
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Thank you & A Favor: 
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    If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    I kept staring at the strap-on. I couldn't understand why it was out on the dresser. I tried not to let the concern show. I stood up straight - stood to attention - and thought back to the conversation that had led me here....

I was just finishing the washing up when my Mistress came into the kitchen. This in itself was unusual. Usually if she wanted me, she simply rang the bell and I sought her out. 'Sissy, come to my study when you are finished here. I want to discuss something with you before you retire.' I groaned inwardly. The last 'discussion' ended with me in the chastity device I wear to this day! She left before I had chance to respond.

Once I'd finished, I headed to Mistress' study, carefully checking my appearance in the hallway mirror on the way. My uniform was spotless. I'd learnt the hard way not to dirty my uniform no matter how dirty the work I was undertaking! I was wearing black, 4-inch heels (4-inches is the 'optimum height for chores' my Mistress said), white stockings, a white garter belt and a classic-look black & white French Maid's uniform. The uniform was short, with a circle skirt trimmed with lots of white lace. The petticoat underneath pushes the skirt out giving it an even shorter (and totally impractical!) appearance. There are large puff sleeves with large ribbon bows and the bodice laces up at both sides and across the front creating a bib effect. It's finished with more lace around the neckline and satin bows to the front, covered with a small apron. I wear a matching hat. The uniform is locked at the back of the collar. Satisfied with my appearance I proceeded to knock. 'Enter.'

I went in, stood on the carefully marked out 'sissy spot' and curtseyed. It has taken a long time to perfect the slow and deep curtesy my Mistress required of me, but now it is second nature.

'Sissy, you are aware that Rob is away in a fortnight's time?'

Rob is my Mistress' lover. I haven't met him yet, but I already hate him! Ever since he arrived on the scene a month ago I have seen less and less of my Mistress and worst still, I haven't been released from my chastity device. As Mistress says, with Rob around, why should she bother? I really am reduced to just chores.

'Yes Mistress'.

'As you know, Rob tends to my....physical needs. The needs you can't satisfy.' She shot me a look. 'I had toyed with the idea of asking you to find me someone - maybe from Tinder or the like - to fill in in his absence, but frankly it was such a chore finding Rob in the first place (he was one of many blind dates) I'm not sure I can be bothered. And then I thought, before all this....sissy nonsense, you and I had managed. You were quite attentive at times in fact as I recall. So, I wondered if you would like to fill in?'

I couldn't believe my ears! Perhaps a month of no attention had been worth it? 'Yes Mistress. Yes please. I will do my very best to please you' and for good measure I added another deep curtesy.

'Very well. He leaves on Friday 14th. I will be drop him at the airport and head home. You should be waiting in my bedroom at 7.30pm sharp. You should be in your uniform. Do not disappoint me before then or this opportunity will be withdrawn. I mean it.' With that I was dismissed.

For the next 2 weeks I worked harder than ever to be the perfect sissy. I did everything promptly and with a smile on my face. Which brings us to now.....

I continued staring at the strap-on. I hadn't misunderstood had I? She had clearly asked me to 'fill in' for Rob. She didn't mention fucking me whilst Rob was away; why was her bloody cock on the dresser! I heard the door open and Mistress coming up the stairs. I concentrated on standing to attention.

'Well, well. The house seems spotless - again! I guess the prospect of tonight is good motivation! Anything to report?'

'I managed to complete my chore list and complete 3 chores from the extra list Mistress.'

'Very good sissy! Go and get dressed. Pick something slutty to wear. I'll get changed and meet you in here.'

She undid my locked uniform and I headed to the spare room - my room - and tried not to worry. Sure, she always asked me to change out of my uniform before she fucked me, but she also always asked me to dress extra feminine. Lots of pink, lace & bows. Perhaps I was going to fuck her?!

I knew just what to choose. I picked my May babydoll & matched it with black stockings, a black garter & red heels. The babydoll had red satin cups adorned with black lace and a soft, halter neck. I loved how floaty it felt and it was short - the tops of my stockings were on show. It had an open back. I felt more naked wearing it than when I was actually naked!

When I was called to come through I tried my best to march through like a strong, confident, sexy woman, but I was clearly still bothered by the sight of the strap-on. The fact that it had been moved - but not put away - didn't help.

My Mistress sighed. 'What's the matter? You should be excited. You look terrified. Come on; out with it!'

I took a breath. I might as well be honest. 'I don't know why your cock is out Mistress. I thought you said I would be filling in for Rob. You didn't say you'd be fucking me.'

A wicked smile crossed my Mistress' face. 'I think dear, you have forgotten your place. Recite the sissy rules for me.'

My confidence drained away.... it had been a while since I had to recite the sissy rules, but I knew them by heart. Learning them had been reinforced with a paddle. 'Sissy Rule 1: I must endeavor to think & act in accordance with my position. I am a sissy. I am not a man. I am not a woman; I am a sissy. Sissy Rule 2: I am your sissy. I must obey you without question. You may humiliate me, but you would not harm me. I should not be fearful of you; I should honor you through my behavior.' At this point it clicked - Sissy Rule 3 was the key. The strap-on wasn't meant for use on me, it was for me to use! My Mistress wasn't going to wear it, I was! This is how I was going to fill in for Rob! 'Sissy Rule 3: I am to remain in chastity. Requests to be released will be denied and I will be punished. A sissy does not seek pleasure through orgasm, but through service'.

'Considering Rule 3 - that we worked quite hard to remember if I recall - did you think I was going to release you? What, replace Rob's magnificent cock with that pathetic thing of yours? Really?! I meant what I said about you being attentive. You're good with your hands and tongue, but that's all. You couldn't satisfy me in any other way. That strap-on was your one hope.... I suppose this explains the improvement in your performance this fortnight. You really do need to learn your place.'

I didn't know what to say. The silence was deafening.

'Ok. You are going to learn your place. Tonight. You're going to get your wish, but you'll wish you hadn't! Go and get undressed. Come back in here naked. A 'man' wouldn't wear that ridiculous outfit so if you want to play at being a man you should at least look like one. Go on - get undressed and get back in here quick.'

I rushed out of the room. My head was spinning! I was going to be released, but it didn't seem like I would enjoy it! I carefully placed my clothes and shoes back in my wardrobe and returned.

'Come here. Stand in front of me; hands behind your back'. I did as I was told and she pulled the key - the key! - from around her neck. She inserted it into the lock and pulled my chastity device off. My response was immediate. You don't know how good an erection feels until you are denied them.

'I see my sissy thinks he can cut it as a man! Let's see. Here's the rub; I expect at least 5 minutes of pleasure. Rob can go much longer, but let's not set the bar too high. 5 minutes. That's 300 seconds. I'm going to straddle you and start the clock. For every second over 300, you get a day out of your cage. You can strut around pretending you're a man! Ha! But - and here's where you learn your lesson sweetie - for every second under 300, you will spend a day in your device. If you last 250 seconds, you have 50 days of denial ahead of you. Understood?'

'Yes Mistress.' 5 minutes! I was never going to last that long!

'Sit on that chair.' I went over and perched on the chair. I was so hard! Pre-cum was dripping fairly steadily from my cock. She sauntered over and paused above me, her pussy so close to encasing my cock. '300 seconds sweetie, that's all I ask'. And she sat down. I would like to say that month spent in chastity had increased my endurance & I gave a good account of myself, but I'm afraid it was quite the opposite. The moment she moved down on my cock, I came.

'Oh my God! OH MY GOD! Have you cum already?! Jesus! That is pathetic! I didn't expect much, but this, this is awful! I'm almost embarrassed for you! 300 days you're going to spend locked in that thing. Just wait until Rob hears about this! I should whip you for that display. I might let Rob whip you for me. Zero seconds. ZERO!'

I didn't plead. I didn't say a word. I started to try cry. I was so humiliated! And the thought that my wife's, my Mistress' lover might hear about this, laugh about it, Hell even whip(!) me for it just broke me.

'Oh for fuck's sake.' She climbed off me. 'Get out. Get out, get cleaned up and come back in here. I'm going to lock you up. The night is young; you can put your uniform back on and do one last chore - you can find me a man, a REAL man online!' 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    I scurried to the bathroom, tears streaking my face. I was dripping cum on the bedroom floor as I went, but I didn't stop. I just wanted to get out of the room. I couldn't believe how badly things had gone! 20 minutes ago I was stood in my May babydoll, black stockings & red heels set for some intimate time with my wife, my Mistress, but now? Now things were awful! Now I faced 300 days in chastity. And I was tasked with finding my Mistress a man - a REAL man - online to satisfy her sexually where I had failed so miserably.

Worst of all I faced the threat of being whipped by my Mistress' lover for failing her so badly. That didn't even bare thinking about. I hadn't even met Rob and now, when he got back from his business trip, I faced him whipping me! I was really worried about being exposed. I mean, how I would be dressed? No-one except my Mistress had seen me in my sissy clothes. Is he going to see me in my pink French Maid's uniform? Is that why she bought it? Is that what she meant by that uniform being for 'guests'? I thought it was an idle threat!

I tried to calm down. Perhaps, perhaps if I continued to be the perfect sissy, like I had for two weeks before tonight, perhaps she wouldn't ask Rob to whip me. I took some deep breaths. Yes, if I performed well, this could be put right.

I cleaned myself up and put my uniform back on. Black 4-inch heels, white stockings, a white garter belt and my classic-look black & white French Maid's uniform. Completed with a matching hat and apron I headed back into the bedroom.

'Permission to speak Mistress'.

My Mistress looked at me for a moment. I could see she was angry, but she relented. 'Granted'.

I curtseyed deeply and began; 'Mistress, I would like to apologize for my failure to please you. I forgot my place. I forgot Sissy Rule 1. Sissy Rule 1 states, I must endeavor to think & act in accordance with my position. I am a sissy. I am not a man. I am not a woman; I am a sissy. I forgot this and I tried to act like a man and I failed. Please forgive me Mistress.' I curtseyed again.

'I am very, very disappointed in you. However, I sense you want to make it up to me so we'll move on. Clean your mess up and meet me in my study with your camera.' I felt I had got off lightly and not wanting to change that, I got down on my hands and knees to clean up my cum with my tongue. It was, frankly, disgusting!

Having collected my camera, I knocked on the study door. 'Enter'. I went in, stood on my sissy spot and curtseyed. Mistress had changed. She was wearing a tight, short black chemise. She had black hold-ups on and, for effect, she had on 6 inch heels that were bright white. I loved her in heels and I was totally drawn to them. I couldn't look away. She looked amazing! I felt stupid for ever thinking a sissy like me could look sexy. Real women are sexy! Sissies are pathetic.

'We're going to set up my FetLife account. That's right, your old haunting ground! You're going to be my photographer. And my bio writer! And you're going to pick my matches. Before bed tonight, you'll identify 5 matches for me. You'll write up 250 words on each of the men you pick detailing why they are better than you, and worthy of me. I'll review your write-ups in the morning. Now, take some photos for my profile'.

For the next 20 minutes my Mistress posed and I took photos. She asked my view on which poses looked sexier, the best angles to show off her legs, her ass, and her breasts. She was teasing me & she was enjoying it. When she felt we had enough shots she told me to draft her bio. She said I could write what I wanted, but it had to attract men, real men and it should reference me - she wanted it clearly stating that she had a sissy husband and he could be as involved or not at these men wanted. She unlocked my uniform before heading to bed.

It took me an age for me to write something I was even vaguely comfortable with. Offering my wife was one thing, including myself was quite another! In the end I simply added, 'Please note I do have a sissified husband. He can be involved - or not - as you please'. I hoped to God none of the men interested in my wife were interested in me!

I spent the next 3 hours working on possible, suitable matches. I found 5 men in no time, but writing those 250 words on each of them was really hard. I settled on a pretty standard paragraph on why they were better than me; they were 'real' men, unlike me their interest was in pleasing a woman, not what the woman was wearing. They had big cocks (no doubt) and knew how to use them - again, unlike me. Then, I described how they looked, what made them attractive. I printed out my work and left it on the desk as agreed and headed to bed.

In the morning, I undertook the same routine I have since this 'nonsense' as my Mistress calls it started. The alarm goes off at 6am, I shower, I pick out underwear, add stockings and heels and head downstairs to make my Mistress' breakfast. I load up my silver - yes, silver! - serving tray once ready and head to my Mistress' room. I knock, wait for permission to enter then head in and set the tray down on the dresser. This morning was slightly different. My Mistress was awake and had clearly been out of bed before I came in. I knew because she was reading my work from last night.

'Goodness me! You have quite the eye don't you? I always wondered if you were bi. Reading these reports I could be convinced you are flat out gay! Don't pout darling. It's not becoming.' Her voice took on a stern tone. 'I was sure I saw you looking at men sometimes. You looked at them different from women mind. More longingly. Wistful even! Plenty of time for gawping now with your magazine subscriptions of course! What you'd give to be able to masturbate to those eh?' My wife had taken to our situation with gusto initially. One of the things she was most proud of was signing me up to a variety of gay magazines. A 'naughty little hobby for a naughty little sissy' she'd said. 'Well? Would you like to be released on occasion to masturbate to your magazines?'

I wasn't sure! I wanted to be released certainly, but not do to that. I didn't think. 'Um...yes Mistress. Yes please. Thank you.' It felt like the correct answer. I did an odd sort of curtsey to finish my response. You really need a skirt to hold to curtsey effectively I realized.

'Well, if you behave after you have served your 300 days, perhaps that can be arranged. You know, I wondered all sorts when I discovered your little 'fetish' you know. That's the word you use isn't it? Fetish? As if it's some harmless foible.' She looked disapprovingly.

'Yes Mistress.' Another odd curtsey from me.

'I bet it doesn't feel so harmless now hmm? Don't pout darling! I have told you once already. I'll teach you not to pout with the whip if I have to!' She calmed. 'I'm just teasing. You have good taste is all. You've chosen some very strapping young men. I would welcome any of those men into my bed! And that's the plan for today. I want a date setting up quickly. I miss what Rob gives me; I miss being fucked. You know what's it like being fucked. It feels so good!' That isn't how I felt at all. Whenever my Mistress took me with a strap-on, her 'cock', I felt violated. And unsatisfied. 

'Don't look like that. This could have all been avoided. You had your chance yesterday to be the man of the house. You blew it! Come here; let's get your uniform on'. My uniform - my classic French Maid's uniform anyway - hangs on the back of my Mistress' door. I took it down, stepped into it and walked to the side of the bed. I knelt down and my Mistress took a lock from her bedside table and locked the collar.

'Now, I've decided on Tony. We can discuss your favorite later! I suspect it's Mike from your description of him! Let's see if we can rouse my first choice. Follow me to the study. I'll skip breakfast; I'm too excited to eat!' On the way Mistress explained the plan; she was going to send him a message, then if he replied she'd Skype him. She'd see how things went from there.

Tony - of course - replied to her message almost immediately. So she proceeded to Skype him. I did exactly what was expected of me; I stood on my sissy spot and awaited further instruction. It was clear they were getting on. There was plenty of flirting & giggling. They tossed around a few date ideas. It seemed going out for a meal was the consensus. Until Tony had enquired after me...

'Your profile mentions a 'sissified' husband. What's that about? I mean, I'm not overly familiar with this scene.'

'Well Tony, I discovered a few months ago that my husband enjoys wearing women's clothing. He doesn't want to be a woman you understand, he just finds wearing women's clothes...sexually exciting. He tells me he's not gay, but I'm not so sure. I mean, one wears lacy panties to attract men don't they? I know I do!'

'He wears panties?!'

'And much more! He gets his kicks wearing heels, stockings, that sort of thing. Or he did. I think he enjoys it a bit less now it's permanent. And he certainly doesn't enjoy wearing his chastity device!'

'A what?'

'A chastity device. It's a steel cage that prevents him from cumming, prevents him from having erections even. It keeps him...attentive, eager to please.

As you can imagine, not only were his desires a shock for me when discovered, but also a complete turn-off. So, I did some research. Apparently it's a quite common thing. And one approach - for want of a better word - is to embrace it. To play along essentially and 'sissify' your husband. That's what I have done. He wears his chastity device and women's clothes 24/7 and he serves me. He's in the room with me now - wearing a French Maid's uniform of all things! It's quite pathetic. Why do I put up with it? The trade for me is he does all the housework. He's little more than a servant at home. But one that amuses me. And he still works, he pays the bills.'

'Wow! That's crazy! He does all the chores?'

'He does. He cleans, he washes, he irons. He cooks. He's quite talented in the kitchen to be fair. He's improved massively now he doesn't see his friends anymore. When he's not at work, he's working on being the best sissy husband he can be. Being sissified has been the making of him really.' I squirmed on the spot; it was hard to hear the tone my Mistress used. I had assumed we'd entered into this arrangement together, but the more she spoke the more I realized I had little to do with where we are now.

'I have an idea. Let's not go out for dinner; let's have your sissy husband cook for us. He can serve us too! He can play the maid! I'm dead curious to see him in action. How about tomorrow night?'

'Oh Tony, that's a wonderful idea! He'd love to. Sissy, come here and thank Tony for his suggestion. Don't forget to curtsey by way of introduction.' Oh God. This was my worst nightmare! I moved towards the laptop & curtseyed, 'Thank you Master Tony for such a wonderful suggestion. It would be an honor.'

'He means that you know. He does consider serving his superiors an honor. He picked you out for me actually Tony. I think he might have a little crush on you!'

'Ha! Until tomorrow then!' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Put simply, I was terrified. Things were escalating beyond what I had ever anticipated. I had been serving my wife, my Mistress as a sissy now for about 3 months. Every minute away from work was spent serving. The first month was good fun. I enjoyed being dressed and it was a bit like living out a fantasy. That changed when my Mistress decided I would be more dedicated, keener, more eager if I wore a chastity device. 'The only thing stopping you being more attentive, is that thing between your legs' she said. I admit I had started to get a bit lax. Doing chores in heels was hard!

I'll never forget that first night in the chastity device. I didn't sleep a wink I was so uncomfortable. My cock and balls ached. Ironically, they ached so much they were literally the only thing I thought about! I'll admit I became keener though. The thought of doing a good job and earning release really spurred me on.

Then came Rob, my Mistress' lover. That was another shift in our relationship. The time I was allowed for erections & masturbation was already less frequent because of the chastity device. Now this time simply evaporated overnight. Mistress said didn't see the point in releasing me now. I was keen, eager, did a good job. The house was clean & tidy. Rob took care of the physical side of things. If I wasn't happy, tough - she was.

Then came the events of two days ago. With Rob away on a business trip I was released. Given the chance to be a man. But I couldn't give my Mistress the pleasure she wanted. I came the moment she straddled me. I was so embarrassed, so mortified I cried. My Mistress was annoyed. She didn't think it reasonable for me to fail her so completely. So, she endeavored to find someone to 'fill in' for Rob via FetLife. That someone was Tony. Tony was due at the house in an hour. At Tony's suggestion, their first 'date' would be at my Mistress' home - with me cooking and serving.

I looked at the clock. An hour. A measly hour! I was terrified. The cooking was done, now it was simply a matter of getting myself & my Mistress ready. Neither would take long. I had already helped my Mistress pick out her outfit for the evening. She'd gone for a triple boost plunge bra in red with a matching thing & a short dress that was so tight it hid nothing. I had 'helped' by rating each of the things she tried on. We'd been at it for more than two hours when she settled on the 'perfect' look for Tony. In the end she dismissed by thoughts though; after all, I couldn't tell her what a man would find sexy could I? 'You're probably trying to figure which would feel nicest on your sissy tush!' she said.

Picking my outfit was far quicker. When my wife had decided to embrace feminizing me, she had been keen to encourage my serving as a maid at home. She purchased the clothes she felt I'd need. One purchase was a classic-look black & white French Maid's uniform that locked at the back. The uniform was short, with a circle skirt trimmed with lots of white lace. The petticoat underneath pushes the skirt out giving it an even shorter (and totally impractical!) appearance. There are large puff sleeves with large ribbon bows and the bodice laces up at both sides and across the front creating a bib effect. It's finished with more lace around the neckline and satin bows to the front, covered with a small apron. A matching hat was bought too along with a pair of black, 4-inch heels. It was to be worn with white stockings and a white garter belt. A similar outfit was bought; except instead of black & white it was pink & white. This was matched with white stockings and a white garter belt too, but with pink, 4-inch heels. 'This set is for when we have guests' she said on revealing them. That was the outfit for tonight. If I thought my usual attire was humiliating, this was worse still! I couldn't believe a man I had never met - beyond briefly saying hi on Skype - was going to see me in this. I didn't have time to waste worrying about my outfit mind. I needed to get dressed and then help my Mistress.

I put the stockings on first. I needed to be quick, but also careful - snags & runs would be punished. I'd been whipped on this issue before. I certainly didn't need to give my Mistress an excuse to whip me in front if Tony - or ask Tony to do it! I put the garter belt on next taking care to ensure it was symmetrical. I picked up the uniform. It looked shorter than my classic-look one. I stepped into. It was shorter! I had to admit it felt gorgeous though. Just insanely short. It barely covered my ass when I was stood stock still, everything was on show when I moved. That was no more obvious than when I bent down to put my heels on. God, Tony was going to see everything! I added a white apron & a pink and white maid's hat. Dressed, I checked myself in the mirror. I looked ridiculous! My Mistress had been clear from beginning that I wouldn't be expected to wear makeup. 'Makeup is for women and you are a sissy not a woman'. The effect of that decision right now was I was very obviously a man in a pink French Maid's outfit!

I headed into my Mistress' bedroom. To my surprise she was dressed. She must have noted my disappointment. Since Rob came on the scene helping my Mistress to dress was a rare treat. Otherwise it really was just washing, ironing & cleaning.

'Don't look so put out. You get to reveal yourself in the presence of a real man tonight. You have plenty to be thankful for. Besides, I needed some time for these.' With that, she pulled something out of a bag. I couldn't tell what it was immediately. It looked like a dog lead. A pink dog lead.

'It's a ball-gag. I was texting Tony last night and we can't see why you need to talk tonight so I picked this up for you. Well?!'

'Thank you Mistress. I understand Mistress. I'm very grateful.' I curtseyed deeply trying to rescue the situation.

'You don't look it. I will correct your attitude in front of Tony if I need to you know.' I didn't doubt that! 'Stand in front of me.' I did as I was told and she started to fit the gag. The ball was massive! It really hurt my mouth to be that wide open. My Mistress wasn't gentle with securing it either. It was very tight.

'Turn around. Wonderful! Try to say something'. I just mumbled. I had a hard time swallowing let alone speaking.

'That's great! Really suits you. I love how it's making you dribble! Now, as you can't talk, Tony & I will still need a way to know you've understood any instruction we give you. So, it's one curtsey for 'yes', two for 'no'. Got it?'

I curtseyed once. My Mistress clapped her hands! 'This is such fun! I might use this more often. I mean, do you need to talk when you're doing your chores?' I reluctantly curtseyed twice for no. 'Exactly! Now, one last thing. She produced a collar. It was leather-look but again bright pink. And it had a big bell on it. 'I saw this when I was buying your gag and I couldn't resist! I thought the tinkling of the bell might be a nice reminder of your place. You're a plaything. An amusement. Let's get downstairs.' The bell tinkled with my every step.

15 minutes. In 15 minutes Tony would be here and I would be exposed. I couldn't figure out if it was better that I didn't know him than if I did. If I knew him maybe I could convince him to stay quiet? As it is, he's an unknown quantity.

'Now, when Tony arrives, you'll know because a car will pull up on the drive & pip. He's arriving by taxi. You need to go out, pay the driver and show Tony in. Tony's aware of this this. I doubt the driver is!' The terror on my face must have been obvious! I was panicking about being exposed in the privacy of my own home, let alone being sent out to be seen by a stranger!

'Don't look so worried. The journey should cost £30, I have that in cash. Just hand it over, open Tony's door and guide him in. Of course, if the taxi costs more you're pretty much screwed! Ha!’

With impeccable timing I heard a pip. 'Go on. Don't make me tell you twice.'

I didn't have a choice. I opened the door, and walked out. In the drive was a black BMW. I approached and knocked on the window. The driver simply burst out laughing when he registered me. I could have died. I handed over the £30 hoping it was enough. He took it without a word. Opening the door for Tony was trickier. The doors at the back were blacked out so I didn't know where was sat. Inevitably I opened the wrong door so had to scurry round the other side to try again. All the time the bell on my collar was jingling.

Seeing Tony in the flesh was quite an experience. You could see that even if I wasn't dressed as I was, this was no contest. He was tall with broad shoulders, but more importantly he carried himself differently. And he looked so strong! He had a real presence. Perhaps the situation fed into this, but I wasn't so sure. I suspected he was always like this. I was a bit in awe. I couldn't talk so I pointed like an air hostess towards the house (jingling as I did), then walked that way hoping he'd follow. And damn, if I wasn't putting a little sway in my walk!

'Tony! How lovely to meet you.' My Mistress quickly pulled him in close and kissed him on the lips. 'You have met my husband already. Quite the spectacle isn't he?'

'Ha! Yes. Quite something.' I was dying of embarrassment. Thankfully my wife was keen to crack on. 'Lead the way' she said to me. I lead them to the dining room. The table had been sent for two. There were candles and flowers. It was quite the romantic setting for a meal. And it passed without incident. I served the food, waiting stood to attention in the corner providing service - filling drinks, removing plates etc. - as necessary. It was when they moved into the living room that things picked up pace.

'So tell me Tony, are you enjoying yourself enough to want to stay? I was saying only yesterday to my dear sweet sissy husband that I could, to be frank, do with a good fucking. You won't be surprised to learn that isn't something he can provide' she said shooting me a look. 'Even out of that contraption he fails miserably in that department. Tell Tony what happened yesterday. Tell him.'

I approached the sofa. I couldn't of course say a word; I was still wearing the gag. 'Oh, your gag. Ha!' She undid my gag. My jaw felt like it was on fire! I started to tell the story but I was interrupted, 'No, no. That's not how a sissy tells a man a story. On your knees dear.' The drink was taking hold now. I got on my knees and started again. 'No, no! Look at Tony when you address him. Jesus!'

I wanted to cry! I started again. 'Yesterday I failed my Mistress completely. She allowed me the opportunity to prove I could be the man of the house. She released me and....and, when she straddled me I came. I gave her no pleasure.' Now the tears were in full flow. Clearly this wasn't to my Mistresses liking because I felt the gag being put back in. I whimpered into the gag.

'See what I live with Tony? Let's go upstairs. You', she pointed at me, 'tidy up and then go to bed. Serve breakfast as usual. That's something you can manage.' She unlocked my uniform and took her new lover upstairs.

After I tidied I headed upstairs. I didn't know if I was supposed to take the gag off so I left it on. And the collar with the bell. I didn't want to upset her if she had cause to see me before the morning. I took everything else off.

In the morning I followed my usual routine initially. I showered, picked out some underwear (a white ruffled set), added some stockings and heels and headed downstairs to make breakfast - for two. I didn't know what Tony would want.  I simply did extra coffee and toast; also added some jam and marmalade to my silver serving tray. I headed upstairs, took a breath knocked on the door of my Mistress' room. There was a reasonable wait before I was given permission to enter.

I tried to keep my composure but the scene in front of me was something I was unprepared for. I knew my wife had sex that didn't involve me, but I had never witnessed it. Tony was naked on top of the covers. On top of him was my wife, my Mistress; with his cock in her mouth. She and he both looked pleased. I just stood there in my underwear, my cock straining in its cage. It was clearly just for show because my Mistress stopped after a few moments. 'We're going to get a shower. Tony needs his suit ironing for work. I want you in your uniform working on that whilst we do.'

I still had the gag on so I simply curtseyed. 'Tony can lock you in whilst I use the loo.' Clearly no-one was interested in taking my gag off. I was in agony! I took my uniform off the back of the door, stepped into it and then knelt by the bed. Tony didn't know what to do and I couldn't speak. After an awkward moment I handed him the lock on the bedside table & he figured it out. A new first; locked into my Maid's outfit by my wife's lover.

I ironed Tony's suit, shirt and for good measure, boxers and socks whilst he and my Mistress showered. Then I waited stood to attention until they had finished.

'I'm sorry I have to dash' said Tony.

'No worries. I've had a fun time. We can do this again.' Looking at me she said, 'Time for a treat - you can dress Tony.' 

'What are you waiting for? Dress me sissy!' I snapped into action. I pulled his boxers on, fixated by his cock. It was soft now, but still looked powerful. I couldn't help wondering what it must be like to have a cock like that. Next was his trousers, his belt. Then I put his shirt on and buttoned it up. He smelt good. He did his tie whilst I put his shoes on and finally I helped him put his jacket on. I lower my face to the floor when finished.

'Say goodbye sissy. Curtsey for Tony.' As he headed downstairs my Mistress turned to me and said, 'let's check out what Mike's up to.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    I stood to attention on my 'sissy spot', the small 'x' drawn on the floor of my Mistress' study. My spot faces the desk behind which is a large leather chair. It is here that I was told I would be placed in chastity. It was here on my spot that events unfolded leading me to serve my Mistress' lover Tony. I was understandably nervous about being stood here again.

My Mistress looked up from the papers in front of her. I had no idea what they were. 'Have you washed and ironed the outfits for Rob's return tomorrow?' Rob is my Mistress' main lover. Tony was an internet hook-up. There have been several of these hook ups over the last month.

'Yes Mistress. There are 5 complete outfit options washed and ironed for you.'

'5?'

'I have washed and ironed the 4 recent purchases, but also the Tatiana Peep Bra & French Knickers set that Rob said he liked after your third date Mistress. And the red dress you wore that night also.' I'm expected to remember the 'official' names of all the lingerie my Mistress owns. 'It's the sort of thing a sissy enjoys isn't it?' my Mistress had said.

'Oh you are good. I must say, your performance since our little incident has been very impressive. It almost makes me think I shouldn't ask Rob to whip you...'

No, no, no! I winced at the words. A month ago I was released from my chastity device. I was given the opportunity to please my Mistress and I blew it. Big time! I had cum the very instant my Mistress had straddled me. She was angry - I was upset and in big trouble. She threatened to have Rob whip me on his return. I had hoped and hoped that if I performed well, was the perfect sissy between now and his return, she'd let me off. Or forget even.

'Recite Sissy Rule 2 for me.'

I curtseyed and began; 'Sissy Rule 2: I am your sissy. I must obey you without question. You may humiliate me, but you would not harm me. I should not be fearful of you; I should honor you through my behavior.'

'I promise I won't let any harm come to you; not real harm anyway. A few temporary marks are to be expected in your position I think.' She sighed. 'I have a part to play with your sissy rules too. This needs to happen sweetie. As tempted as I am to let you off, how would you ever be able to respect me if I went back on my word? And if you don't respect me, how can I expect you to honor me? This needs to happen. You need to know your place; what better way for you to learn than have the man fucking me teach you?'

'Please Mistress. Please! I'll do anything. Please don't let Rob whip me.' For want of another idea, I did the most elaborate of curtseys. 'Please!'

'That needs to stop now. I have explained my reasoning. I won't be discussing it further. Perhaps if you beg Rob he'll go easy on you. I won't sway him either way. Maybe you can offer him a little something in exchange. Take some inspiration from them stories you like to read so much!' She laughed. 'That's between you two. Now, the sheets need changing in my room and your guest uniform needs ironing for tomorrow. And polish your heels; I want to see my face in them. Dismissed!'

A month of working my socks off had helped me in no way at all. I was still going to be exposed to Rob and I was still going to be whipped. If you thought being exposed to Tony made the prospect any easier, you are wrong. I had hoped Tony would be a one-off; being exposed again made this feel awfully like...like this was going to be the way of things from now on.

I changed the sheets as directed and I ironed my guest uniform. If you have never ironed a French Maid's uniform, you have no idea how hard it is! Perhaps one of those cheap Ann Summers types is easy, but my uniforms are tailor-made and thus quite elaborate. My guest uniform for example has a short circle skirt trimmed with lots of pink lace. Lace is very awkward to iron well. It creases very easily. Then there is complication of the petticoat underneath the skirt out; it adds considerable volume making it a nightmare to iron! The puff sleeves have large pink ribbon bows and there is more pink lace around the neckline with (yes, pink!) satin bows to the front. It takes a good hour to iron. Then there is the matching hat and the small apron too.

Once finished with the ironing I polished my heels. I'll be wearing pink 4-inch heels when I'm whipped by my wife's, my Mistress' lover; the humiliation! All done, I was just ready to retire when I heard Mistress' service bell ring. I hate that bell! I often struggle to tell which room the sound is coming from and tardiness is very much frowned upon. Only last week I was spanked for not responding in a 'timely fashion'. It wasn't for want of trying!

Fortunately I got the right room - the living room - this time. 'Is your uniform ready sissy?'

'It is Mistress, yes.'

'You haven't worn it since you served Tony and I. I'd like to see you in it. I want to ensure it is...the right look for your whipping.' This was BS. This was because I had asked her not to expose me to Rob and not let him whip me. She was showing me just how in control she is. She also knew if I wore my uniform - even if only for a short time - it would need ironing again.

'Yes Mistress. Of course.' I curtseyed and then knelt before her so she could unlock my current uniform. As I went to get changed I heard her shout, 'And wear your bell collar too!' I wanted to scream in frustration! I hated that collar; tinkling as it does with every movement.

I stripped off. My classic-look uniform is paired with black stockings and a black garter belt. My guest uniform is paired with white stockings and a white garter belt; this little event meant stripping completely. She was doing this to punish me!

Once ready I headed back towards the living room. 'I hear a sissy coming!' Mistress shouted. I went in and curtseyed. 'God, I love that outfit. When I went to buy it I thought, that is going to look ridiculous - and it does. But it's just perfect for a sissy husband like you. No man or woman could respect you dressed like that. I can't wait for Rob to see you in it! I love it! And that bell collar; I had forgotten just how much that delights me. I love hearing it. I'm going to get a black one to go with your regular uniform. You can wear one all the time!'

I curtseyed, 'Thank you Mistress. I'm glad I amuse you.' I couldn't help noticing the dreaded pink ball gag in her lap.

'Don't worry about this. You're not going to wear this tomorrow night - at least not all the time. Not like when you served Tony. You'll need to be able to talk tomorrow. I want to hear you explaining to Rob - in full detail - exactly why he should whip you. He gets the full story of what went on that night, not the edited version you gave Tony. Plus, I wanna hear you beg & plead!

'Now, have you thought about what I said earlier? About offering Rob a little something in exchange for going easier on you?'

'I don't understand Mistress.'

'Can you recall those stories I found on your laptop? When I became aware of your...interests? The ones where sissies sucked cocks and got fucked by real men?' I gulped. I must certainly could. They were pretty standard sissy stuff. Maid outfits, chastity devices, chores and yes, blowjobs and sissies being fucked!

'I want to be clear that I consider we have an open marriage - if marriage is still the appropriate word. I can - and do - see other men. I think it is only fair I make it clear that you can see men too. Now, I know you may be resistant to hearing that, but you have a long stint in chastity still to go. You might find yourself changing your mind after 200 days! I bet sucking a cock to get a little attention won't seem so...overwhelming then. So, if you want that to start with Rob, if you want offer him your mouth or more, you have my blessing. Understood?'

I was gob smacked. The final indignity had come; my wife was happy for me to serve other men. 'I don't want that Mistress' and I curtseyed. 'I don't want to suck Rob or anyone else's cock. I want...I want you.'

'We are not going to discuss this' she said in a stern voice. 'You didn't want me when you were jerking off in front of your laptop. You didn't want me then, you don't get me now. You are a sissy. Recite Sissy Rule 1.'

'Sissy Rule 1: I must endeavor to think & act in accordance with my position. I am a sissy. I am not a man. I am not a woman; I am a sissy.'

'There you see? You just said it yourself; you are a sissy. Sissies may desire women, but they don't get them. They may serve them, but that is all. If you want any sexual pleasure, you need to be thinking about men. Now, Rob will be here at 10pm tomorrow night. I will be collecting him at the airport at 3pm, we will go to his house and 'catch up', we'll eat out and then we will come here. You will be waiting at my door dressed in your guest uniform just as you are now, ready to receive your whipping. Go to bed'.

*The following day*

I looked at the clock - 9.55pm. I was dressed as directed in my guest uniform. For the second time I was about to be introduced to a man wearing a pink French Maid-style uniform. This time was going to be worse though because this man was going to whip me! I fiddled with my garter straps nervously. Then I heard the key in the door...

I couldn't see Rob very clearly when they first came through the door as they were so entangled in each other. Clearly they had been drinking.

'Welcome Rob, to my Mistress' home. I am her sissy husband Mark' and I curtseyed my slow deep curtsey.

'Ha-ha! So you are' said a very handsome man striding towards me. 'Let's get cracking! Or should that be 'whipping'!' If he was at all phased by my appearance, he wasn't showing it.

As discussed with my wife that morning, I led him to the old spare room, now my room. Once there, I asked them both to be seated and started my memorized speech. 'Rob, you have been invited by my Mistress to punish me. The punishment is to take the form of a whipping. The number of lashes is to be decided by you. If you will allow me, I would like to explain why there is a need for punishment.'

Rob looked highly amused, 'Go on.'

'On the 14th April my Mistress gave me an opportunity to spend some intimate time with her. Her intention was to allow me to please her by wearing a strap-on and fucking her. She knew without a strap-on I would fail miserably. She asked me to dress 'slutty' and I chose my May babydoll & matched it with black stockings, a black garter & red heels. The babydoll has red satin cups adorned with black lace and a soft, halter neck. I chose it because I love how floaty it feels. It makes me feel sexy.' I felt ridiculous! What must this man think of me?!

'However, I failed to realize my Mistress would expect me - quite rightly of course - to wear her strap-on. I thought I could pleasure her myself. Amazingly, my Mistress granted me this opportunity. She was very kind to do so. I failed her though. When she straddled me I came; I gave her no pleasure at all. Not a single second.'

It's funny what floats boats. As I stood there in my pink French Maid-style uniform explaining to a man - my wife's lover - who I had never met before and who was going to whip me, how spectacularly I had failed to please my wife sexually, pre-cum was pouring from my caged cock. I actually felt damp between my legs. I had never been so turned on and frustrated in my life!

'This is why my Mistress has quite rightly asked you to whip me. My behavior was shameful.'

'I see' said Rob. 'I guess we should start then? I understand there are hooks in the floor that can used to put you in position?' Are there I thought?! I wasn't aware if there were!

'They are over here.' My Mistress who had said nothing since we came into my room was now stood by my wardrobe. Sure enough, in the floor were 4 silver hooks. 'They can be used to lock one down on all fours with arm & leg cuffs'. When had these been installed?! My Mistress had clearly given this event some thought!

'I...er. Um...' God, how did I say this? I mean, I didn't want to offer him my mouth. I didn't think. I didn't want to be whipped though of that I was sure. Plus, he was handsome. And I was so frustrated in my device...although, how would giving Rob pleasure help that? 'Rob...Sir, is there anything I could do to persuade you to not whip me? Or go easy on me? Please.'

'Like what sissy?' He sounded distracted; was busy attaching the cuffs to the hooks.

It was all or nothing, 'Like making my mouth available to you Sir.'

Rob didn't look up. 'Have you ever sucked a man's cock before sissy?'

'No Sir.'

'No Sir' he mimicked. I thought not. Tell me', he was looking at me now, 'why would I want use of your mouth if you have no experience, no skill? Your wife here, she gives amazing head. And I have that on tap. Your mouth is of no interest to me.' He straightened up. 'This, prancing round in a pink French Maid uniform, your useless dick locked away, may be your fantasy, but it isn't mine. You are of no interest to me. Your wife is, because she's fucking hot. You're pathetic.'

My wife, my Mistress looked triumphant. Her lover had very much just put her sissy husband in his place. I literally couldn't give myself away. I had tried to whore myself out to avoid a whipping - and I had failed!

'Get on all fours over her. Keep your uniform on; I'll whip you through it. Sarah, pass me the gag, your sissy husband is gonna scream like you won't believe!' 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    That's it then. I am going to be whipped by my wife's - my Mistress' - lover. I had offered him use of my mouth in a vain attempt to stave of the beating to come, but as he said, why would he be interested in my mouth? He has my wife's whenever he wants. He has no interest in sissies, this isn't his fantasy - he's a man. A real man.

'I said get over here and get on all fours. Do not make me tell you again sissy.'

I snapped out of my stupor, curtseyed and rushed over. I got on all fours by the hooks which Rob had attached to cuffs. He fastened them to my wrists and ankles. I was terrified, but pre-cum was still dripping furiously from my cage cock. It didn't go unnoticed by my wife Sarah.

'Jesus! Look' she pointed to the small pool that had formed under me in the few seconds I had been there, 'he is totally turned on! He blew his load in seconds with me the other day, I bet he would now too if anyone touched his cock.'

'That's not a bad idea actually. Not touching it I mean, but unlocking it. How frustrating would that be for him? All dressed up in pink, freed from his cage, but unable to touch himself, unable to get any pleasure or even relief. Get the key.' Rob smirked at me. He was enjoying himself. He played with the whip in his hands.

My wife had the key around her neck. She didn't pass it to Rob though, instead she knelt down beside me, reaching under my skirt and deftly unlocked my cock. I was hard instantly. In spite of myself I started to thrust. I just needed a little friction; like my Mistress said, the slightest touch, the tiniest bit of friction would set me off. I started to buck as wildly as my cuffs would allow. I was beyond frustrated! I could hear myself grunting. What had I become!?! The pre-cum continued to pour out of me.

'Pass me the gag' Rob said over my display. I felt the big pink ball being placed in my mouth and the burning sensation I had felt the night I served Tony and my Mistress returned immediately to my jaw. I continued to grunt and buck though. I. Just. Needed. Release!

I was so lost in this thought that I didn't feel the first few blows. It helped that Rob was whipping me through the thick part of my uniform where the petticoat underneath my skirt was which added some protection. Rob soon noticed he wasn't have the effect he wanted though and moved. The first blow to my thigh covered in part only by stocking was agonizing! I immediately stopped thrusting and tried - in vain - to move away. The cuffs and hooks held me fast as blow after blow came down. I was sobbing in pain - but the pre-cum continued to pour. This was my fantasy. To be treated this way - humiliated and helpless - was the biggest turn on ever.

Then, as if a switch had been pulled, the blows stopped. The mission I suppose had been accomplished; I was a sobbing - yet undeniably - thrilled wreck. My wife, my Mistress with the help of her lover had truly turned me into her sissy husband. This was no longer a pretense; no longer a 'fantasy'. It was reality.

The moment the blows stopped my wife went over to Rob and kissed him deeply. Then, for her final act, she slid to her knees. Rob was standing at the side of me now. My wife was within touching distance - if only I wasn't shackled to the floor (although, what could I, a sissy, offer her anyway?). She looked at me and licked her lips. This performance was more for me than for the pleasure it was going to give Rob. She was proving his point - my mouth was of no interest to him because he has her. She undid Rob's trousers and slid out his cock. It was rock hard already and bobbed just inches from her face. My wife looked over at me and smiled - then flicked her tongue at Rob's cock. Opening her lips, she expertly took the whole length of his shaft. Rob groaned. I groaned! I started thrusting again, but unlike Rob I was getting no relief.

Opening her lips, she took his entire cock in her mouth, sucking him slow - for show. She sucked him gently for a minute or two, taking his entire cock each time, then circling her tongue around the head of his cock. Then upped the pace, placing her hands on his hips as she felt him wanting to thrust. Pulling him towards her, she held his shaft in her mouth as she now kept her head stationary. Rob now took control, he started fucking her mouth. He thrust his faster and faster, sliding his cock in and out of her tight, puckered mouth, her lips rolling over his cock. It wasn't long before Rob moaned and his cum gushed into my wife's mouth, a little escaping and trickling over her chin. Satisfied, Rob pulled out. His cock was still rock hard as he stood in front of me. 'Perhaps I can find a use for that mouth of yours.' He unfastened the gag and put his cock right in front of my lips. 'Lick my cock clean. Get it nice and wet. I'm going to fuck your wife so it needs to be wet.' I knew I didn't have a choice. I gingerly licked at his cock. His cum tasty gross!

'Come on Rob, I want you inside me. He can stay here and think about his position in life'. 
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