me be here tomorrow.”

Elle was shocked, “Oh! Did she tell you that?”

“No. No, but we haven’t discussed it.”

Elle tilted her head to one side, like a Labrador, seeking to understand a statement form a human.

“But she is your Mistress. She doesn’t need to talk with you about anything. I mean, what is the point of having a Mistress if we tell them what we want?” Elle became concerned, “Or stop them doing what they think is best for us?”

William was getting sick of everyone assuming that he had no agency in his own life simply because he had a Mistress.

“It is how we work,” William insisted.

The experienced waitress, Leah burst into the  waitress rest area with loud with a squeal of giggles. “Oh my. Look at you, Elle. I can’t wait to get that new uniform on.”

Raising her eyebrows, Elle said, “Willa here, thinks she won’t be with us tomorrow night, because she hasn’t discussed the evening shift with her Mistress.”

“Aw, Willa,” Leah said. “Don’t worry. Sir and your Mistress will have discussed it. You are down on the sheets.” She touched William’s bare arm. “You mustn’t worry. You won’t miss out! We girls will look after you and Sir Cutler is so wonderful with new girls. He always takes time out of his busy day to help us improve our behaviour.”

This was getting ridiculous. The Nighthawk club was fun, but there is no way that William was going to be here every night! He needed to change the subject.

“Oh, Leah,” William said. “I almost forgot. Sir Cutler wants to see you straight away.”

Leah swallowed, her eyes rounded with fear. “Did he say what it was about?”

Feeling his cheeks grow hot, William lowered his voice and said, “Sir said he wanted to make use of your mouth. I am so sorry.”

William saw Leah panic and felt huge sympathy for the poor lass.

Leah jumped before the full-length mirror, pushing up her blonde hair. “Do I look all right? Oh, my hair is a mess.” She pressed down her dress. “Maybe I should change into the new short dress. Sir, would like that. Oh! But that would mean I’ll be late!”

Like Elle earlier, she twisted this way and that, checking her outfit.

“Well, Sir will have to put up with me as I am,” she decided with a pout. “I have just done a three hour shift in the restaurant!”

She turned and smiled at the other two waitresses, “Wish me luck.”

Elle said, “And don’t forget not to swallow unless Sir orders you to. You know what he’s like.”

With that Leah was gone, and a shaken William was doubly determined not to ever come to the terrifying Nighthawk Club again.

“I have to go and get ready,” William said to Elle. “Mistress and Sir will be picking me up shortly.”

But Elle was already posing again before the full length mirror, “Sure. Of course. See you tomorrow.”

No you won’t, William thought, but just he just returned a smile.

“Of course.”




Chapter 13    

1.               

Kayla was a little withdrawn and oddly nervous when she signed her sissy maid out of the Nighthawk club. She could barely look William in the eyes.

What was galling for William was the superior leer that Brandon wore. His chin was raised up, so he looked down on William even more than usual. It was as if he knew something that William didn’t and was enjoying himself with his superior knowledge.

William’s wife wore figure hugging, tight jeans, which made her legs look sexy. It was matched with a sculpted shirt, clinging to her curves.

“Good day, sissy?” Brandon asked with that dreadful sneer of his.

William didn’t want to answer the brute, but nor did he want to get into trouble when he and Kayla had so much to discuss to avoid him working at the Nighthawk Club the following day. 
“Yes, thank you, Sir. Not too bad.”

Brandon snorted a malicious laugh.

Worse, he then put his bear like arm around the shoulders of Kayla tugging her under his shoulder and gripping her passively tightly. All the while his eyes fixed on William, enjoying the helpless discomfort of the sissy cuck.

William followed them back to the car in the darkening car park, his waitress dress flicking up with the light breeze that stirred the leaves on the ground. He felt absurdly exposed, yet also excited at the thrilling notion of his skirt flowering up to reveal his stockings and panties.

Kayla’s silence filled William with dread. What was going on? Why was his wife so pensive?

It was only when they reached Brandon’s Sports Porsche saloon, that Kayla broke free of Brandon’s grip and hugged her sissy maid as if she hadn’t seen her for months.

“Listen, Willa,” Kayla said, with wide, troubled eyes, “No matter what happens tonight, I love you. I love you dearly.”

A shocked William said, “Yes of course. Mistress. I understand. But …”

His question was cut short by a gentle kiss on his lips.

Kayla said, “We will look after you. It is all for the best. I promise.”

“Thank you, Mistress, but …”

“In the car, sissy!”

Brandon had opened the rear door for William and William realised that he needed to do what he was told.

The ride back was in an uneasy silence, though a troubled William noticed that his wife, at one point leaned over and gripped the Bull’s arm, as if for reassurance.

A zillion questions swept around William’s mind, but he dared not say anything. Sissy maids quickly develop a sixth sense of knowing when and when not to speak. And if they are slow in acquiring this skill, all too often there is someone ready to use a spanking to help the errant sissy learn.

2.               

The tense mood continued at home, when Kayla, for no apparent reason ran her arms around William, and hugged her husband tightly before giving him a kiss on the cheek.

A worrying smile, full of trepidation, pushed back her blushing cheeks.

“Willa. Sir and I are very proud of you. Sir Cutler says you are a natural waitress.” She kissed his cheek again. “I am so, so proud of you.” She looked away in thought before saying, “I want you to know I love you. I want you to know that what happens next is a necessary part of your growth.”

“Mistress? I don’t understand.”

“Aw, Willa. Don’t you worry. Sir has explained it all to me.” Yet another heartfelt kiss on his cheek. “You just do as you are told, and everything will be fine.” Seeing his anxious eyes, she added, “I promise.”

“Mistress. I’m frightened.”

Kayla shook her head. “You mustn’t trouble yourself. Now go upstairs. Quickly. Shower and change into the outfit on your bed. Sir and I will be along in fifteen minutes.”

“But Mistress, what …”

His wife’s smile and adoring eyes collapsed into a no-nonsense expression.

“Quiet! Do not spoil it, Willa! You will not show me up in front of Sir!”

Glancing at Brandon, who was theatrically shaking his head, William nodded and slowly climbed the stairs. Somehow, he didn’t want to see what was in the bedroom, on the bed for him to wear. He just wanted to sit down with his wife and talk through what was happening.

He braved a look over his shoulder to see that Brandon and Kayla were staring after him, so he quickened his pace in his heels upstairs.

The outfit on the bed took made him gasp.

A delicious pink and mauve corset with a zigzagging of a darker pink cord securing the back, and a lace-up front piece. It was completed with frills and ruffles around its edges. Delightful garters hung from its bottom edge. There were gorgeous matching pink panties with mauve trimmings, that oddly, had the back cut away, so that they would leave the buttocks exposed. Black stockings and strappy heels were laid next to them.

To one side of the bed was a thin, pink collar with bells. It was attached to a long narrow matching leash by the sort of clasp you have with dog leads.

Above that, next to the pillow were a pair cat’s ears attached to a head band. Even they matched the colour of the corset.

“Oh!”

He sat on the bed running his fingers delicately over the thrilling silky corset, barely wanting to touch it lest he damage it. It was the outfit from his darkest fantasies.

“Oh, my!”

Then the horrific thought that Brandon might see him dressed like this struck him like a truck. A sickening chill gripped his tummy, and he closed his eyes at the horror of that brute sneering at him in this get-up.

Nevertheless, he unzipped his waitress dress, and began the slow process of undressing which was just as erotic to him as actually dressing.

He showered in a dreamy daze. What an amazing string of days.

Being a real waitress had been so much fun! Obviously, there was a dark side to Sir Cutler, but attending all those grateful people and having to obey them whilst dressed as a server was electric. More so than he could have imagined from his fantasies of serving people. Everyone was so appreciative.

And now that electrifying outfit on the bed. Straight out of one of his dreamiest online sissy videos.

He slumped to his knees, rubbing between his legs at the tight unforgiving chastity cage. He squealed. If only he could come. If only. His entire head was vacant of any ability to think.

His hands shook as he attended his make up, but he took care and time around his eyes.

After he dressed, he began dressing in that erotically charged corset, panties and stockings, which further disturbed his ability to think.

The black, high heels shoes possessed that hard stiffness from being new. They squeezed his stockinged feet, arching them uncomfortably high. Yet even the discomfort thrilled him.

He loved standing in them.

They forced his body into that shoulders back, arse stuck out, tits pushing forward display that so melted his mind.

He had been spurting into his cage from the moment he began dressing and now, pulling up the tight, backless panties over his hose and up his bare thighs to nestle around his hips made him close to passing out. It was as if the oxygen had been hoovered from his mind.

The full length mirror reflected an image that would normally have sent him grabbing his cock - if he could. Instead, he ran his fingers over the front of his panties tickling the metallic chastity cage, but as ever, unable to physically feel anything.

The sight of the wonderous, sexy object before him in her perfect Basque-corset, laced up at front and rear, with the gorgeous black stockings, suspenders and heels was electric.

He turned to see the rear noting that his bottom hole was exposed in the frills of the delicious panties.

His mind was washed away by the erotic thrill.

With him completely out of it, as if high on drugs, he didn’t hear his Mistress enter.

For a long time, she watched him rub helplessly, and uselessly, at the front of his panties gasping breathlessly, like a fish on the harbour side.

It was a staggeringly erotic sight. Never before had she felt such power. It made her entire body feel alive.

“Maid.”

She had to repeat herself a number of times before William realised he wasn’t alone, and stumbled backwards in his heels, comically only just about able to maintain his balance.

“Mistress!”

She was attired in black leather so tight, she could just as well have been naked. She stood in high heeled boots that came up to her knees looking more powerful than William could ever have imagined his wife.

Kayla carried a riding crop in one hand and wore a teeth gritted smile that alarmed William. It reminded him of those horrible bullies in school, whose aggression ruled their faces, making them grin with superiority even before they said or did anything.

“Just look at you,” she spoke, struggling for breath as she eyed him up and down.

His eyes were fixed on his wife, he had never before seen her so dominant and sexy.

He didn’t want to say anything to anger her and put a stop to the situation, so kept quiet, leaving her to take the initiative.

Finally, she smiled, “Where’s your kitten ears, maid?”

Oh! He had completely forgotten the ears, not least because he was hoping to avoid having to wear them. But maybe that bully, Brandon had left the house, so he wouldn’t be humiliated by him.

“Erm, Mistress,” he looked away shyly, “must I wear the kitten ears?”

Seeing the look of mortification on his face made her feel pitiful for him. Yet inside herself she wanted to be strong. To force him. To make him do what he didn’t want to do. The power was intoxicating. She could make him suffer. It was all down to her.

Her maid had to dress in the manner she dictated and that he pretended to despise.

“Sorry, honey. I’ve decided.”

Feeling alarm, she wished she hadn’t said that. If he refused to wear the ears, then she would appear weak and foolish. After all, why should he obey her without Sir present to intimidate him.

Her pink lips parted as he sheepishly stepped closer to the bed in his ludicrous heels and reached down for the head band in which the ears were fixed.

As he lifted them, he looked up with pleading eyes.

Aw. She so much wanted to release him from his ordeal yet, at the same time, she needed to know what would happen if she remained strong. Would he do it for her?

“Honey, I know it hurts,” she said, letting her head fall to one side. “But you are my maid, and I am your Mistress now.”

He still looked at her with hangdog eyes, his kitten ears in the fingers of both hands.

She pulled back her shoulders, fearing he was about to defy her.

“Maid. Be the good girl I have heard so much about from Sir Cutler.”

With stiff movements he reached up and pushed the head band into his beautiful hair.

“Oh, my God!” Kayla squealed.

Kayla, bounded over to her adorable maid, hugging and squeezing him. Feeling his silky warmth and submission.

Pulling back with a sweet grin, she said, “Oh, my God. Oh, my God. You are truly mine! Tell me you love me maid.”

He swallowed, his throat parched dry with nerves, “Mistress, I love you.”

William noticed her eyes darken and lips become tight.

“No maid. Say it like you mean it!”

He stuttered, “M-M-Mistress, I do love you.” His eyes dampened as his voice croaked. “Mistress, I love you with all my heart. With all my soul. Forever!”

She squeezed her maid forcefully somehow making him even more her very own sissy maid. Her maid!

A camera flashed, making the two lovers split apart in shock.

Brandon clicked another pic of them being shaken before grinning in his ugly, arrogant manner.

“Sorry girls. But I love lesbian scenes!”

William looked to his wife for support and to rescue him from the bully, but she simply shook her head as if mock admonishing her lover.

“Oh Sir!”

She threw herself into her lover’s thick arms and laughed.

The thug hauled her to him, as his chattel, dropping a black squash bag softly to the carpet.

The egotistical grin on the bully’s face grew wider as he saw William’s discomfort at seeing his own wife leap into the arms of another man.

“Hey, sissy,” Brandon said, “way to go with the kitten ears!”

William looked down at the floor, feeling sick.

Why was this happening to him. How could he stop it?

3.               

We left the unfortunate William, attired in a pink and mauve corset, black stockings, heels and cute kitten ears, only to be exposed to the bullying Brandon.

Life was to become very much worse for the dumb sissy.

Brandon whispered into Katya’s ear and her eyes widened as her mouth fell open.

“Oh my God, Sir,” she said, “I’d forgotten. My maid looked so cute. I completely forgot!”

William sat on the bed not daring to say anything for fear of reprisals from either his Mistress or the Bull.

“Right, maid,” Katya said, “be a good girl and push the full length mirror near the wall in front of the bed.”

The full-length A shaped mirror was a self-standing model, like an upturned V, inside which clothes could be hung. Moving slowly and stiffly William, climbed down from the bed. In his mind he constantly sought an argument to put a stop to this, so that just he and his wife could play games without the horrible man present.

Once balanced on his awkward heels he pulled the mirror back onto its wheels so he could push it into place. Every move aroused him. Feeling the corset and the shoulder straps tighten. Feeling the heels arch his feet and feeling the softness of the lingerie rub delicately over his skin. Even the humiliation of having his bottom exposed by the backless panties set him on an erotic edge.

Having placed the mirror exactly where he was told, between the wall and the end of the bed, he awaited the next instruction, noticing that Katya was looking nervously excited.

“Good maid,” Katya said. “Now get onto the bed, on all fours facing the mirror.”

Aargh. William hated humbling himself before the gloating Bull, yet he lowered his head and followed his wife’s precise command.

William found himself on the bed, his stockinged knees on the soft quilt. He lowered himself down onto his palms, so his pantied arse stuck up behind him. He knew that the gap in the panties would spread wider revealing his exposed bum hole.

The shame was killing him. Yet also brain deadeningly arousing.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, maid!” Kayla instructed. Noting his blushing hesitation, she added, “Aw, go on, be a good girl and show Sir how obedient you can be.”

So it was that William, on all fours, found himself looking into the mirror at a girl with her face as red as a fire engine. The gentle make-up making the image look sexually attractive. If only he was alone, else just with his wife, so he could play with himself. And yet, his dick energised itself in its cage and spurted into his panties, further adding to his shame.

This was unbearable. He desperately wanted to flee the room, and had the brute not been standing in the doorway, he may well have done so.

He scrunched up his fingers in the sheets. He must not cry!

His wife settled down on the bed before him, crossing her leather clad thighs. She was looking down into his frightened eyes.

“Now honey, this is an important part of your development, so please don’t worry. I will be gentle with you.”

Gentle with him? William was mystified. In what way would she be gentle? Was she going to beat him in front of her lover?

Kayla ran her fingers down her hubby’s hot cheeks, never once losing eye contact. “My lovely, adorable maid, it is time to reclaim you.”

Reclaim him? Eh?

William stiffened with shock at hearing the word ‘reclaim’ used about him. How could she ‘reclaim’ him?

Leaning her head to one side she smiled, “I am going to use a strap-on while screwing you.”

Seeing his eyes widen in horror, she put her finger to his lips.

“Hush, Willa. This is for your own good. You have not yet fully understood my ownership of you.” She glanced up at the Bull. “That’s right, isn’t it? He thinks this is a game and it will end when he wants it to.”

“You got it,” Brandon said.

She turned her attention back to her trembling husband, “You see, Honey … aw, don’t look like that. Sir has got me strap-on with a small thin dildo. It won’t hurt. Apparently, you’ll love it. Your G spot is inside your cute arse. How about that? As if nature knew where to put it for sissies.”

“Mistress, I …”

She became serious, this was hard enough without her foolish maid constantly interrupting her.

“I said, hush!”

William lowered his head.

“As I was saying,” she continued, pointedly, “you have to learn that this is not a game. And Sir says it is worse now that you have your full time job as a waitress as others will have a call on you. You have to learn that you are mine. Always mine. So when you get back from work at the Nighthawk Club, or after shopping, or seeing friends, then I need to reclaim you.”

“Mistress, please,” his eyes were damp with fearful tears.

Smiling, Kayla, kissed his adorable nose. “Now don’t you worry your little head. All you do is stay in position so I can fuck your brains out.”

“Mistress, I …”

“Now hush, maid!” She leaned forward and whispered, “It’s for your own good.”

Kayla rose up from the bed with a leathery creak as William’s world came to a shaking halt. She was reclaiming him? She was going to fuck his brains out? This was all the wrong way around. This was absurd.

In the reflection he watched his wife reach for some straps hanging out of Brandon’s squash bag and pull them up. She quickly belted the bands into position around her waist and between her legs.

There was a circular mechanism at the front, over her groin, into which she screwed a black dildo. It was thin, maybe six inches with a slight bulb at the end. About the size of a ping pong ball.

She giggled and flushed at her lover, as if part of a private joke. “Sir, does that look right?”

Brandon pulled at the straps, “It’ll do. You need it tight enough to stay on so that when you’re railing your maid it won’t slide down.”

Railing her maid? William was numb with shock. That was him they were talking about. Fucking his brains out? Railing him? Worse, that horrible expression, ‘reclaim him’.

That was what he did with his wife. This is what cucks were supposed to do with the wife. After the Bull left the home the cuck would shag the wife to remind her who she belonged to.

As we all know, it can take a while for silly sissies to understand what is happening around them.

So it was that the husband, on all fours on the bed, in his sexy lingerie had an insight into the events.

Oh no! Brandon was behind all this. All because William had bragged about reclaiming his wife after the Bull had gone. That was what all this about! The bastard had engineered this trap from the very beginning.

He had to tell his wife before it was too late!

In his tightening corset and heels, he squirmed around on the bed, “Mistress, please, you have to know …”

“Oh, Willa! How many times do you have to be told!”

Kayla was furious. Her maid was showing her up in front of her Bull. She strode towards him, the dildo flapping around before her like a weapon.

“Sir has got a ball gag the size of an apple in his bag. Do you want me to put that in your naughty mouth?”

“No, no, Mistress. It is just that …”

She wagged a finger at him, “And I tell you this for the first and only time. If I have to put that gag in your mouth, then it will stay there until bedtime. You got that?”

He lowered his head and squeaked, “Yes, Mistress.”

Again, she crouched down to eye level, her squeaking leather outfit clinging to her every curve. William couldn’t take his eyes off his wife’s boobs. They were so perfectly rounded in their leather garb. As if the outfit had been moulded to show them.

Oh, why did he give up his adorable wife to another man?

“Listen Willa,” her tone softened. “I want you to be able to speak so that you can tell me if it is hurting. So, I really don’t want to gag you.” She pushed her fingers through his luscious hair. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress, it’s just that …”

It just took a narrow eyed glare from his wife to bring William up short. He looked away, his mouth open in fear.

“That’s better,” Katya said. “Now be a good girl and face the mirror.” She lowered her voice, “Back to where you were told to pose in the first place!”

William did so, fully aware of how shameful it was to point his exposed rear end at the intimidating Bull.

As he glanced up, he saw in his reflection the ridiculous kitten ears protruding from his hair. If he had seen himself on Pornhub, looking like this, in this pose, then he would have had a good wank. As it was, his disgrace overwhelmed him.

In the mirror he saw his wife mounting the bed behind him, the dildo waving from left to right as she moved, as if it possessed a life of its own.

This just could not be happening!

At that moment Brandon said, “Hold on a sec. Your dumb arsed maid has forgotten her collar!”

He lifted up the think pink collar from the bed and shook it, making the series of attached bells tinkle.

William emitted a long painful sigh. “Mistress, please, no.”

The Bull pulled back his shoulders, his presence filling the room. “Up to you slut. Is the Mistress of the House in charge or is the dumb arsed maid?”

The wife leaned down onto her husband’s back and whispered into his ear, “Aw, Willa honey. Sorry babe. I know it’s hard for you, but now you have protested and played up like a nighty maid,  you have to learn a lesson.”

She kissed his cheek and pulled herself back.

Looking up at her masculine Bull, she said, “But put the kitten’s collar on. Not too tight. Can you lock it into place too?”

Brandon stared at his slut for a long while. Where the hell had that come from? She was now dominating on her owner! Telling him what to do!

“Sure, slut. The Mistress gets whatever she wants in her own home.”

4.               

So William remained on all fours on the bed as his wife positioned herself behind him, ready to press home her dildo into the inviting frilly gap in the panties and into her husband’s anus.

He was frozen perfectly still, as even the slightest movement set the bells in his collar tingling. Every time it happened, he would die inside, the Bull would laugh with that unpleasant grunt of his and his Mistress would giggle behind a quickly upraised hand. So he would inwardly die some more.

The Bull had instructed Kayla how to use the lube on her husband’s inviting butt hole.

“You can never have too much lube,” he said, in his irritating man-explaining manner.

Kayla, was tense but convinced she now owned and possessed the cute attractive maid before her. She was proud to further establish her ownership of the little minx by shagging her stupid, a thought every man understood.

Having smeared the lube generously over her maid’s backside between the rear gap in the frilly panties. She poked some into his anus with a plop. She noticed his anus surrended immediately to the slightest of pressure.

Finally she spread the lubricant jelly up and down her dildo.

With a gentle tinkling of bells, William caught sight of his reflection, he initially focussed on the grinning bully, revelling in William’s discomfort, but then let his eyes return to his own shameful image.

Through his cat ears he could see, his wife behind him shuffle forward until a cold piece of plastic touched his backside near his opening.

When Kayla saw her husband’s eyes widen in helpless terror, she felt a powerful sense of ownership. The maid was hers, and the maid had no say in what the Mistress would do to her. 

Resting her hands on her maid’s hips, her thumbs on the garter straps to the stockings, Kayla pressed herself up to his opening.

“Mistress. Please.”

Prodding the length of plastic at the soft anus, she immediately felt the hole give, as it had done so easily with her finger. She recognised her maid was as big a slut as she was.

She was about to penetrate her maid. Make the maid fully hers.

Reclaim her from everyone else.

From her lover.

From Sir Cutler.

From the Nighthawk Club.

From the entire world.

“Oh!” William felt a second poke at his anus which immediately surrendered to the invading plastic object.

He found himself slamming his backside shut in his own defence. Squeezing out the intruder. It seemed that to allow the dildo to infiltrate his body would be an overwhelming act of submission.

A darkness fell about his vision. Oh no! It was Brandon standing before him.

The Bull stroked William’s hair, as if he were a beloved pet.

Speaking softly, Brandon said, “Hey Willa, just relax. Don’t fight it. It’s coming. Nothing you can do about it …”

“Sir, please. I …”

A bear sized paw gently took hold of William’s chin and raised it up with the bells on his collar tingling.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, kitten.”

William heard Kayla giggle at her husband being called, ‘kitten’.

Was William to be left with no dignity whatsoever.

But now he was looking at past the Bull at himself in the mirror. The terrified helpless made up eyes grew into two small moons.

He could see his Mistress in her black leather outfit, kneeling behind him. The strap on, now out of side, threateningly already at the entrance to his backside.

His lips parted to make a protest …

But …

“Ooooh!”

The dildo’s large bulbous end had pushed through the final layer of William’s defence. Its gooey lube covered plastic helped it sink into William, penetrating him deeply.

His wife was inside him!

In desperation, with a ringing of bells, he pulled forward to escape. Surely ,he should have a say in what was happening to him!

Kayla, took a firm hold of her hubby’s hips, pulling him back into position, embedding the dildo even deeper.

Like many others in the course of history who are penetrated for the first time, William felt the full change in his person. He was no longer in control of his own body. Someone outside him could push and fuck him as they wished. He had no say in the matter. His body was for the passive entertainment of another.

This time when he took in his face in the reflection, he saw a completely passive girl staring back at him.

Then, like all women and gay males who are fucked, he felt the arousal. In his case the bulbous end passed over his G spot making him gasp, and then as Kayla pulled back, so it pushed again over his G spot.

He squealed out loud.

The sounds from her helpless, owned husband thrilled Kayla making her increase her rhythm. She was making him sound like this. She, and she alone was controlling him.

“Take it bitch!” She demanded.

With a rhythmic tingling of bells as he was fucked, he called out, “Oooooh.”

But there was nothing he could do. Every time the head passes over his G spot, so his body reacted in a deep explosive pleasure.

He wanted it more, and pushed back against his wife’s groin, increasing her rhythm.

For Kayla, the act of her maid driving back at her, impacted the dildo’s metal holder on her clitoris. The metal rubbed her pussy lips through her tight leather pants, stirring her erotic reactions.

Oh my God. This was so incredibly exciting!

She pummelled her husband faster.

And faster.

She was lost in her sensual explosions.

Beneath her, her husband couldn’t know his own name. He was totally out of it.

To Brandon’s amusement, the dumb sissy was shouting out, “Yes, yes, oh my God, yes!”

And then, William came. A mega shuddering from his hair to his curling toes. An internal earthquake triggering every nerve in his corseted body.

His little encased dick flooded his panties.

His brain had exploded from his body.

He didn’t know where he was or even who he was.

He could hear a laugh that he knew was ugly, but didn’t know who it was from, nor even care, why it was ugly.

Finally, he slumped forward feeling the dildo slide from his arse leaving him feeling vacant yet still in need. As if he was empty and required an object to fill him.

The ugly laugh was now close, and William was aware of the heat of the tormentor’s breath.

“There you go, Sissy. Fucked senseless.”

William’s eyes rolled lifelessly towards his tormenter trying to make sense of a world that felt alien to him.

From far away, a familiar voice, that William could not yet place. “Aw, leave her alone!”

The far away voice was female and sounded breathless as if exerted after a long gym session.

William found himself, lying on his side, feeling exhausted, wet between the thighs and around his backside, and deeply used.

As his mind rolled slowly back into focus, he realised the female voice was that of his wife.

He opened his eyes to see her removing the strap on from her over her leather one piece outfit. She was holding onto the arm of the man William now recalled was his wife’s nasty lover. The dreadful lout, Brandon.

As Kayla stepped out of the straps she smiled at her vacant maid and threw herself over him, slobbering her very own maid with endless kisses over his hot damp cheeks.

“Oh my God. Are you now mine! Look at you. Totally fucked! Reclaimed!”

She giggled and kissed his nose.

“Now you stay in your room like a good girl while Sir fucks me the way you just got fucked. How about that?”

Unable to speak, William nodded and blinked.

Kayla smiled, “Aw. Such a good girl for your Mistress!”

Kissing him one last time she dropped the strap on next to William’s head. “You be a good girl and make sure you clean that. Hot water and soap. I will be inspecting it later!”

She stood up in her heeled boots, offering herself to her lover for an embrace.

Taking her in his arms, the bully of a yob grinned down at the fucked sissy maid.

Kayla pushed herself from his arms.

“Come on, Sir. I need you inside me! Like right now!”

He nodded his eyes still on the conquered sissy cuckold.

The Bull patted the arse of his slut. “Yeh. You go on. I just want a quiet word with your maid, first.”

With a giggle, Kayla left what was now the maid’s quarters, skipping to the master bedroom ready for her turn at being fucked into oblivion.

Brandon dropped down to eye level, revelling in the dumb fuck’s bewildered expression. If Brandon wasn’t so determinedly heterosexual, he’d have fucked the dumb maid himself. There and then.

“So, your Mistress has reclaimed you. Tomorrow Sir Cutler and the Nighthawk club will reclaim you. Then your Mistress will reclaim you. An endless cycle of ownership of your body. And there is fuck all you can do about it.”

In his sleepy state, William wanted to beg for forgiveness. He now genuinely realised his stupidity when he had pretended he could reclaim his wife from her lover. He wanted to apologise. End his torment.

But the Bull had more words to crush the dumb fuck of a maid:

“Me? Well, I am going to go and reclaim your Mistress.” He emphasised every syllable of the word ‘reclaim’. “Fuck your former wife. Make her mine. And you? Well, you don’t get to reclaim anyone. Never again will you be able to reclaim anyone. You’ll be always right down there, bottom of every hierarchy known to mankind. Anyone wants you to bend over they just gotta check it out with your Mistress or the managers at the Nighthawk. You don’t get a say.”

“Sir …” William needed to say something to end his suffering. But what? The Bull was totally right, he was defeated.

“You know what’s worse Sissy?” The Bull used his fingers to pull up the chin of the maid, making the bells ring gently. “You’ve sampled a dick up your arse. You came like the dumb slut you are. Now you’ll crave being impaled on a cock. Every time you look at a guy you’ll think of him taking you for his pleasure, and giving you the only pleasure you can know.”

William sniffed up some tears. He needed his Mistress here to defend him, to comfort him.

Brandon rose to his feet, his immense size filling the vision of the cuckold.

“Worse, when you see a woman, you’ll know she can wear a strap on, and then deal with you in any way she wants.”

He slapped William’s reddened face. Not harshly, just with sufficient force to make a point. “And the entire world will know you love being fucked. They will know you are a dumb slut. And there is nothing you can do to undo it.”

William saw that Brandon was also now breathless, and fidgeting with his pants in which there was an almighty bulge. How big was he?

“Now you stay here, as ordered, like the good little girl you are. While you think about me giving your wife what you’ve never been able to give her, and what you can’t ever even imagine giving her from now on. If you beg to be allowed out of your cage to screw her, then she’ll just laugh in your face.” He grinned, “Before getting out a strap on that will terrify you with its size and length. She’ll reclaim you. Just to make a point.”

He slapped hard William’s sopping backside through his panties and left, still laughing that horrid laugh of his.

William heard his door close and a key turn. They were locking him in to his own maid’s quarters. But there was no protest left inside him. There was nothing he could do about it until they freed him. He clambered up to the head of the bed and collapsed lifelessly on the pillow, fondling himself with desperate fingers deep between his stocking thighs.

Dragging down the pillow between his legs he set about riding it, squeezing it hard with his legs.

He felt open, gaping at the rear. Exposed to the world and needed his aching opening filled. Filled with anything, by anybody.

Was this how a slut feels? This throbbing need to be impaled?

He groaned into the pillow. Images floating by of Sir Cutler jerking his cock, of Kayla fucking him hard, of serving in the Nighthawk club.

And he came again and again. Never quite able to satisfy the hunger but always needing to satisfy it.

A total dumb, sissy slut reclaimed by his wife. Yet, in his drowsy, sensual state he didn’t want to be anything different.

The End
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