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The Marriage Ceremony
As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm glow over the city, Elise and Thomas stood before the altar of the Church of Satan, surrounded by the flickering light of red candles. Elise, resplendent in a white lace gown that hugged her curves, her raven hair cascading down her back, exuded a regal aura that only seemed to grow stronger as she gazed upon her submissive husband. Thomas, on the other hand, knelt on a satin cushion, his denim skirt modestly covering his thighs, his hands clasped in front of him. A silver collar adorned his neck, a symbol of his devotion to his wife, and the key to his chastity belt dangled from her delicate wrist.
The high priestess, a figure of commanding presence, began the ceremony, her voice deep and sonorous, "Do you, Elise, take this man to be your husband, to dominate and possess, in the eyes of Baphomet and the powers of darkness?"
Elise's voice was a purr as she answered, "I do." She stepped forward, taking the key from her wrist and unlocking Thomas's chastity belt. With a whisper of fabric, the belt fell to the ground, and she placed her hand on his head, the gesture both tender and possessive.
The priestess turned to Thomas, "And do you, Thomas, submit to the will of your Mistress, to be her devoted servant and vessel of her pleasure, in the embrace of the night?"
Thomas's voice was firm and unwavering, "I do." He rose to his feet, his eyes never leaving Elise's, a mixture of love and submission in their depths.
The priestess continued, "Then in the name of the Horned One, let this union be sealed with the rites of dominance and submission."
Elise stepped back, allowing Thomas to remove her gown, revealing the black lingerie that hugged her body. She stood before him, a vision of power and femininity, as he prostrated himself once more, his forehead pressed against the cold stone. With a soft touch, she traced the outline of his collar, "You are mine, Thomas. Completely and utterly."
She raised her hand, and with a resounding smack, the first of many spanks began. Thomas's breath hitched, but he did not flinch, his submission to his wife's desires absolute. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the air, mingling with their heavy breaths and the low, sultry chants of the congregation.
As the spanking subsided, Elise stepped back, slowly unhooking her bra, letting it drop to the floor. Her breasts, pert and firm, seemed to glow in the dim light. She reached down, guiding Thomas's face to her chest, "Suckle, my pet. Show me how much you desire your Mistress."
Thomas obeyed, his lips closing around her nipple, his tongue flicking against it with a fervor that matched the passion burning in Elise's eyes. She arched her back, a low moan escaping her lips as she ran her fingers through his hair, the collar jingling softly.
The moment was broken as Elise pulled away, her eyes alight with desire, "Now, Thomas, it's time to truly consummate our union." She stepped back, unzipping her panties, letting them pool at her ankles. She straddled him, her wet heat pressing against his aching desire, "Prepare yourself for the pegging of your life."
Thomas nodded, his eyes wide with anticipation as he reached for the harness and dildo that lay prepared on the altar beside them. He secured it around his hips, the toy standing rigidly, a testament to his own yearning.
Elise guided him to her, her hands gripping his shoulders as he entered her with a single, smooth thrust. They moved as one, Elise's head thrown back in ecstasy, Thomas's hands gripping her hips, their bodies melding in a dance of passion and power.
The tempo increased, their cries mingling with the chanting, the room filled with the scent of their lust and the heady aroma of incense. Elise's orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave, her body quivering as she rode the peak. Thomas followed soon after, his own release flooding through him as he felt the heat of her climax enveloping him.
They collapsed together, Elise's head resting on his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The priestess intoned the final words of the ceremony, "In the name of the Great Serpent, let this marriage be a testament to the power of femininity and the beauty of submission."
Elise and Thomas exchanged a look, their love and commitment deeper than ever before. They had remarried in the spirit of their unique dynamic, and as they dressed in silence, they knew that their future together would be a tapestry of dominance and submission, their love binding them in a web of eroticism that knew no bounds.
The Chastity Bride and Her Sissy Husband
Once upon a time, in the picturesque town of Willow Creek, a beautiful young woman named Elise married her long-time love, Thomas. The wedding was a grand affair, filled with laughter, love, and the subtle whispers of secrets yet to be unveiled.
From the moment they exchanged vows, Elise knew she wanted to take control of their intimate life. She had always been intrigued by the idea of dominance, and Thomas's willingness to submit to her desires only fueled her passions. On their wedding night, as the moon rose high above their bedchamber, Elise presented Thomas with a delicate silver lock.
"This, my love, is not just a symbol of our union," she said, her voice a low purr. "It is also a key to our future adventures."
Thomas, confused yet intrigued, allowed Elise to secure the lock around his most intimate part, the beginning of a chastity journey he would never forget.
Days turned into weeks, and Elise began to introduce other elements of feminization into their lives. She bought Thomas silky nightgowns to wear to bed, and he found himself growing accustomed to the soft fabric against his skin. Thomas's submission was not just physical; it was mental and emotional, a surrender to Elise's dominance that stirred something deep within him.
One day, as they strolled through the town, Elise stopped at a boutique that caught her eye. Inside were racks of the most delicate and feminine garments. Without hesitation, she picked out a lacy blouse and a flowing skirt, items that would have once been unthinkable for Thomas to wear.
"Try these on, my dear," she said with a mischievous glint in her eye.
Thomas's heart raced as he stepped into the dressing room. He felt a mix of trepidation and exhilaration as he slipped into the blouse and skirt. The fabric felt foreign yet comforting, and as he adjusted the tie at his waist, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. For the first time, he felt a flutter of something new and exciting.
Elise beamed with pride at his transformation. "You look perfect," she whispered, running her fingers down his arm. "And I have an idea that will make you perfect for both work and play."
Over the next few weeks, Elise helped Thomas assemble a wardrobe of professional yet feminine attire. His colleagues soon noticed the change in his appearance, and while some raised eyebrows, Thomas found a new sense of confidence in his submission. He became known as the stylish, if slightly eccentric, member of the team.
At home, Elise continued to guide Thomas deeper into his femininity. She introduced him to makeup, lingerie, and the pleasure of being utterly controlled. Thomas discovered that his desire to please Elise was matched only by his own growing pleasure in his newfound role.
Their lovemaking took on a new intensity, with Elise in the driver's seat, orchestrating every touch and sigh. Thomas learned to relinquish control, to let go and surrender to the waves of pleasure that Elise bestowed upon him.
In the end, the chastity belt was not just a tool of control; it was a symbol of their love, a testament to the trust and intimacy they shared. Thomas found that within the confines of the belt, he was free to explore a part of himself he had never known before. And Elise, with her firm hand and loving heart, became the captain of their sexual voyage, charting courses of pleasure that neither had ever dreamed possible.
Coming from Work
As Thomas stepped into their elegant home, the scent of lavender and vanilla intertwined, a subtle reminder of Elise's presence. The house was adorned with soft, feminine touches that Thomas had grown to love—lacy curtains, rose-printed pillows, and a plethora of flowers that always seemed to be in bloom. It was a testament to the life he had chosen with Elise, a life of submission and devotion to her every desire.
Thomas's heart raced with a mix of anticipation and arousal as he heard Elise's voice float down the hallway.
"Welcome home, my pet. I trust you behaved yourself at work today?" Elise's voice was smooth like velvet, her tone teasing.
"Yes, Mistress. I wore my best dress and made sure to keep my chastity belt shiny for you." Thomas's reply was a mix of pride and submission, his voice carrying a hint of the man he used to be, now tempered by the woman who had remade him.
Elise stepped into view, her presence commanding. She was dressed in a sheer negligee that left little to the imagination, her long, wavy hair cascading over her shoulders. The sight of her, the dominant power that radiated from her, was enough to make Thomas's knees weak.
"Come here, Thomas. Let's have a look at how pretty you are for me today." Elise's voice was a caress, a command that Thomas obeyed without hesitation.
He approached her, his heart thumping in his chest, and allowed her to inspect him. Elise ran her fingers down the back of his dress, her touch sending shivers down Thomas's spine. She paused at the small of his back, where the silver chastity belt gleamed against his pale skin.
"Good boy. You look absolutely stunning." Elise's approval was like a drug, and Thomas craved more.
"Thank you, Mistress. I want to please you." Thomas's voice was a whisper, his eyes never leaving hers.
"Of course you do, pet. And I have just the way for you to do that." Elise's smile was sly, her gaze intense. "Get across my lap, Thomas. It's time for your daily reminder of who you belong to."
Thomas's breath hitched as he positioned himself over Elise's lap. The familiar position, the warmth of her body against his, was both comforting and exhilarating. He could feel her hands on his back, her fingers threading through his hair, and he knew that he was hers, utterly and completely.
Elise's hand landed on his upturned bottom with a resounding smack, and Thomas let out a soft yelp. The spanking began in earnest, each strike building upon the last, a rhythmic countdown to submission.
"One... two... three..." Elise's voice was steady, her hand firm and unrelenting.
Thomas counted with her, his voice steady despite the increasing heat and sting that was spreading across his bottom.
"Nine... ten... eleven..." His breath came in pants, his body writhing under her touch.
"Good boy, Thomas. Such a good boy for me." Elise's praise was like a balm to his soul. "Now, tell me what this is for."
"Thanking you for keeping me pure, Mistress." Thomas's words were a reflex, a conditioned response to her dominance.
"And what else?" Elise's hand continued to spank, the sound echoing in the room.
"For reminding me of my place, Mistress." Thomas's voice was firm, his resolve unwavering.
Elise's spanking slowed, each strike deliberate, almost tender. She cupped his cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had formed at the corner of his eye. "That's my good boy. Always so eager to please."
She shifted him slightly, positioning him so that he was kneeling between her legs. Elise's eyes held his, her gaze intense and all-consuming. "Now, Thomas, I'm going to release some of that pent-up energy you have. You will count as I do, and you will thank me for each one. Understood?"
Thomas nodded, his anticipation building. He felt Elise's hand on the front of his chastity belt, the key turning in the lock, and a shudder ran through his body. The moment the belt was open, Thomas's manhood sprang free, already hard and aching for her touch.
Elise leaned back, her legs spreading slightly, and Thomas understood what she wanted. With reverence, he leaned forward and took her into his mouth, his tongue exploring her in a dance of devotion. He drank her in, savoring the taste of her, the moans that she released as he pleasured her.
After what seemed like an eternity, Elise pulled away, her breath coming in short gasps. "Now, Thomas, it's time for you to clean my feet."
He obeyed without question, his tongue tracing the arches of her feet, the taste of her skin mingling with the remnants of her arousal still on his lips. He licked and kissed every inch of her foot, worshipping her with his mouth.
When her feet were pristine, Elise guided Thomas's head lower still, until his mouth hovered over her most intimate area. "And now, my pet, you will show your gratitude by licking my ass."
Thomas's heart raced at the thought, his desire for her overwhelming. He pressed his lips against her, his tongue exploring the softness of her flesh. The taste of her was addicting, and he lost himself in the act of serving her.
As he pleasured her, Elise's hand found his manhood, her touch coaxing him to the edge. "Come for me, Thomas. I want to taste you."
He obeyed, surrendering to the pleasure that washed over him as he climaxed into her waiting hand. Elise brought her fingers to his lips, allowing him to taste himself. "Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to share my essence with you."
She smiled, her eyes twinkling with satisfaction. "You're welcome, pet. Now, let's prepare for the next part of your punishment."
Elise led Thomas to the bed, where a paddle and a tube of lubricant awaited. She had him lie down, his body braced for what was to come. The paddle struck his bottom with a resounding thwack, and Thomas's body jerked in response.
"One... two... three..." Elise's voice was a soft whisper, her strokes deliberate and punishing.
Thomas counted, his voice steady, his body quivering with each impact.
"Thank you, Mistress, for keeping me in line." Thomas's words were a testament to his submission.
When the paddling was over, Elise's hand smoothed over his stinging flesh, her touch a soothing balm to his aching body. She applied the lubricant generously, readying him for the next phase of his discipline.
"Now, Thomas, I'm going to show you just how much I appreciate your obedience." Elise's voice was low, her intent clear.
She positioned herself above him, her hands on his shoulders, and slowly she inserted herself. Thomas's body tensed, a mix of pain and pleasure as he was filled by her. He cried out softly, his hands gripping the sheets.
Elise moved with a steady rhythm, her breath coming in pants. Thomas's eyes never left hers, his world narrowed down to the two of them, locked in a moment of primal intimacy.
As her pleasure built, Elise's movements became more urgent, her body trembling above his. She cried out as her release washed over her, her muscles clenching around Thomas.
When she withdrew, she leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. "You were wonderful, Thomas. Such a good boy for me."
Elise kissed him deeply, her lips coaxing his mouth open, her tongue dancing with his. She pulled away, a satisfied smile on her lips. "Now, let's have dinner."
Thomas was escorted to the dinner table, where a delicious meal awaited. But instead of a chair, he was given a pet bowl on the floor. He ate, his head bowed, a collar around his neck that Elise had placed there moments ago.
After dinner, they retired to the bedroom, Elise's gentle touch soothed away the aches and pains of the day. She cuddled close, her body pressed against his, and they fell asleep in each other's arms.
In the stillness of the night, Thomas felt a peace he had never known, a sense of belonging that was his alone, in the embrace of his dominant wife.
Hotel Room Dominance
In the dimly lit hotel room, the atmosphere was charged with a mix of desire and discipline. Elise, a vision of elegance with her raven hair cascading down her back, and a mischievous glint in her eyes, surveyed her husband Thomas with a critical gaze. He stood before her, his posture submissive, dressed in a lacy, frilly dress that hugged his curves, a silver chastity belt gleaming beneath.
Elise had been patient, but Thomas's recent behavior had disappointed her. Tonight, she would remind him of his place in their carefully choreographed dance of dominance and surrender. She gestured for him to kneel, and he complied without hesitation, his eyes cast down in respect.
"Thomas, you have been a very bad boy," Elise's voice was like velvet, smooth yet firm. "You will be punished, and then you will thank me for the pleasure of serving you."
She began with the spanking, his punishment for his transgressions. Thomas lay over her lap, the fabric of the dress crinkling as she positioned him. The first smack of her hand against his bottom was sharp, and he let out a small yelp.
"Count," Elise commanded, her voice unyielding.
"One," Thomas replied, his voice steady despite the sting.
Spank after spank fell, Elise's rhythm relentless. Ten, twenty, thirty—the number lost meaning as Thomas's mind fogged with the mix of pain and the heady arousal of submission.
"Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, his voice hoarse with emotion when she finally ceased.
Elise nodded, her approval clear. She stood, and Thomas followed, his eyes never leaving her feet as he rose. The paddle next, a tool to reinforce her authority.
"Stand against the bed," she instructed, and Thomas obeyed, his cheeks flushed, his breath coming in shallow gasps.
The first strike of the paddle was like a thunderclap, and Thomas's body jerked against the bed. He counted, his voice shaking, through the twenty-five strokes that followed.
"Thank you, Mistress," he repeated, his voice stronger now, the words a testament to his devotion.
Elise stepped close, her scent enveloping him. "Good boy," she whispered, her fingers caressing his cheek. "Now, to remind you of your place."
She sat on his face, her weight pressing him into the mattress. Thomas's breath hitched as her warmth covered him, the intimacy of her act overwhelming. Elise's amusement was clear as she let out a soft, deliberate fart, the sound echoing in the room.
"Laugh," she ordered, and Thomas chuckled, the sound muffled by her flesh.
Elise rose, her eyes dancing with delight. "As punishment, you will receive my gift of relief." She guided him to the floor, his head bowed, and then she urinated into his open mouth, his tongue seeking to catch every drop.
Thomas drank, his eyes closed, his body trembling with the duality of revulsion and profound need. When she was done, he licked his lips, the taste lingering.
"Now," Elise's voice was soft, almost tender, "cleanse yourself."
Thomas stroked himself, his hand a blur as he brought himself to climax. He watched as his seed spilled forth, and then, as instructed, he ate it, the act a symbol of his complete surrender.
Elise nodded approvingly, and Thomas felt a surge of pride. She lubed him, the slick liquid echoing the emotions coursing through his veins, and then she guided the dildo home, the pegging a final act of dominance.
Thomas cried out as pleasure and pain mingled, his body bowing to the onslaught of sensation. Elise's hands were gentle as she tended to him, her touch a balm to his battered spirit.
Finally, she collared him, the silver band a symbol of his servitude. She dressed him in the frilliest of dresses, and his dinner was served in a pet bowl, a stark reminder of his place in their world.
As they lay together in the aftercare, Elise's kisses were soft, her cuddles full of love. "You have pleased me, Thomas," she murmured, her voice a lullaby.
And in that moment, Thomas knew that no matter the humiliation, the pain, or the deprivation, Elise's approval was the ultimate reward. Their love, a delicate balance of power, was complete.
The Submissive Husband's Public Training
In a quaint little bistro nestled in the heart of the city, a scene unfolded that would have raised eyebrows if not for the discreet elegance and privacy ensured by the establishment's design. Elise, a statuesque woman with a commanding presence, sat at a secluded table, her eyes never leaving her husband, Thomas, who knelt beside her, his head bowed submissively.
Thomas, once a proud man, had been transformed by Elise's insatiable desire to dominate. His days of wearing tailored suits were a distant memory; instead, he now donned a plaid skirt that hugged his hips, a thin white blouse that exposed his collarbones, and a silver chastity belt that humbled him with every step. His eyes, usually filled with assertiveness, now held a docile, almost pleading look as he awaited his wife's next command.
Elise's meal arrived, and she began to eat with a slow, deliberate pace, her gaze never leaving Thomas's submissive form. As she savored each bite, Thomas watched, his expression a mix of devotion and longing. When a drop of sauce fell onto her hand, Thomas's eyes lit up with anticipation. He leaned forward, his tongue darting out to lap it up, cleaning her hand with the utmost care and reverence.
Elise, however, was not satisfied with his eagerness. She placed her hand on his head, her fingers threading through his hair, and pulled him closer. "You're not doing it right, Thomas," she whispered, her voice a velvet command. "Open your mouth."
Thomas did as he was told, his lips parting as Elise placed her fingers inside, coating them with her saliva. He sucked gently, his cheeks hollowing as he hummed in satisfaction.
Suddenly, Elise's hand came down hard on his behind, the sound echoing through the quiet restaurant. "Count," she demanded, her voice carrying a sharp edge.
"One," Thomas replied, his voice steady despite the sting.
The spanking continued, each strike harder than the last, Thomas's count rising with each one. "Thank you, Mistress," he said after the tenth strike, his voice breaking slightly.
"Good boy," Elise cooed, her tone softening. She rose from her seat, unbuckling the chastity belt, and positioned herself over Thomas's face. "Open wide," she instructed, and Thomas complied without hesitation.
Elise began to urinate, her stream directed into Thomas's open mouth. He drank eagerly, his cheeks hollowing as he swallowed, the taste of her saltiness mingling with the metallic tang of the belt.
Once she was finished, Elise stood, her skirt riding up to reveal her black lace panties. She walked around the table, straddling Thomas's face, her wet sex rubbing against his lips. "Lick me clean," she ordered, and Thomas's tongue flicked out, his hands gripping her thighs as he feasted upon her.
After a few moments, Elise rose, her breath coming out in pants. She pulled out a remote control and pressed a button, activating a device within Thomas's anal cavity. He moaned, the vibrations sending shivers through his body.
Elise chuckled, amused by his reaction. "Finish your meal," she instructed, sitting back down. Thomas did as he was told, his eyes glistening with unshed tears as he ate his meal.
When he was done, Elise stood, taking his leash in hand. "Follow me," she commanded, and Thomas crawled on all fours behind her, his plaid skirt rustling against the polished wooden floor.
They exited the restaurant, drawing curious glances from the staff, who knew better than to question Elise's authority. Outside, she led him to the park, where she had him perform for her amusement. He ran laps around the perimeter, his breaths coming out in short pants, then dropped to the ground to do squats, his hands pulling at his ears as he performed each one.
Finally, Elise had him kneel, his legs spread wide. She took out a large dildo, slick with lube, and positioned it at his entrance. With a single, forceful thrust, she entered him, Thomas's cry of pleasure mingling with the sounds of the city around them.
As the sun began to set, Elise stood, her face flushed with satisfaction. Thomas lay before her, spent and sated, his eyes closed in bliss. She fastened the chastity belt once more, a silent reminder of who was in control.
With a final pat to his behind, Elise led Thomas away, the leash in her hand the only indication of the public display of dominance and submission that had just occurred.
The Feminization of Thomas
In the soft glow of the bedside lamp, Elise admired her husband Thomas as he stood before her, clad only in a sheer, lacy pink dress that clung to his curves. The once-masculine figure, now softened by her touch, submitted to her with a grace that only a year of marriage could cultivate. Thomas's transformation from a rugged, masculine man to a submissive, feminized partner had been a journey of discovery, love, and trust.
Elise approached him, her movements sensual and deliberate. She ran her fingers down the back of his legs, feeling the tremor that passed through him. "You look beautiful tonight, Thomas," she whispered, her voice a purr. "But I think you've been a bit naughty at work."
Thomas blushed, his eyes darting to the floor. "I'm sorry, Mistress," he murmured, using the pet name she had encouraged him to adopt. "I tried my best to behave, but I can't seem to control myself when I'm wearing your dresses."
Elise smiled, a mix of affection and lust. "I know, darling. But you must learn discipline." She reached behind him, unclasping the silver chastity belt that she had made him wear. The sound of the metal clicking open seemed to echo through the room, a symbol of both his freedom and his captivity.
"Kneel," she commanded, and Thomas sank to his knees, his eyes never leaving hers. Elise ran her hands through his long, flowing hair, the product of many hours spent in her salon. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. "Tonight, I will show you pleasure beyond your wildest dreams, but first, you must be punished."
Thomas nodded, his anticipation clear. Elise guided him to the bed, where she had prepared a assortment of toys and tools for their play. She selected a small, leather paddle, the perfect size to redden his ass without causing lasting harm.
"Spread your legs," she instructed, and Thomas obeyed, presenting his pert bottom to her. Elise began to spank him, each strike falling in a rhythm that built to a crescendo of sound and sensation. Thomas's moans filled the room, mingling with the sharp cracks of the paddle.
As his ass turned a rosy hue, Elise set the paddle aside and picked up a flogger. She teased him with the soft leather strips, tracing his spine and the delicate lace of his dress. Then, with a deft hand, she began to whip him, the sensations alternating between pain and pleasure.
Thomas's body twitched with each impact, his hands gripping the bedsheets tightly. Elise watched his face, ensuring that he was firmly in the realm of ecstasy, not distress. She knew his limits, and she danced right up to them, never crossing the line.
Next, she produced a riding crop, its handle carved with intricate patterns. With this, she would teach him the delicate art of balance, the pain and the pleasure intertwined. She traced the outline of his inner thighs, her strokes light and tantalizing. Then, with a suddenness that made Thomas gasp, she struck his most sensitive areas, the crop leaving a stinging reminder of her dominance.
Sweat began to bead on Thomas's forehead, his breathing labored. Elise leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Are you ready for more, my pet?"
Thomas nodded fervently, his eyes alight with desire. Elise stood, removing her own clothing until she was as naked as he. She straddled his lap, her wet heat pressing against his engorged member, still trapped in its cage.
"Pegging is next," she announced, reaching for a dildo, larger than any they had used before. Thomas's eyes widened in a mix of fear and excitement. "You trust me, don't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," he answered without hesitation.
Elise began to prepare him, her fingers slippery with lube. She entered him slowly, watching his face contort with a mix of pain and pleasure. Once he was ready, she guided the dildo to his entrance and began to sink onto it, her weight pressing him down into the mattress.
Thomas cried out, his body arching in response. Elise rode him with a fervor, her hands gripping his hips tightly. The bed creaked with their passion, a symphony to their shared submission.
As Thomas reached his peak, Elise leaned forward, her breasts pressed against his chest. She whispered words of love and dominance, her voice a siren's call. Together, they crested the wave of orgasm, Thomas's release denied by the chastity belt that still held him.
Elise dismounted, the dildo slipping from him with a soft pop. She kissed him tenderly, their bodies pressed together, sweaty and satisfied. "You were very good tonight, Thomas," she murmured, her fingers trailing down his back.
She led him to the foot of the bed, where she had another surprise waiting. "Now, it's time for your murga punishment," she said with a playful smile. Thomas knew the routine; it was a position of utter humiliation and exposure that she loved to use to remind him of his place.
He lay flat on his stomach, his arms outstretched, holding his legs up. Elise stepped back to admire her work, the sight of her feminized husband in such a submissive pose turning her on all over again.
She began to stroke his ass, her touch light and almost loving. Thomas moaned into the bed, his cheeks burning with the sting of the spanking and the embarrassment of his position.
Elise continued to tease him, her hands moving to his feet. She massaged them gently, her touch turning to worship as she kissed and licked his soles. Thomas's toes curled in pleasure, the contrast of the foot worship with the humiliation of the murga position overwhelming his senses.
After what felt like an eternity, Elise stopped. "That's enough for tonight," she said, her voice gentle. "You may rest now, my little princess."
Thomas relaxed, his muscles finally releasing the tension of the evening's activities. Elise helped him up, and they lay down together, her head resting on his chest. She listened to his heartbeat, a steady reminder of the love that underpinned their unconventional relationship.
As they drifted off to sleep, Elise couldn't help but feel a surge of pride. Thomas had come so far, embracing his femininity and submitting to her in ways she had only dared to dream. Their lovemaking was a work of art, a dance of power and surrender that bound them together in a union unlike any other. And Elise knew that, no matter what the future held, she would always cherish the gift of Thomas's submission, the key to the most intimate and erotic aspects of their marriage.
A Year Since
In the soft glow of their bedroom, Elise sat perched on the edge of their bed, a gentle smile playing on her lips as she watched her husband, Thomas, twirl around in a circle, the fabric of his floral-print dress billowing out like a gentle blossom in the breeze. He was hers, completely, every inch of him dedicated to her pleasure and satisfaction. It had been a year since their wedding day, the day Elise had unveiled her true desires, and Thomas had willingly stepped into her world of feminization and submission.
His transformation had been a journey of discovery, a slow unveiling of his inner submissive nature. At first, it had been small things—dressing up for her, wearing silky panties to bed. But as time passed, Elise's requests had grown bolder, and Thomas had eagerly complied. Now, he was her living doll, a beautiful man with soft curves, and a heart that beat solely for her.
Elise's eyes swept over her creation with pride. Thomas's long hair was styled in loose curls that framed his delicate features, and his eyes, usually so stoic, held a warm, submissive glow. He wore the silver chastity belt she had gifted him, a symbol of their unbreakable bond, and today, she had adorned it with a delicate floral garland.
"You look absolutely stunning, my pet," Elise cooed, her voice a purr. "Prepare for your lessons, Thomas. Tonight, you will learn the true meaning of obedience."
Thomas blushed prettily, his cheeks flushing a rosy hue. He nodded shyly, anticipation dancing in his eyes. He knew the routine well, the delicate balance between pleasure and pain that Elise so adeptly navigated.
Elise stood, her movements fluid and graceful, and walked to the dresser, where she selected a paddle and a whip. She returned to Thomas, who stood obediently, his heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement.
The first strike was a gentle tap, a warning, as Elise placed the paddle against his soft behind. "This is for your own good, Thomas. To remind you of your place."
The second strike was harder, and Thomas gasped, a mixture of pain and pleasure flooding through him. The rhythm continued, each strike a little harder, Elise's eyes never leaving his as she watched his reactions, his body responding to her touch.
As the spanking intensified, Thomas's moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of the paddle against his skin. His cheeks reddened, and his breath came out in short, panting gasps.
Elise's hand moved to the chastity belt, her fingers trailing over the silver metal. She unclasped it, and with a gentle push, Thomas sank to his knees, his head bowed, awaiting her next command.
"Now, my pretty pet, let's see how obedient you truly are," Elise whispered, her voice a seductive caress. She straddled his face, her femininity on display, and Thomas's eyes widened with desire.
"Lick me," she commanded, and Thomas's tongue eagerly traced her folds, his lips worshipping her with a fervent devotion. Elise's breath hitched, and she leaned back, surrendering to the pleasure Thomas was so adept at providing.
As Thomas pleasured her, Elise's hand found its way to his bound member, her touch gentle and teasing. She knew the torment of denied pleasure was almost as potent as the release itself.
When Elise was on the brink of release, she pulled away, a cruel but fair mistress. "Enough for now," she said, standing and walking to the toy chest. She returned with a strap-on, her eyes alight with mischief.
Thomas's eyes widened in both fear and desire. He had never been pegged before, but the thought of submitting fully to Elise in this way sent a shiver of excitement down his spine.
Elise's fingers found his entrance, and with a slow, deliberate pace, she prepared him for what was to come. Thomas moaned softly, his body betraying his need for her touch.
Finally, with a firm grip on his hips, Elise entered him, her movements slow and deliberate at first, then building in intensity. Thomas's breath caught in his throat as he was filled with a pleasure that was both foreign and exhilarating.
As they reached their peak, Elise leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Do you submit to me, Thomas? Are you mine, body and soul?"
"Yes, Elise," Thomas gasped, his voice barely audible. "I am yours, forever."
Elise's movements became more urgent, and with a final, powerful thrust, they both reached the pinnacle of ecstasy.
Afterward, Elise helped Thomas to his feet, the chastity belt back in place, and they sat together, wrapped in a blanket, watching a romantic comedy. Thomas was her human chair, his head resting on her lap as she caressed his hair.
As the credits rolled, Thomas felt a warm stream of liquid pour into his mouth. Elise had stood, and now she peed into his open mouth, a humiliating yet deeply intimate act. Thomas drank it all, a testament to his submission and her dominance.
Finally, when the movie was over, Elise tenderly removed the chastity belt, her fingers tracing the red marks on his wrists where the cuffs had been. She kissed him softly, her lips warm against his.
"You were perfect, Thomas," she whispered, her aftercare as gentle as her earlier dominance had been fierce. "Always perfect for me."
Thomas closed his eyes, the afterglow of submission washing over him like a warm, comforting blanket. He was hers, and in her arms, there was no greater place to be.
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