

SO YOUR HUSBAND WANTS A DOMINANT WIFE

From Husband & Wife to Mistress & Maid

By Femdom Fred


Copyright © 2020 by Femdom Fred

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof
may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever
without the express written permission of the author
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in the United Kingdom

First Printing, April 2020


Preface

A happily married wife is devastated when she discovers her husband is cheating on her by visiting a professional Dominatrix. At first, she rejects her husband’s desire for domination but, in time she comes firstly to accept it and then, eventually, to revel in it.

With the help of her two best friends she turns her loving husband into her obedient sissy maid as she embarks on a life of leisure and pleasure. Her husband, meanwhile, wonders if he has bitten off more than he can chew as his new Mistress takes an unexpected pleasure in frustrating and humiliating him.

The book is written by the Mistress as an offering of advice to other ladies who might find themselves in a similar position. It details systems of corporal punishment, feminisation, bondage, chastity control and cuckolding.

Included is a detailed explanation of the delights to be had from enforcing tedium on your maid and the repeated building up of her hopes, only to dash them for your own amusement.

This book is for those who are interested in extreme Female Domination.
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Part 1

Chapter One - How It All Began

I was staggered when my husband asked me to dominate him. We’d had a perfectly adequate, straightforward sex life for 22 years. I had no interest in expanding the horizons of our love life and assumed that this was just a silly fad that he would soon forget about. I was wrong.

I'm not sure what it was that first made me think he was cheating on me but, once I had the idea in my head, I just could not get rid of it. Eventually I confessed my concern to one of my best friends, Carol, and she agreed to play detective and follow him with a view to either confirming or disproving my theory.

It turned out that he had started visiting a dominatrix and, at first, I was both angry that he had cheated on me in that way and ashamed that my friend knew everything. Of course, I immediately kicked him out of the house and refused to speak to him. Eventually though, once my anger had cooled slightly, I actually began to feel guilty. I'd failed my husband. He'd come to me and asked me to help him indulge his fantasies and I'd dismissed him. What kind of wife was I?

Anyway, to cut a long story short, I began to research what exactly was involved in this domination fetish. I was encouraged to be more open minded and adventurous by my best friends, Carol and Helen, until eventually I decided to try to give my husband what he wanted. At that stage I still didn't really see what was in it for me, but that would soon change.

My husband David, was full of remorse and promised repeatedly that he would do anything if I would forgive him and take him back. Carol suggested that her and I should visit the dominatrix David had been seeing and pump her for information on the lifestyle, since neither of us really knew anything about it. I wasn't keen on the idea but, in the end, I'm glad I went along with it. Once we'd convinced her of our sincerity and, of course, paid her handsomely for the loss of her client, she was very helpful.

I never for one moment thought I’d discover a dominant streak inside me. Of course, I can’t speak for every woman but, if I’ve got one, I suspect many others have too. For me it was a question of opening my mind and of focusing on all the potential advantages of simply trying to give my man what he’d asked me for.

Once I'd decided to go ahead, my first concern was my own protection. What if it all went wrong? What if I couldn't do it? Or what if I was too good at it and ended up upsetting David or even ruining our marriage? I needed to know that, if it all ended badly, I had some protection. It was David who suggested we arrange to have the house, the bank accounts and everything else put in my name alone. He said he wanted me to feel completely comfortable in my new role, free to experiment and push the boundaries (his and mine). But also, he wanted to place himself entirely in my hands, to start our new relationship with a show of devotion.

After some consideration, I agreed, making it clear that, if we were going to embark on this lifestyle, we both needed to commit ourselves fully. I needed to be sure that he would not be trying to 'top from the bottom', or, worse still, that he could not get upset at me for going too far. I also needed a hold over him, a way to ensure his obedience and commitment to me and to the lifestyle he insisted was his dream. Being in sole control of our finances was one way to do that. Another way was to insist that our journey (mine to heartless Mistress and his to devoted slave) must be documented with photographs and videos. These would be placed for safekeeping with Carol and Helen, only to be brought out and made public in the event that he tried to renege on our agreement.

He was very concerned about my two best friends being party to his new status in our household, especially since he knows what bitches they can both be. Carol is divorced with two teenaged daughters. Helen is gay and a bit of a man-hater.

I think it was all starting to get a bit real for my want to be slave husband because he confessed that, although he yearned deeply to embark on his new life as my slave and felt fully committed to giving it his very best, there should be some sort of 'get out' clause. What if he couldn't stand it? What if he regretted his decision? What if it was too much for him?

He had a point. I wasn't at all sure I could make this work or even that I wanted it to. Perhaps it would be best to allow him to get it out of his system then, when he realised his mistake, we could go back to being a happy vanilla couple.

So, I agreed to a trial period of one year. If, after that time either of us did not want to continue for any reason, we would stop. But, if we were both happy then our new lifestyle would be made permanent with no get out clause, no argument, no conditions. He would be mine to do with as I pleased.


Chapter 2 - Mixing in Vanilla

We started off gradually, mixing our normal vanilla relationship with increasing amounts of Female Domination. For example, when I was getting ready to leave the house and I was in a wholly vanilla attitude, I might be having a conversation with my husband, but then, when it was time for me to actually leave, I might interrupt him and say, ‘Kiss my shoes.’  He would look at me and, in that instant, all vanilla demeanour within him would disappear and his expression would be total submission. He would kneel and began kissing and I'd look down at him, feeling TOTALLY POWERFUL, talking to him, giving instructions for what he must do while I was out and also I may tell him some cruel thing I would be doing to him/with him, when I returned, or in the next day or two.

Even in our most vanilla moments, I was beginning to realise that I always felt like I owned him and could do whatever I wanted with him, I think partly because I knew I could flick that switch instantly whenever I wanted.


Chapter 3 - Establishing My Authority

Being something of a novice, I had to learn to judge just what got my husband most excited. I started by calling him ‘bitch’ or ‘servant boy’ or referred to him in other derogatory ways. I sexually teased him and got him all excited before making fun of his lack of manliness. I started to enjoy randomly grabbing him by the hair, pushing him to the ground and telling him to kiss my feet. I never said please or thank you, instead giving terse commands, short and direct, snapping my fingers at him and telling him do something, then shouting at him for being too slow to obey me. He loved it and was like putty in my hands.

Communication is vital in any relationship, even a femdom one. We had weekly reviews, usually on Sundays, where I made him kneel before me and tell me what worked and what didn’t for him. At first, I just listened but then I began to tell him what worked or didn’t from my point of view.

As background, it’s important to say my husband had a high sex drive and was a regular masturbator throughout our marriage. I accepted it as harmless and probably necessary, given what I presumed at the time was an imbalance in our libidos. His first request was that I become the key holder of the chastity cage he wanted me to buy him.

At first, I thought that was fine, until Helen pointed out that the cheap plastic device my new slave was suggesting was probably easy to escape from and was really more symbolic than real. She showed me some made to measure full belts online, made from stainless steel and completely secure as well as comfortable for long term or even indefinite wear. So, I bought the plastic version but used it only until the real thing finally arrived.

The company that manufactured and supplied the belt had informed me that the device was completely secure but, should I require further reassurance, I could have my husband's cock pierced. This would allow me to engage a separate locking mechanism that would make use of his piercing, making removal impossible without the key. Not totally sure of how far our little adventure was going to go, I had them include the additional locking mechanism but I held off having Simon pierced until we were absolutely sure of our commitment to the lifestyle. They also provided me with a sleeve of quite sharp little pins which could be slid inside the sheath of his chastity belt to painfully deter the slightest attempt at erection. Again, I decided to hold back on such a delicious cruelty for the time being, although I did show it to him and warn him that I was quite prepared to use it if he became difficult. I'll never forget his expression!

I believe you can learn to be dominant at 21 or 61. I’m 40. Age matters only in the sense that you have more deeply ingrained behaviours to unlearn.

I discovered that my libido matched his when conditions were right, as my confidence grew, and as he did more of the chores. Knowing that he could not masturbate behind my back was an aphrodisiac for both of us. His libido became solely focused on me.

Our sex routine had been the same for years. Mostly on weekend mornings, a tacit understanding after coffee in bed, some kissing and cuddling, then he’d climb aboard and jog on me until he came. I’d cum that way maybe 1 time in 10. The rest he’d stroke and finger me afterwards until I was satisfied too. Yes, it worked, but it was a routine. It was boring. For both of us as it turned out.

At our initial weekly reviews, we’d discuss sex and what would make it better, on top of his chastity. It was wonderful. He introduced me to websites that focussed on female domination, enforced chastity, cuckolding and even sissy maids. I listened to him saying what he would like us to do, or wanted to try anyway. It turned out it was exactly what I wanted without having to ask for it. So, I was able to make it sound like I was doing him a favour!

He used to lick my pussy in the early years of our marriage. I’d suck his cock a little too. But steadily we’d phased oral sex out. He didn’t lick me because I didn’t suck him. He said he assumed I didn’t like him doing it. The truth was that I didn’t like performing oral sex even at the age I was back then and I didn’t want to feel any pressure to suck him.

With communication, all that changed. I started requiring cunnilingus as a prelude to sex. Then instead of sex. Then virtually daily. Then during the day too. Whereas it had always been in bed in the old days, me lying back, him between my legs, I soon found I preferred other positions. Me in a chair and him kneeling between my legs, hands clasped behind his back.  And best of all, me riding his face. I like it both ways, sometimes holding the headboard and looking down into his eyes, sometimes facing his feet, staring at the chastity belt that not only denies him the opportunity to get hard but, when covered by a nice pair of girly panties, obliterates even the appearance of masculinity.

It was David who suggested analingus. He’d never done it to me before, even in our dating days. Once I got over my natural inhibitions, I quickly grew to enjoy analingus too. There’s little to beat riding his nose, facing his feet, smiling down at his caged cock, ignoring it, reassured that he’s obviously turned on but can’t do anything about it.

The biggest transformation of all was his chastity. He had to learn to accept going longer and longer periods between orgasms without getting tetchy. I was careful not to allow him to become complacent about it. My goal was to frustrate him by removing his opportunity for relief, not his desire for it. I wanted that desire to grow, to become all consuming, the very focus of his existence. Only then could I use it to manipulate him, to govern his behaviour, to become the centre of his universe. His sex life now was a huge comedown from the freedom he used to enjoy (and abuse) of being able to cum at least once a day, pretty much every day.

The little that he could hope for in terms of sexual relief was now entirely at my whim and boy did I make him earn his ‘sad little episodes', as I started calling them.

Outwardly we appeared a normal, very loving couple; nobody would have suspected his travails within the walls of our home. They would only notice how respectful and considerate he was. We'd go to the theatre, we'd hold hands when we were out and about, we'd go to restaurants (where I always ordered for him!), go away for day trips or weekends, or go shopping together, etc. etc. We were outwardly quite ‘vanilla’. But there was always the fine line in the sand, I was always in charge, which was how we both liked it. He had his rules to follow of course, and knew his place well.

We didn’t have arguments, he would never dare to raise his voice in anger, question my decisions or refuse to follow my instructions. He opened doors for me, ensured my needs are always met first, and generally accepted the restrictions placed on his everyday life and freedoms. Of course, there were tears now and then when I brought him strictly into line. For example, when a client offered him a place in their executive ‘box’ to watch a big sporting event and I wouldn’t let him go. And we had to deal with the occasional tantrum, as with any child!

Let me share some of the complex dynamics at play here. One of my husband’s rules was that he was not to look at attractive ladies, since I consider that to be disrespectful, to both them and me.

One day he made joking references about a beautiful girl in the restaurant we were dining at. His remarks were very playfully, a little cheeky but clearly light-hearted and good-natured since she was rather provocative in both her attire and demeanour. I genuinely laughed at his humour.

But a little later, I pulled him close to me, smiling as I whispered tenderly in his ear, 'That was very funny dear… but very chauvinistic and a little disrespectful…. So guess what?….' I then gently nuzzled him, stroking his thigh. He was soon aroused and looking forward to the gentle reprimand he knew was coming.
I felt like being affectionately cruel though, as I tenderly whispered, 'I think we’ll have to discuss that when we get home, wouldn’t you agree?' He kissed me tenderly as he nodded agreement. 'I’m glad you agree,' I smiled, 'We can’t have you making impertinent remarks about young ladies, can we? So…..' I drew the moment out, 'I think you deserve the Linnex when we get back.'

I finished with a little kiss to his cheek, as he went silent and the colour drained from his face, leaving him ashen and very quiet….It took him maybe thirty seconds to recover from the shock, before he gently drew me into a warm cuddle and told me how much he loved only me!

It was becoming clear that he had a deep-seated ‘need’ to get into trouble and be ‘punished’, even though he totally dreaded the consequences that would follow. He knew he was pushing the envelope and he was looking for a reprimand, which I lovingly gave. I believe my reprimands made him feel more cared for and more secure. Of course, he was totally not expecting nor wanting me to announce a Linnex, a gentle scolding or a light spanking perhaps, but that’s the risk he takes!

We continued to have a wonderful fun night, a nice meal, great conversation and we walked back to the car holding hands and laughing. When we got back home, absolutely the last thing he wanted was the Linnex, not that he had ever imagined that would have been the consequence of his wit.

He begged and pleaded, tearfully, very genuinely wanting to be excused, to be forgiven and cuddle up in bed together.

'It was just a little light humour,' he explained, 'you even laughed too.

I smiled and warmly advised 'Well, I’ll only apply a light coating then.'

The question then was, which was more a sign of his needs; his very genuine tears and pleas to be excused, the clear dread he displayed as he literally trembled in distress; or the way his ‘beast’ rose firmly to the occasion without any physical stimulation, as soon as the chastity belt was removed?

Regardless, he soon found himself tightly secured and whimpering, his plight ignored as I gently warmed the end of the Linnex with a lighter. He was very afraid at this turn of events, pleading, that I had said ‘just a light coating’.

For me it was so pleasurable to see the apprehension in his eyes, as with a tender smile I advised, 'That’s right, just a light coating….' while I proceeded to firmly rub the Linnex into his appendage. Watching his complete disbelief and panic as I took 2-3 minutes to very, very thoroughly, and very thickly coat his entire appendage with the softened Linnex.

Once it bit home, he screamed and screamed and screamed! Believe me, Linnex appears to be the most dreadful salve imaginable, he truly shrieks and sobs and groans and writhes and bucks; for up to an hour. It’s an incredible performance he puts on as he tries to cope with the pain searing through his appendage. He is exhausted by the time the fire calms down and finally ebbs away. He has to be secured, he could never stand in place, he would writhe all over the floor if not restrained.

When the pain finally abated, I refitted his chastity belt and led him to our bed, where he was the most tender and willing lover I could ever wish for, later falling asleep cuddled up in my arms, secure.
So it is so very complex. No doubt he would prefer something far less painful, but punishments, no matter how lightly earned, are not meant to be pleasant are they? I would hate now to have a partner who took the pain well, what is the point in that! I have often read that a spanking doesn’t really start until the tears are flowing.


Chapter 4 - Housework

I am not interested in my husband’s opinion on how a job should be done, I want it done my way and to my standards!

I very much enjoy the fact that, outside of cooking, which I love to do, I do not do any housework whatsoever, nor do I have to work. David provides both financially and domestically. We could afford a housekeeper, but I don’t want someone else in my house, and they would never do the work to my very exacting standards. David does; or tries to; though he shed an awful lot of tears getting there and still does when I'm not satisfied with his efforts; or pretend so. We had a gardener come around and mow lawns. This meant David only had to focus on the household chores, washing, ironing, cleaning, vacuuming, etc.

It makes me smile to think that this all started as David’s idea. Sometimes I wonder if he would like to turn the clock back though, since he suffers so badly at my hands. But then I remember our early days, when he would come home and relax, while I was often doing chores. I would even iron watching the TV.

In a heart-to-heart chat, as our Female Led relationship was developing, he suggested that it was perhaps inappropriate that I do all the household chores and maybe I should make him do some of them, under my supervision. If only he had known it would lead to him doing everything and me nothing; or how demanding my standards are. He thought ironing looked easy, until he had to do things my way; the same with cleaning. Even now he is not as quick as I was, but he knows how to get his work approved!

He did find it very hard when he got back from a tough day at the office, and then had to face several hours of intense physical work. It was very demanding and strenuous work to complete chores to my standards. He could dress as he wished, all I was concerned about was that he worked vigorously and did the jobs properly.

He so wished he could relax, watch Netflix, read a book; but that is what I did! Some nights he might still be going long after I had gone to bed. Especially after a trip, as I would let many of the chores build up while he was away, then he had to ‘catch-up’!

Whilst I used to watch TV while ironing, he had to do the ironing in the quiet of the laundry room, so he could focus better! He still struggled ironing the linen and folding them away, which was amusing, and sometimes painful for him! But when he was finished for the night, we were still close and intimate.

It was not every night. If we went out, most chores were usually put off to the next night. Some evenings he may only have had to complete an hour or so, just the regular cleaning up of the kitchen, then we'd sit down together. Though that too, would mean more work the next night or at the weekend.

He initially found it a little fun, being dominated and doing the chores, but that very soon changed when the routine and monotony set in when doing it every single day, which is why I ‘enhanced’ the monotony, making him dress as a maid, tying his ankles together or one hand behind his back. Sometimes I'd blindfold him or stuff his mouth with my worn panties, anything to add to his torment.

I would insist he got down on his hands and knees with a brush and pan so he could be sure to not miss anything. Then he scrubbed the floor on his hands and knees for the same reason, he could see the results much better and a scrubbing brush is by far the best implement for producing a sparkling finish to a tiled floor. Then he got to finish off with a mop. That was how I liked it done.

I might add we had a dishwasher, but that was only ever used by me when he was away. I far preferred that everything was hand washed, dried and put away properly! But really is this any different to the life of a 1950’s housewife? And with the exception of the routine for the kitchen floor, he only did what I used to do.

To my surprise, I found that I loved it when his chores brought him to tears, I don’t know why, but it aroused me. For example, when he came home from an overseas trip. He had been travelling for 28 hours, hotel to home, arriving home just before 8:00 pm. He was absolutely exhausted. After a long cuddle and kisses, I led him out to the kitchen where there was the last two days washing in the sink.

I gently rubbed the front of his chastity belt as I smiled, 'Once you’ve unpacked and put your clothes in the wash; I want the dishes washed and put away; then you can scrub the stove, kitchen benches and floor spotless.' He looked desolate, but I was not finished.

I took him by the hand and lead him out to the laundry, kissed him again, and smiling broadly, advised, 'I want all this ironing done before you come to bed too.'

I gave him another kiss and a big smile. There were three full laundry baskets, plus the bed linen draped over the washing machine. I just loved the look of overwhelming distress on his face.

He finished in the kitchen around ten o’clock. I was ready for bed at ten thirty and went to bid him goodnight in the laundry, wearing a new sexy nightdress with black hold-up stockings and cute little furry mules. He was really struggling and there were tears in his eyes, his pitiful face clearly begging for me to excuse him. It gave me such a rush!

He was absolutely devastated and tears welled up in his eyes when I simply kissed him goodnight and advised I would see him when he’d finished. Of course, when he did finally get to bed, I unlocked him and he gave me the most glorious time before he finally crashed. The next day he was able to laugh about this with me but it was clear that he was in utter reverence of me.

So, it really was quite complex, but I knew he was truly beginning to worship me. What is more, the crueller I was, the more adoring and attentive he became.


Chapter 5 - Corporal Punishment For Christmas


I bought Simon a leather tawse for our first female led Christmas because the hairbrush was no longer getting the same response as when we started. We'd come a long way since my first nervous attempts at discipline and I was now spanking him until his resistance was broken. But, although he still cried a lot, I was having trouble getting that final submission.


The tawse was actually used for the first time just after I got it. As you can imagine, he was pretty disappointed with his gift and so I decided to demonstrate it there and then. 


I usually liked to give the first half of a spanking over the girly panties that had replaced his previous men’s briefs. This was for a few reasons. I knew he preferred to be naked than wear panties alone so having them on display was a punishment in itself. Also, he knew that as long as they were on, he was less than halfway through. He knew the second half was the worst too as the thin layer of protection was gone. So, the removal of the panties was sort of half time.


On Christmas Day I was in a good mood and it was his first tawsing so I only gave him 10 strokes. Five with panties up and five with them down. He has had worse since. Just a couple of days later he had wrinkles in his ironing and he argued with me so I gave him 40. He looked like Rudolph the red bummed sissy at the end of it! That was also in the lounge room but I spanked him pretty much wherever he was at the time. In public I used disabled bathrooms or sometimes baby change rooms, or I gave a few discrete but very hard swats over clothes and told him he was going to get it when he got home. I was finding that pain and shame were very effective teachers.


Christmas is a time for all families to focus on what really matters: which in our little domestic tyranny is obviously my skivvy’s relentless oppression and humiliation. The seasonal traditions began with a home-made advent calendar, with little envelopes fastened to a festively-decorated board, one of which he opened each day to reveal a surprise. A few were quite nice – one must always inspire hope, so that it can be crushed in due course - something I learned from the blog entries of an online mistress. Some of the daily surprises were sweets, for example, but I always mixed things up by wrapping small squares and ovals of soap in sweet wrappers (I threw the actual sweets away – I personally do not have a particularly sweet tooth).

His face was such a treat that day! Initially, relief and delight on opening the envelope to see the ‘sweets’ nestling inside. Many of the daily surprises were quite unpleasant or painful, and only the day before the poor dear had received a pair of shiny bulldog clips which we tried out on several parts of his body over the course of the day. I even found unexpected pleasure in occasionally repeating exactly the same ‘treat’ from one day to the next (I never wanted him to feel that he had ‘got something over with’ – all punishments and treatments could be repeated in full at whim, sometimes immediately), so just the absence of bulldog clips was a good start to the day in itself.

It was more than just a sense of relief, though: anything sweet-tasting was a true blessing for him because I was beginning to make sure that his daily diet, while perfectly healthy, was becoming increasingly bland and restricted. He pulled out the ‘sweets’, looked down at them in his hand, then looked up at me with such pathetic, hopeful eyes that I simply could not find it in my heart to deny him, so I smiled and said he could pop one in his mouth straight away – but he should be quick, as he had chores to do. He took one of the little parcels, swiftly twisted off a wrapper and popped it straight in his mouth.

At first, he looked a bit puzzled, then a bit alarmed, as he started to recognise the taste. He hated mouth-soaping. I'd used it a couple of times in the early months of our new lifestyle to encourage him not to answer me back. He got to know the taste of various soaps quite well, as he gradually came to terms with the increasingly harsh speech rules I imposed upon him. He would eventually become quite familiar with that sharp, astringent taste.

I made him write a punishment essay about it once, as I was curious to discover what it tasted like. In two thousand heartfelt words, he described to me the initial taste, the way it seems to fill every corner of the mouth and rise up as if through fumes into the nose – all the way to the aftermath with teeth squeaky clean and with the mouth washed of all the body’s natural lubrication, and the hours of indigestion from the soap-suds churning around in his insides. It sounded perfectly dreadful. Thank goodness I shall never experience it.

'Suck it slowly, sweetheart. Make it last.' I advised him kindly, and he knows by now not to ignore my ‘advice’. His face screwed up slightly as he gently sucked away at the melting mass of mineral cleansing agents and perfume. He had taken a pink ‘sweet’, which I had carved from a bar of rose-petal facial soap. The three remaining wrappers were, respectively, green for a pine-fresh toilet soap, blue for a strongly-perfumed lavender bar and silver for the traditional white ivory soap – as they say: not perfumed, not coloured, just cruel.

Eventually he finished his rose petal-scented treat and opened his mouth, panting slightly. He knew better than to ask for a drink of water in these circumstances, so he merely asked whether he should now go and get on with his chores.

'Oh no rush, my little skivvy' I replied. 'Wouldn’t you like another sweety first?'

So of course, he had to ask for another. Politely. Entreatingly. Which I allowed him to have, out of the limitless kindness of my nature. Then I let him get on with his chores and he had the third sweet before lunch and the last just at bedtime, to last him through the night. The next day he had another advent calendar envelope to open and a new surprise for the new day! Such a lucky slave!

Every family’s Christmas is different, but there is surely much that is the same. We exchanged presents, we played games: there was laughter, there were tears. Quite a lot of tears, actually. All in all, it was a memorable, merry time – for me – as it has been every year since.

Just in case you're feeling sorry for my little maid husband let me tell you what he said to me on Christmas Day. I’d been wondering if he had any regrets about our new lifestyle so, as he poured me another glass of Port, I asked him.

‘I got myself into this,’ he answered, ‘I was even stupid enough to go outside our marriage to obtain satisfaction for my sordid desires. It was a mistake. I could never get from anyone else what I get from you because I don't love anyone else and never could. To be treated like dirt, to be frustrated and humiliated by a woman is one thing; to have it done to you by the woman your worship, love and adore, is quite another. Thank you. I will love you forever, more every day, my beautiful wife, my Mistress.'

As a devoted wife, what else could I do but apply myself with a devotion born of love, to providing my soulmate with the life he clearly desperately craved.


Chapter 6 - Using His Rubber Fetish

I had two more presents for my slave, the first of which I knew would drive him crazy with lust. He's always had a fetish for latex clothing and had bought me several items in the past. The surprise I had for him was a full latex maid's outfit, not for me to wear but for him. The outfit included a full and severe, tightly laced, leather corset and gleaming black silk stockings. These were very tightly supported so could be worn without the slightest wrinkle. As I dressed him the heavy smell of rubber filled the room.

Next came some heavy black rubber knee bloomers, these trimmed with large frills below each knee. My little maid was now well aware of the feeling of tightly supported stockings, pulling relentlessly up over his upper thighs as well as the discipline of his new heavy rubber suspender waist and inescapable restrictive corset. After a pause for close adjustment the skin-tight maid's dress in shiny black latex with white trim was pulled into place and zipped up the back. Finally, a delightful pair of Victorian black leather lace up knee boots were pulled on and tightly laced. I had to laugh as I watched him wobble on the four-inch heels. It would be some time before he was comfortable walking in those.

Then it was off to the study for his correction for annoying me with his pathetic expressions of adulation. Bent well over the tall punishment stool, legs kicked very wide apart, the rubber bloomers were pulled up very tightly over his backside and smoothed out so that no slight wrinkle and crease might offer him some protection. He jumped when I patted and smoothed the rubber over his cheeks before dealing him several hard smacks. A most thin and whippy, crook handled, junior Dragon cane was then unwrapped (a present to myself), an implement that soon became my favourite instrument of correction. The rubber bloomers would offer little protection from my lively rod.


Afterwards, with both of us in a most stimulated state, we returned to my dressing room where I had him step into heavily frilled and ankle length additional rubber bloomers and several long petticoats. Then it was into an ankle length and bibbed gleaming thick red rubber apron, the pungent rubber aroma becoming almost overpowering. With a pair of heavy elbow length rubber gloves my maid was ready for duty.


He must have been in considerable discomfort as I set him to work, washing the kitchen floor on his knees then vacuuming right through the house before finally back on his knees to clean both bathrooms. The tight lacing of his corset made it hard to breath, the sexy looking boots were horridly uncomfortable and the all-over latex covering had him sweating before he'd even started. Then the application of the cane over the sting in his buttocks from my earlier application of the cane was a constant reminder of my authority and his precarious position as my servant. 

When he was finished I had him stand in front of me while I explained that this was just a trial, an opportunity for him to glimpse what life as my permanent slave might someday be like. If that was the life he really wanted then he would need to be prepared for many hours of toil dressed for his discomfort and my amusement.

For now though, he could remove the outfit, wash and polish it and put it away. He had a long way to go before I considered him fit to be permanently dressed in his latex uniform.


In bed that night I asked him if he had really meant everything he'd said earlier. I warned him to think carefully before he replied as the repercussions might be far-reaching.


'I love being able to submit to you every day,' he admitted. 'Having a partner that accepts me and loves me for who I am and being able to submit to you, as myself, on my knees serving and worshipping you, is all I need. I feel content and closer to you than ever before, even during the painful parts which, at the time I hate, but afterwards make me want more. I am in awe of your beauty and your cruelty.
I desperately look forward to chances to cum because you control the frequency of my orgasms and I go days or more without them. It gets increasingly frustrating as the days go on but at that moment when you pull the keys out, I get such feelings of excitement I can't describe it! The feeling of the orgasm itself is amazing, even when you ruin it. Maybe even more when you ruin it. It just feels so unfair and so cruel but I can't help loving you and worshipping you for your cruelty.
Whenever I get your approval or praise anytime you’re happy with me or call me a good slave, that always excites me because I know that I’m doing my job and I feel useful in my place as your servant, your property.'

'That's very nice sweetheart,' I smiled as I stroked his hair. 'So nice I've decided to let you have a little Christmas cummies.'

His eyes lit up at that and he started babbling excitedly like a small child.

'Hush now or I'll get annoyed and you'll lose your opportunity. There are conditions attached, just as there should be for a slave. The first of which is that your chastity belt stays on.'

He couldn't understand that at all and I had to laugh at his puzzled and half disappointed look.

'The second condition is that the only stimulation you will have is this,' I held up an anal vibrator. 'I want to see if you can cum just from a prostate massage. I know you've read about them, I've seen your browser history, well now you're going to have the chance to experience one.’

It took a while to get the position of the vibrator just right but, after about thirty minutes of experimentation, I was finally rewarded with a dribble and then a heavy flow of cum from the drain hole of his chastity belt.

Of course, I teased him, saying he must be gay to enjoy anal sex so much. Then I started suggesting that perhaps there was now no need for him or me to ever touch his little cocklet ever again. I knew my words would drive him deep into submissive angst but I wasn't expecting the tears. I kept asking him why he was crying as we snuggled up together but he couldn't tell me. He just said the feelings were too much to bear. He felt humiliated, sexually frustrated, as if he was losing his manhood. But when I asked him if he wanted our experiment in femdom to stop he said no, never.

So, I told him to get out of my bed and go and sleep in the spare room. I had no use for a pathetic cry baby who wasn't man enough to stand up to his pretty wife. I said his tears were annoying me and he was an ungrateful pig after I'd gone to all that trouble to give him some relief for Christmas. He apologised but I just told him to get out of my sight.

He turned back to me at the bedroom doorway and said he loved me. I told him I loved him too and he left. The empowerment of treating him as if he meant nothing to me, knowing that was exactly what he craved had given me such a rush I had to get my own vibrator and bring myself off thinking of my poor hubby all sad and alone in the spare room. Why was that such a turn on for me? It seemed like the more I humiliated David, the bigger the rush. The whole thing was becoming addictive...for us both.


PART 2

Chapter 7 - Trapped

I think 'spellbound' might be a better word than ‘trapped’ to describe my husband's new position. He could have said stop at any time and we would have gone back to living a vanilla life. He could also have just left. I wouldn't really have made him penniless and I think he knew that. He is a well-educated, wealthy, successful, good-looking man. Though he came to hate many aspects of his submission, he could never go back to living a vanilla life and nor, ultimately, could he sate his submissive side if we were not taken into the realms he so hates!

What really matters though is that he loves me more than ever, he displays his affection publicly (and privately!) So, miserable and trapped? No, I don’t think so, 'bewitched' might be another better word to use.

He was getting to worship my body and please me almost every day, and he was genuinely enjoying it when he brought me to a climax, which was often. At first, we still shared the same bed every night and we cuddled intimately and laughed most evenings. He pleased me and I teased him extensively. He told me that his chastity was the ‘sweetest most painful torture imaginable!’ His words. It was painful to be denied and he ached and ached for release, yet he revelled in every moment of the teasing, of being brought to the edge and left in agonising frustration.

More than anything we both recognised that his chastity brought us closer, making him more attentive, desirous of pleasing me, and he glad to serve me most intimately for 2-3 hours or more. Prior to chastity, after coming, he would turn over and go to sleep, now he continued to caress me and tenderly pamper me after I was sated.

In fact, due to this I saw cause to both relax, yet severely intensify his chastity regime. This brought both tears and yet greater intimacy.

During the early days of our first year as Mistress and slave I would usually allow him relief about once a week unless his behaviour failed to match my increasingly high standards. I decided that I wanted him to understand that my sex life was all that mattered to me. His ‘milkings’ were a chore to be carried out infrequently and as quickly as possible with the minimum amount of fuss.

At the given word he would arrive in the lounge wearing one of the silly maid’s outfits complete with piny that I was by then insisting he wear whilst in the house. He would spread a sheet of newspaper on the floor in front of my chair. He would then drop his bloomers and kneel down on the paper. Then just as he'd been taught, he would reach into his dress pocket for the 'safety' pin which he uses to pin the front hem of his skirts and apron up to his neckline, thereby exposing his chastity belt. 


He knew that if he failed to produce the safety pin within 15 seconds of kneeling down, I would automatically cancel the session and his relief would be lost for another 2 or 3 weeks. It was really amusing to see him treat the safety pin as though it were gold, carefully wrapping it in tissue paper after each session, before putting it back into his uniform pocket. I suppose to him it was like a piece of expensive jewellery, for if it got lost, unless I condescended to give him another one he knew it was goodbye to sexual relief.


It is amazing how the most inexpensive item can mean the most to some people isn't it? That small pin was the most important thing that he had and he made every effort to ensure that he didn't forget it when he changed uniforms. 


Once his skirts were safely pinned up out of the way he leaned forward raising his arse in the air saying, 'Please Mistress will you allow your humble servant sexual release?' 

Sometimes I just laughed and said ‘no’ and that would be the end of it. But, provided I'd decided to allow it, I would go around behind him, lift up his skirts and unlock the restrainer that had kept his penis in place. He would then pull off the restrainer and take himself in hand, looking down at the floor as he waited for my instruction to begin. At first it was just myself who would witness this pathetic male's humiliation, but further on in the year I began inviting Carol or Helen to witness his sad little episodes as we called them. 


Once that stage was reached and my permission was given, he had just 60seconds to climax into the plastic cup held by his other hand. Except for the time when Carol stopped him twice so she could answer text messages on her phone, he always made it but I need hardly add that I would not tolerate any time wasting on his part. Once he had climaxed, he would lean forward for me to refasten him into his chastity belt. He would then unpin his skirts, stand up, pull up his bloomers, gather up his equipment, give me and any guests a deep respectful curtsy and go off to another unknown period of frustration. The whole process was quite efficient and when done properly took only 2 minutes of my time.

 

Of course, it is essential that your slave carry out all necessary household chores in your place of residence – and carry them out to your entire satisfaction. However, it is also important that from time to time he is given unnecessary chores (possibly not chores as such, but tasks). There are few things more frustrating for a slave than to have to do difficult things which he is aware are completely useless in themselves, they are being done simply because you wish them to be, it is your whim.

When setting tasks, I started giving him a time limit for the completion of the task. Naturally if he over-ran the time limit, he was punished. Any Mistress, with a little imagination, can make up useless tasks there is really only one rule; ‘The more awkward and humiliating the better’.

From my own experience I can recommend the following:  Make your slave write on the floor, mirror, windows or walls with a lipstick. Dictate the sentences at will. Such phrases as, 'I hope my mistress canes me soon', or 'I wish my Mistress would rub Linnex into my tiny excuse for a penis', etc. Once your slave has written out all the sentences you have dictated set him to work scrubbing them off (I recommend a toothbrush). Of course, you can also grant any wishes your slave has made to you in his lines.

Have your slave pile several large books at one end of the room. He has to carry each one to the other side of the room balanced on his head. If he drops the book he must go back, replace it and start again. When he has all the books in place have him return each one to the side of the room from which they started. That emphasises the futility of what he is doing and must make him boil inside. Of course, he must NEVER show any sign of resentment. That would be quickly punishable. I found this an excellent way to train my maid to walk in heels.

Tasks can also be devised that expose or potentially expose your slave to public. humiliation. For example, being sent shopping for sanitary towels, bras, panties, makeup etc. Make sure your slave uses the same shops over and over so the assistants get to know him and have him ask them stupid questions such as, 'Can I wash these panties by hand?' or 'Will this lipstick smudge?'

To add to his humiliation, I started having him return his purchases and obtain a refund. Alternatively, I would send him on foolish errands for things that don’t actually exist. For example, asking at a dozen or so chemists for red and blue striped condoms, or strawberry flavoured boot polish. Imagine how foolish he felt. Of course, such tasks are best carried out when the shops are busy so your slave has a good audience. (When I sent my slave on such trips, I was often in the shop myself but he had orders not to recognise me).

I also started making my pussy husband, do all of our yard work. My home is on a half-acre lot, mostly in the back. I had a gardener coming in but only twice a month so naturally my slave had to take up the slack, doing jobs like mowing the lawn using an old manual mower. It was Carol's idea that I make the poor sissy wear hot itchy wool outfits to do it. For lawn mowing he now wears a thick pink mohair body suit  (think of a dancer’s leotard in wool), with matching wool legwarmers, and thick woollen mittens on his hands. I tie his hands to the handle bar of the mower and also tie his ankles together so he can only take small mincing steps. To add an element of teasing I remove his chastity belt. There is a button fly on the body suit so I can unbutton the fly and pull out the his little things, tie coarse string around them, pull the string between his legs and fasten it to a ten pound metal weight so he has to drag it with his wee-wee as he mows the lawn. And just to make sure he stays focused on his work, I make him wear a thick Icelandic wool balaclava with small eye openings so he can only see what is right in front of him.
I and my friends can sit on the screened -in porch relaxing while my pathetic slave mows the lawn. It takes him over 3 hours with the old small mower to mow the lawn and I have to say it is quite amusing to watch the sissy struggle with pulling the heavy weight between his legs.
The, when he is done mowing, he gets to use a very small rake to rake up and bag all the cut grass.


Chapter 8 - Punishments & Chores

The concept of a naughty subby having to take a guess at what punishment he is due, with significant consequences for guessing low, was suggested to me by Helen and it has given me much enjoyment.

One little twist I added about six months into our first year as Mistress and slave was to allow David to set the parameters of his punishment. I believed that if he himself took some responsibility for determining the consequences of his behaviour, it would focus his mind more closely upon the sins he had committed. So, for example, following some moderate failing on his part, such as… hanging my ironed blouses in a different order from the way I like them, then I might inform him that a caning was due. Not the worst error perhaps, but imagine how cross I would be if I reached into the cupboard without looking carefully and pulled out a different garment from the one I was expecting, just because my lazy maid had not bothered to check the sequence!

David would then sit down and write a short essay – no more than 2000 words, say – on the importance of good order in domestic chores, or perhaps more philosophically on why he seemed unable to carry out even the simplest tasks adequately. Then he would bring me the essay, for me to check or to discard as the mood took me.

Then I would ask him to suggest an appropriate number of strokes. I placed the cane on my desk, in full sight, to help him concentrate and I placed as well a piece of paper on the reverse side of which I had previously written my own estimate of the appropriate punishment. Then he had to request whatever number he thought suitable. How many strokes my pathetic little servant dogsbody? Hmm?

I gave him time to decide. He was usually shaking in fear at this point, so I was in no hurry to move on; it had become one of my favourite times of the day. But he had to choose, asking me politely for the number of strokes that, in his considered opinion, he deserved.

There was a bit of a twist. Once he had announced his own punishment, I turned over the card, so we could compare our estimates. I did not cheat; my own number was written there clearly. If we agree, then that was how many strokes he would receive, and we proceed to that stage of the process.

If he should have chosen more than I awarded… well, after he had so long to carefully consider the matter, who was I to argue?

‘You want 18 strokes, sweety? Do you know, I was planning on only 12? Oh well… I suppose I could manage an extra six without too much difficulty if that’s what you really want. Let’s get you bent over.'

But if he should choose a lighter punishment than I had envisaged… well, that was a more serious matter, as I think you will agree. Obviously, in those circumstances the little worm had utterly failed to appreciate the seriousness of the situation, or to empathise sufficiently with the trouble to which he put me with his thoughtless approach to hanging my blouses. My estimate prevailed – obviously – and to it, we would add three times the difference between the estimates. Thus, if I had chosen 12 strokes and he estimated merely eight, he received my 12 plus three times four, for another 12, making 24 in all.

In practice, I tended not to choose such nice even numbers, as I did not think the challenge should be made too simple. I might choose 11, or 15 or 23, for example.

The scoring was thoroughly asymmetric. Quite deliberately. If he over-estimated how many strokes he needed, well that was unpleasant for him as he could have had fewer but no real harm is done and possibly some good. Underestimating, though, required immediate correction, so the three-times multiple was very fair.

It did admittedly put him in the difficult situation of having quite a strong incentive to go high rather than low. He knew very well that the three-times rule could lead to a breathtakingly agonising experience. Once, for example, he completely misunderstood my mood and decided he deserved eight strokes when I had him down for 25. So, after a little practice with the 17-times table, he received 25 plus 51 = 76 strokes! He was quite dehydrated from crying when I had finished, but of course I let him have some water as soon as he had finished the post-caning corner time and the few chores he was yet to complete.

As you can see, although I had gone from a very debilitating fear of hurting my slave husband to actually enjoying thrashing him severely. Terrified of repeating an experience like the one above he dared not choose too low a number! On occasion, I had him down for a mere four stroke reminder and the silly boy asked for 18 – which of course, I was obliged to hand out. The look on his face when I turned over the card in such situations was a treat, it really was! And of course, in such circumstances, I would always pause after stroke number four to remind him that, if it were up to me, that would be the end of the unpleasantness. But as he asked so nicely, there were still 14 to go! By special request, so to speak.

Towards the end of our first year I developed the habit of putting my husband into nappies at times. This was a pragmatic necessity if ever I gave him a really early bedtime, as I sometimes did when going out for the evening or having friends around. Six pm to six am is a long time for a man, even one who had become a slave with no rights, to endure without a trip to the bathroom. As a visit to the actual bathroom was obviously impossible with all four limbs strapped down, other methods had to be found. Hence the nappies. He was not, under any circumstances, permitted to do anything other than a ‘wee’ in his nappy. If he did… something else, the punishment would have been simple: the filthy nappy would have gone on his head and remained there for the duration of a severe caning. But peeing was allowed: indeed encouraged, as I liked him to feel the soaking wet padding all night.

That was a bit of a problem for me at first. Like many adults, which he notionally and legally still was, he had some inhibitions about ‘wetting himself’. Of course, he always did eventually but I didn’t like the idea of him lying there warm, snug and dry, even with a steady build-up of pressure. A couple of pints of water (or better still my own pee that I had saved up for him during the day) at bedtime helped, of course, but, unless I remembered to make him drink them a couple of hours before he went downstairs, he still had a chance of getting to sleep in a dry nappy, thus frustrating my plans for his discomfort and humiliation. And I cannot abide being frustrated.

So, one evening I took matters into my own hands, so to speak, and peed in his nappy myself. After strapping him to the metal cot he was now sleeping on in the basement laundry room, I pulled the rubber covering back and just let go. This caused me a surprising amount of pleasure, both at the time and later, thinking about him lying there, not merely in a urine-soaked nappy, but one saturated with his Mistress's urine. So, I developed a habit of placing the new nappy in a plastic bucket, folding it out, peeing copiously on it and then (with rubber gloves on) fastening the vile thing around him and pulling up his rubber pants before popping the rubber covers on and saying goodnight.

I was busily engaged in this one evening with him  already secured to his cot by the wrists but his ankles were still free so I could dress him – the nappy folds around of course, but as I mentioned, I used one or more layers of rubber pants that needed to go up over the legs. I had just finished peeing when I heard the doorbell ring.  So, I quickly finished what I was doing, and hurried upstairs. It was Carol calling on her way home from shopping.

We went to the kitchen and I made us a G&T, before we settled down in front of the TV. I must have been there about half an hour, before I suddenly remembered with a shock what I had been doing, before I was so nicely interrupted. I went back downstairs, to the laundry room – where everything was, unsurprisingly given his restrained condition, just as I had left it. I put the rubber gloves on, hoicked the sodden mass out of the bucket, instructed my husband to raise his bottom up, slipped it under, then made him lower himself and started fastening up the front.

Immediately, I noticed him gasp and his nose wrinkle with disgust.

'Something not to your liking, slave?' I asked.

'It’s… it’s quite cold, Mistress,' he explained.

And so of course it was. I like to keep my maid's room (it’s not really ‘his’ of course – nothing is – but it is a room that befits his new status) unheated and, it being winter time, the urine which had left me in a hot stream was by then quite cold. How awful and clammy that must have felt! Hard to imagine, of course, as such a thing will never happen to me. But I expect everyone has had to pull on some clothes that are still wet, at one point or another in their lives, and it is not a pleasant feeling. How much less pleasant to pull on not merely some rather damp cotton panties, but instead a soaking wet, stone-cold sodden nappy that is saturated; not with pure clear water but with smelly, pungent urine! Someone else’s cold, pungent urine.

I gave a smile of more than usual delight and encouragement as I snapped the two rubber coverings in place. Then I secured his ankles, switched off the light and went back upstairs to enjoy the evening with my friend, gently humming a happy tune I'd heard on the radio earlier in the day.

It was a new delight to discover that my maid's bedtimes could be made still less pleasant by the simple device of slowing things down, of taking a little more time, for things to cool down. Surprisingly, the experience of having his lower regions encased in his Mistress' cold pee while unable, after drinking two pints of it, to get the taste of that same pee out of his mouth, was a profound one for my poor husband too. When I questioned him about it afterwards, he said it put him in a dream-like state where he felt at once degraded and worthless and yet privileged to be so owned by the Mistress he loved and adored more than he could possibly put into words. Silly boy!


Chapter 9 - Humiliation

Humiliation adds the 'foam' to the top of the beer, the 'bubbles' in the Champaign of domination; it is the much needed 'attention to details' that makes all the difference. Just 'those little extras' that grab your subs' mind and throws them into sub-land. It is nothing more than embarrassing him to put it simply. Making him do things he would not normally do. For example, you can gag your sub, or you can 'panty gag' your sub. The latter will get more of his attention. You could go a step further and 'WET panty gag' him and I am sure his locked away cocklet will try its best to grow inside the tight confines of its prison.


You should from time to time give him corner time or some other sort of abuse to humiliate him and get him in the mood before you start a session and also after a session as a cool down period. Before or after a caning or tawsing is good, maybe hands tied behind his back, gagged with your dirty panties and in the corner for a few moments to get him ready or let him cool down.


If not corner-time or time-out, I would sometimes just tie him somewhere, maybe hog-tied for a few moments or maybe just a simple collaring to the wall in the basement. If I selected corner-time, I would pull the sissy panties he was by then forced to wear down to his knees like the sissy he was and add some verbal humiliation, so then his shiny chastity belt was exposed, on display, humiliating as he stood there sucking on my panties.


I would use this cool down period to maybe attach a new diaper on him or select panties and something for him to wear after a hot session, maybe some big pink granny panties with ruffles. I never just ended a session with me or, much less often, him cumming and go back to normal... so wrong... so mechanical. It's not about orgasms to a sissy. They want to pamper and service you while you humiliate them.


One rule I adopted was that Sissy David, as I was then referring to him, will sleep in panties and a nightie until morning, no exceptions. Rather than buy new items, items that would fit properly, I forced him to make do with my caste offs. It's the little things that drive them into submissiveness and remind them that they are your property, your play thing. Lying in his lonely little bed, dressed in my old worn out nightie, panties and bed socks together with an old fashioned woollen bed cardigan I found in a charity shop he had lots of time to ponder on his fate and imagine his Mistress enjoying a glass of wine and a movie, perhaps with friends, before retiring to her large comfortable bed. 

You have no idea how much these little things invade your subs mind and make him focus on the fact that you are his Mistress and you control him in every respect. He is your sissy, your sub, your bitch.


So, without the "foam and bubbles" you may satisfy his thirst, but not his hunger for being dominated. But, remember, humiliation is just one of the tools you have to dominate your sub, there are so many other ways. You just mix and match what tool or tools you use on him to suit your mood.

For example, one time he complained about his basement room being very cold so I decided my maid would spend the day locked in his large slut cage, helpless and gagged. This is a large mesh cage modified for my sissy. It would be a long, very long day. He would be zipped tightly into a latex sleep sac with integral full-face hood. No holes to see through, just two tiny nose holes for breathing. If anyone dropped by, I'd show them my poor slave locked inside the cage, trussed up and sweating copiously inside the heavy layers of rubber, inflatable gag muffling his squeals as a tens unit delivers electric shocks of varying strength and at varying schedules to his poor little caged clitty.

His desperate muffled pleading was to no avail as neither I nor Carol or Helen, who both, by prior arrangement, visited me that day, were interested in feeling the slightest bit sorry for him. This was the life he'd asked for, the life he'd dreamed of, the life he'd begged me to enforce on him without mercy as compensation for how he'd cheated on me. It was not my fault if he was finding that he may have bitten off more than he could chew.

Anyway, we had such a laugh drinking wine and playing with the tens unit, making him wrench madly at his bonds as he screamed out his desperate pleas for mercy that we resolved to repeat the experience regularly. The poor dear had no way to tell who was shocking him at any given moment so he just had to guess who to plead with. Not that we could make out what he was saying anyway through his gag.

He was so exhausted when we finally tired of our game that I left him there for the night, still trussed up in that uncomfortable hog tie. After the girls left, I stroked his head for a while through the bars of his cage and asked him if he still wanted to complain about the temperature in his room. He was crying, sobbing in relief probably, so to make sure he would not get too comfortable, I set the timer on the tens unit at fifteen-minute intervals with random power up to number eight and left him to enjoy a warm comfortable night in my huge king-sized bed.

He was in a state next morning but clearly in awe of me and even more desperate than he normally would be to please me. He begged me not to put him back in the cage but I told him to shut up. His needs or desires where of no interest to me or my friends. If we wanted to amuse ourselves at his expense then that's exactly what we would do, whenever or however we pleased. As far as I was concerned, he should be proud to be of use to me but, I it was a problem for him then he could call a halt and we would go back to our former vanilla lifestyle. That changed his mind quickly and, at my suggestion, he spent an hour writing a thank you letter to Carol and Helen, inviting them to please torture him again whenever they felt like it.

I soon learned that the humiliation my husband craved did not necessarily have to involve pain. The intensity of humiliation that can be achieved by feminising your slave is as painful for him as any serious physical torture. So, for a sadist it is another avenue to inflict pain and get pleasure. Of course, it turns him on but it also leaves him utterly frightened and subjugated to suffer such intense humiliation and, unlike a session of physically hurting him which cannot actually last that long, little girl humiliation could last literally all day!  Which is where I got the idea of the schoolgirl thing.

Dressing your submissive as a female, whether that be a maid, a school girl or whatever, can be a very effective way of bringing out his submissiveness and forcing him to accept his place in the new hierarchy in your home. To take it a stage further you can start making him act girly and feminine. Be aware though that this is a massive step for any man to take. The humiliation is extremely intense for them so you need to time it carefully, gauging his readiness and then enforcing your requirements ruthlessly. The worst thing you can do is to back down or go soft on him.

To help David feel more feminine I decided we should have a little role reversal. I wanted him dressed as my maid, on his back, secured with legs in the air so that I could fuck him.

To encourage his cooperation, I promised him a hand job. After four weeks of chastity he was more than ready to jump through whatever hoops necessary to empty his swollen blue balls.

I tied his wrists to the metal frame of his bed, leaving his legs free so that I could get between them to pull down his panties I placed a pillow under his back, so that his ass was elevated in the air. Again, he didn't question any of this, because he was so focused on getting that hand job.


I unlocked and removed his chastity belt dribbled some lube onto his cock, and began to very lightly stroke it. His eyes immediately went into the back of his head in pleasure. As I was stroking his cock, I began to remove my robe, which concealed a strap-on dildo. Still oblivious as to what was about to happen, he began to moan in pleasure as I increased the strokes on his cock. I did this purposely so that he would be distracted enough to put her plan into action.


I had chosen a 6" strap-on for this occasion, one that wasn't too wide. I wanted to able to slide it in him without too much of a resistance or effort from me, so I could concentrate more on verbal humiliation than trying to get the dildo in. 


With my slut maid still distracted by the hand job, I applied lots of lube to the dildo before leaning forward so that my face was inches away from his face. Still stroking his cock with one hand, I placed the dildo against his asshole and waited for the right time. Overcome by pleasure, he still hadn't noticed what was happening. I increased the strokes on his cock, and then began to slowly push my hips forward. The head of the strap-on was now putting pressure against his asshole. I leaned down and began to kiss him passionately, as I applied more and more pressure to the strap-on with my hips. I could tell by his facial expressions that he knew something wasn't right, but I continued to kiss him passionately, so he wouldn't try to object. Applying more pressure to the strap-on, I felt it penetrate him. 


I wanted David to feel every inch of it as I took his manhood away from him for good. 


‘Do you feel that cock sliding in your ass?’ I asked him.


‘Huuuuuuhhhhhhhhhhhh? What….what are you doing?’ he gasped as the strap-on penetrated.


I slowed down the strokes on his cock, so that he could feel the violation of his ass.


"Whaaaaaaaa........" He tried to speak, but I just continued to kiss him and stuck my tongue down his throat, so he couldn't speak.


Relentlessly, I applied more pressure to the strap-on, and he really began to squirm as it went in deeper. Finally, I broke the kiss, and stopped stroking his cock. He began turning his face from side-to-side on the pillow as he tried to fight the onslaught of his ass.


Taking both of my hands I held his face straight, so that I could look into his eyes as I violated his ass.


‘Look at me,’ I ordered. ‘Don't try and fight it. It will only make it worse.’ I warned.


‘You feel that cock sliding inside of you?’ I asked


‘Why are you doing this to me.......’ He asked as he squirmed


‘Because you need this!’ I replied


‘You need to be fucked, so that you can really understand your place in our relationship. You have needed this for a long-time baby, you just didn't realize it.’ I cooed as I drove the strap-on on in all the way.


‘Owwwwwww....Ahhhhhhh..........’ he moaned


‘Thaaaaaaaat's it baby! It's all the way in now!’


‘Please stop........ he moaned.


‘Shhhhhhhhhhhh............Just try and relax......’ I replied as I began to slowly fuck his ass. I used slow, methodical strokes as I fucked him, so that he could feel every inch of my cock. All the while, I kept her hands around his face, so that I could look into his eyes the whole time. This was a very important stage and I knew I needed to dominate his mind as well.


He was breathing heavily and really pulling hard at the restraints around his hands so I began stroking his cock again.


‘I wasn't lying when I said you were getting a hand job.’ I teased. ‘How does it feel to be fucked baby? To be treated like the little slut you are. I fucking own you, you little whore, you little prick tease. Swanning around in your little girly maid’s outfit, mincing in those sexy heels, you’ve been asking to get fucked, haven’t you? Well now you’re getting what you deserve.’


‘Please Mistress,’ he moaned.


‘ Please Mistress,’ I mimicked before removing my hand from his rock-hard cock to slap him across the face hard. ‘You’re a worthless little slut! Say it!’ I ordered. ’Say that you are a worthless little slut and you love getting fucked by your Mistress!’ I ordered


He didn't respond as he tried to hold on to any kind of manhood he had left. His thighs were now quivering as I drove the strap-on in and out of his ass.


I could tell that he was slowly accepting his fate. Any form of resistance was slowly fading from him with every stroke of the strap-on. After a relentless 20 minutes of fucking, he began to whimper, and then began to cry.


‘That’s it......... Let it go!’ I encouraged! ‘Let that macho attitude go, and tell me what I need to hear!’


‘I..... sniff, sniff.....am a worthless little slut and I loved getting fucked by you!’ he finally broke down and said it. I laughed as I watched his cock bobbing and weaving in the air, erupting with pent up lust. My little maid was cumming like a girl, with my cock in her ass. 


I leaned in to spit in his face as I drove the strap-on as deep as it could go! 


‘Now you are mine!!!!!! and so is your ASS,’ I cooed. ‘Welcome to your new life sissy!’


Chapter 10 - True Feminisation

My little sissy was very turned on when I dressed him as a schoolgirl for the first time but, as you'll see, there was to be far more to it than either of us expected. Some parts were difficult for both of us but eventually it became a regular scenario for us during which he wore a uniform of pleated grey short skirt, white blouse and school-tie, grey V-neck jumper, flesh coloured tights, little white socks and girl's strap-over school shoes. I always wore something comfortable and matronly, a wool dress or similar. Far more effective I think than cliché dominance outfits or black leather or anything like that.

I would set school hours; usually 9 a.m. to 10 p.m. School took place in our dining room which had the best atmosphere; wood panels and an old fireplace. He sat at a wooden ‘desk’ (actually a table) on a wooden stool with no back. We had a camera on a tripod monitoring him. My large desk was our dining table. I had a comfortable leather chair facing him. The day would begin with a nursery rhyme, him singing and performing the actions to it alone, unaccompanied either by me or any music, which always made him blush terribly.

The first time I showed the recording of his humiliation to Carol and Helen they could not breath for laughing. After that they would both insist on a live performance every time they visited me, much to my hapless little schoolgirl's shame and embarrassment. Obviously, he didn't dare refuse as they each had video copies of his little show and were always quick to remind him of the consequences should he prove uncooperative.

Schoolwork varied according to my devilish mind and ideas. Sometimes I just gave him lines to write. I didn’t announce a number. I wrote the line myself to see how many I could complete in a minute or two. Then I'd write a number down and put it in a brown envelope. That was his target. Then I'd announce a time to him which varied between 2 and 5 hours. The target was a simple calculation based on how long he’d got divided by how long the line took me to write. I loved his facial expression when I announced the time. Sometimes he was relieved at a mere two hours of line writing. Imagine that, a grown man being relieved that his wife is only making him write pointless lines for two hours instead of five! But other times he’d be crushed by my favourite of a full five hours.

There’s a ticking clock in our hall, next to the dining room and that would be the only sound as he wrote away. The boredom for him was terrible and mixed with the anxiety of so much of his time being frittered away pointlessly, produced what he described to me as an overwhelming feeling of hopeless subjugation to me, his Mistress and author of his torture.

I would sit and read the Telegraph, a magazine or my book. I'd get up now and then and peer over his shoulder. I'd adjust the camera so that it zoomed in on his face. I could watch him on my phone from anywhere in the house or even when I went out. I'd go to the kitchen and make myself a coffee and a slice of cake then eat it at my desk.

I'd begun keeping him on a strict diet 24/7 and this really brought out the sadist in me. I adored the contrast; wine for me, water for him, fish for me, lettuce for him, dessert for me, fruit for him. I didn’t starve him, of course. He got his full share of calories, greens, protein and vitamins even if it consisted, as it often did, of my leftovers served in a doggy bowl. Getting his weight down and keeping it there was another manifestation of the complete control I exercised over him at all times, but it was also because I wanted him to look smaller, weaker and more girly. He was quite a big guy to begin with but, his strictly enforced diet coupled with the ever smaller and tighter girdles and basques I was making him wear, soon reduced him to a more suitable size and shape.

At about 10 o’clock I'd glance over his shoulder again. He had to number every line so I could see where he was up to. I would utter a muffled ‘tut’ to imply he was behind schedule. I could see his hand and arm were aching already. It was boring watching, never mind having to do it. Whenever I left the dining room, he knew the camera lens was monitoring him for me. I could check up on him from anywhere in the house or even the garden. On several occasions I even went out for tea or a drink with Carol, Helen or both and we'd giggle as we watched our little schoolgirl on my phone, toiling away in misery.

Five hours is a long time to fill; I often took a long leisurely bath, or watched whatever box set I had on the go, or made a couple of calls. If Helen or Carol were visiting me, they would usually ask if they could watch him writing his lines for a while. His embarrassment was enormous as they slowly walked around him, pausing to look over his shoulder at what he was writing. Helen is the one my sissy husband feared most as she would think nothing of picking up the sissy's work, tearing the pages in half in front of him and throwing them in the bin. The hapless schoolgirl knew that this would not be considered by me to be an excuse for not reaching his target.

On other occasions I called him out of the school room to serve us tea or whatever else we required. Again, of course, such additional tasks would not be allowed for when his performance was reviewed at the end of the day.

I often got so horny at these times, thinking of my poor husband sat writing lines while the clock slowly ticked, that I had to retire to my room and make use of my vibrator. Or, if I was feeling especially wicked, I'd take the vibrator into the school room with me and enjoy an uninhibited and very vocal orgasm right there in front of him. Can you imagine the power rush from that?

At 2.15 p.m., it would be time for his lunch. A doggy bowl with my cold leftovers in it mixed, if he was very lucky, with some of my spit. He would chew it mechanically while I checked his lines for accuracy, neatness and blotches. Pages and pages of neatly repeated lines.

I would announce his total, having deducted those I deemed unsatisfactory and then double that number as a ‘fine’ for sloppy work. Sometimes I would manipulate his total on purpose but mostly I was fair. If he’d reached the target I set, fine. I simply ripped up his work and threw it in the bin. But when he failed, there was hell to pay.

To my surprise I found that I actually quite enjoyed giving a good caning within our school ‘scenario’. It was about embarrassing him mainly, and the ritual, and I’d learned to hit quite a bit harder as we’d progressed. Sometimes I caned him there and then. Other times I left his punishment hanging over him.

After lunch, it was exercise time. Twenty minutes of energetic indoor exercises; star-jumps, crunches, press-ups, running on the spot, lunges, etc. I used a training app to set various work-outs for him, ladies’ workouts of course, in his gym uniform. This was actually an old leotard of mine complete with leggings and socks.

Then it would be time for the showers. He had to strip down and it always struck me as funny how a role play could make it embarrassing for him to undress even though I’d obviously seen him naked many times before. I'd watch him stand and wash under a cold shower until he shivered uncontrollably.

Then, after he'd dried and dressed back in his schoolgirl uniform it was time for afternoon lessons. Four more hours, 3 to 7 p.m. This time it was supposedly to help his retentive memory. I might choose a poem or page of a book or play. But often I'd just tear a page out of the local phone directory. He had 2 hours to memorize it all perfectly. Impossible, of course.

Yet again I'd leave him to it, under the camera’s watchful lens. During the summer I’d sunbathe in the garden. I don’t like hot sun but nothing beats a book and a glass or two of chilled rose in the warm shade. At 5 o’clock I'd come in to test him on progress so far. I'd make him stand on his stool to recite what he knew, applying my leather tawse to the backs of his legs as encouragement.

By 7 p.m. he was always exhausted but exhilarated; the daytime part of his school day was almost over and it was time for his supper. More leftovers, this time often swimming in my golden nectar. I'd hover over him while he leaned forward on his knees, hands clasped behind his back and slurped it all up. He knew he must show enthusiasm for the meal I'd so generously prepared for him, or else! Then, when he had licked the bowl clean he had to thank me sincerely for my kindness.

Before homework, it would be time for that caning he'd earned earlier, if I hadn't already given it to him. Sometimes, when I'd caned him earlier, I'd pretend to forget and cane him again. Of course, if he dared argue, I'd award extra strokes for impertinence. He would drop his tights and panties and bend over his own desk. I'd flick his skirt up with the tip of the cane. We have several but I preferred the light, whippy one as it left less bruises. Not that I had any concerns about his discomfort but rather because I could go on caning him for longer (a little tip I got from the dominatrix).

I always required him to count and thank me after each stroke. When I’d finished, and his cheeks were good and red, he would stand up and tearfully thank me again. Although we didn’t say it, we both knew he was actually thanking me for dominating him, not just for the actual caning itself.

He told me that being caned by me, although hatefully painful at the time, always put him in a submissive head space from which he adored me and felt completely in awe of my power over him. For my part, after my initial reluctance, the act of punishing my slave heartlessly, especially when, as was mostly the case, such punishment was uncalled for, unfairly awarded and uncaringly administered, became seriously addictive to the point where I worried I might be completely unable to give it up if our trial relationship proved unsuccessful.

His evening homework was usually an essay. He had to sit uncomfortably on the hard stool and write in his essay book. The topic varied according to my mood; “Five reasons why kissing my wife’s bottom is all I’m good for” or, ''Why my wife's shoes are far more valuable than I am,'' or perhaps ''I am a pathetic excuse for a man and do not deserve to kiss the ground my Mistress walks on''. That kind of thing. I always judged it seriously. He’s intelligent and successful so I expected a very well-reasoned argument.

I would dine at the table while he wrote; foods he was now denied. Delicious suppers made with what I knew were his favourite ingredients; the scent wafting over. Wine and sparkling water to accompany my meal. I would prop up my i-pad and watch some femdom porn while I ate, feeling my own sexual tension building. I was always properly horny near the end of a scenario. So much had changed and for the better as far as I was concerned.

He had strict break times at school to pee, so if he had to ask during a study period it meant he really needed to go. I would say no, firmly and without even considering his request. Ten minutes later, he'd be squirming on his stool, putting his hand in the air and asking again.

‘What now?’ I'd say.

'Please Mistress, I need to … pee, Miss.' I would thrill to hear the shame in the girly voice he had to use.

Eventually I'd escort her by the earlobe to our cloakroom toilet where he would drop his tights and panties and sit to pee through the little hole in his chastity belt. When he'd look me in the eyes it was a moment of intense closeness for us, weird as that may sound. It was a symbol of how totally open we had become with each other now. While he sat there, I'd lecture him on what I expected; obedience and decorum. Control. No noise.

At bedtime he was allowed another shower, a hot one this time as he needed to use a razor and hair removal cream. On Helen's advice I'd decided to keep him completely hairless from his head downwards. If he performed his routine quickly with the minimum of fuss I might allow him a mug of hot milk and a biscuit, to be consumed sitting on the floor at my feet wearing my old cast off pink nightie, slippers and dressing gown On ‘school nights’ he was allowed to sleep in our third bedroom in a single bed. I'd turn out the light at exactly 10 p.m. The scenario was over, but he knew that her day may not be.

Around 11 p.m., after some TV or whatever, I would undress in my large luxurious bedroom and slip on a nightdress. Occasionally I'd simply turn out the light and go to sleep. But if I was in the mood, which I mostly was, I'd slip into my little schoolgirl's room. I never touched his caged cock. I'd simply clamber onto his face in the dark. I was always already three quarters there from the day’s activity. His tongue got to work. My first orgasm might take a minute if I could manage to draw it out that long. My next even less time. It would only be after three or four that things might slow down. Then I'd slip out of her room and leave him to toss and turn in the narrow bed.


Part 3

Chapter 11 - Permanent FLR

When the first year was up, there was no question, we both wanted more. We even said we wished we had started earlier. But the time had not been right; now it was. I’d had a full year to think about exactly where we would go from here and I could not wait to put my plan into action.

David had been toying with the idea of taking early retirement for a couple of years, so that was the first step. I was no longer satisfied with a part-time slave, I wanted him available to serve and amuse me 24/7. Once that was taken care of I promised David a little celebration to mark the end of our first year of Femdom and our mutual commitment to make it permanent. I had decided to allow my slave an orgasm. I'd deliberately kept him chaste for the previous eight weeks and teased him relentlessly. So, when the time came and I announced my intention to allow him relief, he was very excited.

This was not to be a return to our vanilla habits though, but rather an indication of what was to come. During our previous year David’s orgasms had gradually reduced in frequency and in quality. He'd come to accept that the most he could hope for, if his behaviour was deemed by me to have been impeccable recently, was to be allowed to jerk himself off quickly over the toilet. For our one-year anniversary I wanted to do something special.

I had him dressed in his schoolgirl attire but with the addition of a blonde wig with pigtails and makeup (expertly applied by a very amused Helen). His chastity belt had been removed earlier whilst he was taking a cold shower. After hair removal a liberal application of deep heat to his groin had served to cool his ardour until we could begin. He had to kneel on the coffee table while I relaxed on the couch with a chilled glass of wine. Naturally both Carol and Helen took up positions either side of me, crossing and uncrossing their stockinged legs teasingly, staring at my poor slave with expressions of contempt.

After reinforcing my authority and having my hapless schoolgirl husband promise repeatedly that he was my property to do with as I pleased, he was allowed to lift the front of his skirt with one hand and rub the front of his panties with the other. Carol kept shouting at him to get his head up and, each time he did, she spat in his face. Helen soon joined in, yelling at my hapless slave, calling him a pathetic sissy faggot as she too spat in his face. She kept shouting at him to open his mouth wider then aiming gobs of her spit between his lips.

I just sat, smiling at my husband's degradation, my chin resting in my upturned palm, elbow on the knee of my crossed legs. I knew he couldn't possibly last long and sure enough he soon began thrusting his hips desperately. Carol immediately slapped his hand away and we all laughed as he cried out in frustration at his ruined orgasm.

Even before he'd finished Helen had him by the ear, marching him back to the bathroom for another cold shower. Then, chastity belt refitted, he was marched naked to the back door and thrown outside onto the patio where it was raining heavily. For nearly two hours we sat laughing and chatting and occasionally glancing at the poor dear as he just sat there looking at us through the French doors.

Once the girls left, I let him back inside, he had a hot shower and we went to bed. I've no idea how many times I came, bucking and screaming on his devoted tongue before I finally sent him to spend another lonely night in his room. He begged me to let him stay with me in my bed but I told him that would now be neither possible nor desirable, we were beyond that now. Eventually I let him kiss my feet and tell me he loved me more now than ever before he slunk quietly away.

I had always been happy. I just never knew how happy I could be. I had insecurities. But becoming dominant – feeling truly dominant, rather than just acting it – has done so much for my confidence. I now knew my husband 100 percent loved me whereas previously I’d sometimes had those tiny voices in my head. His job now was to go on convincing me every day of his love and devotion, through his obedience and by enduring the humiliations and frustrations I so kindly devised for him. My job was to be the wife he needed and wanted me to be. To frustrate, humiliate and mistreat him. To be a bitch and enjoy it.

The next day was very important to my plan. I wanted to establish our roles and responsibilities firmly and permanently. My husband had given me absolute power over him and our relationship and I had no intention of disappointing him by not abusing it.

I made him go to the bedroom and strip, he was left there to stand and think about what he had agreed to for what must have seemed like hours. Eventually I entered the room and handed him a conservative maid’s uniform complete with underwear. Once he was fully dressed, he started to ask questions which made me angry so I had him bend over and touch his toes whilst I lifted the back of his uniform and spanked him very hard with my hairbrush until his bottom was red raw.

'It seems I married a sissy who thinks he can use women to act out his pathetic perverted desires. Well I have news for you sissy, you are the one is going to be used. I have decided I longer require a husband. What I need is a maid, a servant; well a slave really. I am prepared to consider you for the position but you must prove to me how much you want it.’

‘I do want it, I….’ he smiled shyly.

‘Shut up this instant!’ I yelled at him. ‘You do not speak without permission, you do not move without permission, you do not even fucking breath without my permission! Is that clear?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

With that, gave his very sore bottom another hiding before leaving him stood facing the wall, hands on his head, knickers around his ankles and nose pressing a pair of my worn panties against the wall. About an hour later I came back into the room, took out my mobile phone and, having snapped several pictures of him in his embarrassing predicament, I proceeded to make a call to a local beauty salon.

'Hi Laura, it's Charlotte, can you fit in a special appointment for me? It seems my husband has desires to see how we girls keep ourselves beautiful for men... I know! I had no idea but would you mind?'


I drove him to the salon, still wearing his maid’s uniform and instructed him what to say to the receptionist. 

'I would like a full body wax, eyebrow shape, pedicure and manicure please,' he whispered to the amused receptionist in the full waiting room.

'Sorry can you repeat that I didn't quite hear,' she smirked and he was made to repeat it louder so everyone could hear before taking a seat, red faced.

When he was called into a back room, Laura had a nice surprise for my deeply embarrassed husband. 'We have a couple of students today; would you mind if they watched so they can learn?'

Before he could mumble an answer, I happily agreed so he had to strip to his lingerie which was then removed for the painful process of having all his body hair removed. his eyebrows were shaped, ears pierced and his finger and toenails were painted a bright red colour.


'Please, no more embarrassment!' he pleaded. 

'Are you kidding?' I asked, "This is just to get you ready for work sissy boy. I haven't even started on you yet!'

Back at home he was dressed in a wig and I applied some make up to his face before snapping several photos of him posing for the camera.

'Now to send these pictures to Helen and Carol for safe keeping. We'll take more as we progress with your training.'


Chapter 12 - Be Sure of What You Want

Think carefully, those of you who fantasise about becoming a maid. Forget the dressing up in a pretty dress. Think of the reality. My former husband does ALL our housework as well as the laundry and most of the cooking. On top of that he is loaned out like a convenience to friends who make selfish use of his devotion to me to have their own homes cleaned and tidied. In my household, everything is ironed after being washed, including towels and linen! And every single day he has to sweep clean the kitchen floor, and we have a large kitchen, using a brush and pan; then he has to scrub it with a hand scrub brush, before he finishes it with a mop. All the bench tops have to be cleaned daily, the stove, microwave… and all bathrooms and toilets…

It takes a very special person to cope with this level of submission all the time, and not just ‘when you are in the mood’. David asked to be strictly controlled and disciplined and for rules to be put in place. When this aspect of his persona was not being addressed, he was so unhappy he had to go to another woman, a professional, a woman who did not love him and whom he did not love. That made me unhappy so neither of us were in a good place. Once I'd accepted his needs I found, to my surprise that I was naturally wanting to be in control. I have always liked things to be done MY WAY! I had also been strictly raised in my childhood, which lead me to want to be in control. I made it clear, if we were to take this trajectory, I would seriously be in total control, I wasn’t prepared to ‘play games’.

Our regime started gently, but it developed quite rapidly. I quickly started to feel very comfortable in my role, saw the many benefits it provided, and more importantly, I soon wanted MORE! What turned me on at the start, over time became blasé, I needed to push my devoted slave harder.

For example, it was a lot of fun when, early in our new relationship, he was a little ‘temperamental’ in front of my sister, who knew nothing of our relationship at the time. I left him blushing ever so profusely when I announced, “When Suzi goes home you are going to be writing 100 lines for your impertinence!” Suzi found it terribly amusing; and David spent two-hours writing lines that night. As time progressed, two-hours of him writing lines, didn’t excite me so much so I had to take things further.

I made it clear that we either progressed as I wished, or we went ‘vanilla’ again; I did not want to ‘play domination games’. I’m sure he truly wishes we could go back to a less demanding regime, but that would never satisfy me. So, it will NEVER happen. However, he knows he cannot live a life where he is not disciplined; so he knows he has no option, and our relationship is very secure; and ever more enjoyable for me! The important point is that it develops as I want.

To those males wanting this life-style; you MUST accept that whatever level your relationship moves to, it has to be your lady’s choice, NOT YOURS. If it is not to the level you wish, make the most of it, for it is NOT about what you want, EVER! You do not tell your lady what you want, you may, WHEN ASKED, share your interests and fantasies, share what worked for you and what didn’t; but don’t expect her to take anything on board, or for your ideas to be catered for. If you want to say what is to happen, go see a professional dominatrix, like David did. Maybe that will be enough for you. It was for him, until I showed him the difference when domination comes through love rather than from a financial transaction.

For many men it is a game. They want it when they are aroused, but never when they have recently ejaculated; or when they are tired; or when they want to go out with their mates; or play golf; etc. This is not to denigrate that perspective, but males need to think very carefully, what they really want and discuss it openly.
• Do you want a full-time submissive role as many feel they do, with all that entails? Or,
• do you want it to be a game you play when you are both in the mood?


Chapter 13 – Full On Feminising Him

It was my husband who first suggested I feminise him. He asked me if he could wear a maid's uniform to do his household chores. I found the idea very strange at first and even worried he might be gay. Lots of online research revealed the true nature of his desires. It was just part of his need to be dominated by me, to be subjugated completely, to have any and all rights as a husband, even as a man, stripped from him.

Initially I was quite uncomfortable with the whole idea, so I held back, keeping in mind that, if we decided to go back to being a normal couple, it would be difficult, maybe impossible for either of us to accept him as a man again once we’d both accepted his demotion to female or sissy maid.

Now that we had decided to make things permanent that was, of course no longer a concern. I knew that to fully satisfy both our desires for our future relationship, I needed to remove the last vestiges of my husband’s masculinity by, not only dressing him and making him act like a girl, but changing the way I interacted with him. He had to become 'she' in, not just his mind but in mine too. He had to be referred to as she by everyone involved. I knew it would be a real mind-fuck for both of us but the results would, I was sure, be very satisfying.

I told him that, if he wanted to be my sissy maid, he must accept the total loss of his manhood. He would henceforth be dressed, treated and referred to as a girl. I’d already decided on a name for my sissy maid and presented him with a pink doggy collar emblazoned with his new name.

‘You are no longer a man, but neither are you a woman,’ I told him as he knelt at my feet. You are simply a sissy maid. Your name is Fifi and you will never answer to your former name again.’

What I did not anticipate were the huge changes that took place in both of us as a result. He became even more subservient and eager to please me. For my part I started to actually regard my once strong masculine husband as a sissy maid. I was losing my respect for him as a man.

When I confessed to him how my feelings were changing, he admitted that he was devastated to be losing my respect but could not help being massively excited by the humiliation that caused him. I reminded him that it would not be possible to reverse the process and go back to seeing him as a man should he decide not to continue our new lifestyle at some time in the future. He insisted that was a risk worth taking for the reward of the humiliating feelings it engendered in him and encouraged me to let myself go and disregard his feelings completely, concentrating only on my own enjoyment.

I told him that, if he wanted to be my sissy maid, he must accept the total loss of his manhood. He would henceforth be dressed, treated and referred to as a girl by everyone he came into contact with. To rub salt in the wound I emphasised that we would all refer to him as a female or as a sissy even when he was not present. My aim, I told my super excited maid was to render him completely effeminate in the thoughts words and deeds of both him and us.

I should probably say a few words about my husband's 'gender switch'. My aim was to subjugate his will to mine, to remove any and all of the privileges he had previously enjoyed as a man. With that in mind I decided to remove his masculinity, or what was left of it. To achieve that I got rid of all his male clothes and insisted he be dressed at all times in female attire. Even then, it had to be servile female attire; a maid or a schoolgirl, anything that would demean and humiliate him, breaking his will by destroying his male ego which I no longer had any use for.

These methods have proved very effective in cementing my maid's lowly status and complete failure as a man. The best she could then hope for was to be sufficiently useful to me as a servile female that I would allow her to remain in my household. Of course, it also gave Carol and Helen additional opportunity to humiliate and torture her in the cruellest ways.

Now that I had completely feminised Fifi it was unusual for ‘her’ not to be in one of her maid’s uniforms – she now had quite a wardrobe including three conservative and functional maids’ uniforms, two very sissy and sexy black and white silky maid’s uniforms, two schoolgirl outfits, a couple of frilly silk party dresses (one in pink and the other in lemon yellow) and a Tu-Tu – thanks to my friend Helen who has become Fifi’s personal dressmaker (imagine a man having a dressmaker). Of course, there is also the extensive latex collection that I held back for very special occasions because, the first time after our new relationship became permanent that I let her wear it, the feel and smell of the latex excited Fifi so much she actually came inside her cage when wearing it. Whilst this might be amusing it also annoyed me that she should obtain relief without my permission (if you can call dribbling from a tight chastity belt with no manual stimulation at all, relief). Of course, she paid for her disgusting behaviour with the longest and most brutal caning I had, up to that point, ever administered. That was followed with a full six long hours strapped down to her bed, zipped inside the latex sleep sac with the tens unit attached to her little sissy cock and balls.

In order to emphasise the gulf that existed between me and my slave I stopped all references to our previous relationship. She was told she must always address me as Mistress or Madam. Then Carol said I should make her curtsy whenever she entered or left a room where I or my guests were. I thought that was a wonderful idea, so much so that I extended it. I told her that she must also curtsy whenever one of her betters (which was everyone) gave her an order and also before speaking herself; which she was only permitted to do with permission.

Secondly. I began to take full control of her appearance; deciding how her hair should be styled, what colour it should be, what makeup she must wear and so on. Of course, to complete her feminised appearance I increased the tightness of the corset I insisted Fifi wore most of the time. It gave her a wonderful hour-glass figure, with the added benefit of making it impossible to move freely and even restricted her breathing. As such it was a constant reminder of her status as my play thing. Watching her trying to do her housework quickly and efficiently while struggling with the confining corset and the precarious four inch heels she was required to wear as part of her uniform, gave me endless hours of amusement.

Of course, it wass important that she never forgot the power I had over her when she was not in my presence, and there can be no better way of augmenting this than written work. I found this to be most effective because a few seconds of direction can cause hours of work and of course you can give your instructions over the phone if necessary.

One variation on this theme which continues to give me hours of pleasure and poor Fifi hours of torment and shame is the toilet roll lines chore.

The perfect writing implement must be used (Fifi uses a very fine felt pen that has to be applied with just the right pressure). The regime is that she must make sure any toilet roll sheet I use has a line written on it. (I will give examples of the lines I require in a moment.) Each toilet roll must be unrolled a bit at a time by Fifi and a line written on each sheet. After enough sheets have been written on that might be used by me that day, then the sheets must be very carefully and neatly rolled back up.

If you have three toilets in the house, as I do, then three rolls must each have at least say, 30 sheets with a line on. One roll for each toilet. And first thing in the morning, before I wake, EVERY DAY, Fifi must make sure each toilet roll has 30 sheets with a line written on. It is pretty hard to write the lines without ripping the paper. A tedious, degrading, never ending task and all that work simply gets flushed away. (She uses her own toilet and toilet rolls so she does not flush her work away himself.)

A typical line would be one of these:

§  It is an honour to serve and to suffer for my Mistress.

§  I am a pathetic sissy little girl owned by my Mistress.

§  I worship and adore you cruel Mistress.

§  Please make me very miserable today, Mistess.

§  Please thrash me to tears today Mistress.

§  Please deny me the relief you promised I would get today, Mistress.

I pick one of the lines for one toilet and a different line for the other. From time to time, at my whim I change to a different line. Obviously during every visit to the toilet, I get a little power rush and a feeling of pitiless decadence as I rip written-on sheets from the roll, use them and then flush away all that work without a care in the world. And if the line is, ‘Please make me very miserable today’, or,’Please thrash me to tears today’, well sometimes I do as I have been asked, just because I have been asked so nicely!


Chapter 14 - Cuckolding

I think the hardest part of our new relationship for poor Fifi to accept was my decision to cuckold her. I knew she fantasised about it but I also knew it would be a very difficult transition for her. She loved me and worshiped me but she was obsessed with seeing me in the arms of another man. More than that, she desired, as part of her total emasculation at the hands of the woman she loved, to be betrayed, to have her nose rubbed in my adultery (perhaps literally).

I remember calling her into my bedroom to give her the good news. Regrettably she was at first less than enthusiastic about her upcoming emasculation. I had been feeling guilty about what I was going to do but her reaction made me angry, fuelling my announcement to her.

‘Oh, precious, you really just need to let go of that misplaced pride. Your days of being an important man at that office are gone. In fact, your days of pretending to be any kind of man are gone.

Embrace the shame, darling, for your life is going to be so full of it from now on, you are going to be wallowing in shame.

I know how afraid you are, but I know too how excited you are. I know you think I’ve been a total bitch to you but you’ve seen nothing yet.

My sadistic treatment of you causes me to become so aroused, and that arousal results in a desperate need to be yet more sadistic toward you. It’s your fault, you asked for this. By your own admission you dreamt that I might one day find that I loved dominating you as much as you loved being dominated. Well here we are.

But here’s the thing. I’m not in the slightest way attracted to you anymore. I prefer men. REAL men! Not prissy faggots that mince about in women’s clothing.

But having you, an excuse for a man, stand here dressed in your stockings, your stiletto heels and that delicious maid’s uniform, overcome with shame, in a totally weak and submissive state, excites me beyond words.

I don’t find anything sexy in looking at something that was born as a man, but has failed to be a man and minces about as girl. What I do find so exciting, my queer little girlie-boy, is your complete defeat; your total surrender before me. I find it empowering and incredibly arousing.

I can see that this is oh so painful to you, and the abjectness of your demise, stripped of your pride and self-respect, overwhelmed by shame, arouses something stirringly sadistic in me.

Yet I also sense that you knew that this was where we were going to go, and that, in some perverse way, you want and need to be here.

Your life as my husband, as a man is over, but you can still walk out of here, right now. But you won’t, will you? You could beg me to stop, to go back to being your dutiful, quiet little wife, couldn’t you? But you won’t.

You will willingly serve as a bizarre transvestite house maid to the bitch that has taken everything from you, won’t you? Because, somehow, deep down, it’s what you really want. You derive a sort of intense dark pleasure; a bitter-sweet excitement; from your own humiliation and destruction, don’t you

I suspect that when I introduce you to the men in my life, you will even drop to those pretty stocking clad knees and lick them clean after they’ve had their way with me….

…..ooh, I think that hit a very raw nerve. Are you jealous? Do you think it’s unreasonable that a beautiful woman at her sexual prime should need and desire the company of real men? Let me make something very clear to you my precious little slut; you will never be inside me ever again. You will never be inside any woman ever again. You sex life is over, just as mine begins.

Welcome to your new life faggot.’

I’d started attending a local gym with Helen and Carol and they immediately noticed one of the trainers eyeing me up. They went on and on until I tentatively agreed to respond to his advances. Having another man, a young and handsome one at that, flirt with me and give me compliments made my head spin. I felt guilty at first, then I felt like a slut, but finally I started to enjoy myself. Even so I still made him pursue me for three months before I finally gave in and agreed to a date with him.

That three months was the length of time it took for my maid’s piercing to fully heal. You’ll remember that I’d previously considered having her cock pierced for the additional security it would offer when locked into the chastity belt. I’d felt it might be going to far too soon at the time but now I was ready.

When the night finally arrived, in a delicious atmosphere of excitement for us both, I had Fifi help me get ready for my night out with my young stud. I’d arranged for Helen to come over and babysit my maid, partly because I was worried about her reaction, but also because it was an excellent opportunity to expand her relationship with my friend. Helen was dead keen and had lots of ideas about what she was going to do to my poor maid while I was out with my soon to be lover.

I heard afterwards from Helen that, on her arrival she had immediately ordered Fifi into the latex sleep sac to be strapped down firmly to her little bed in the basement. The naughty Helen then spent hours teasing my poor maid. She used a ‘magic wand’ vibrator pressed against Fifi’s chastity belt, quickly and effectively exciting her to erection attempts that the tiny metal prison sheath of her chastity belt simply would not permit.

‘It’s your own fault Fifi,’ Helen kept teasing her. ‘Sissy maids should not be getting erections. You need to learn to control yourself you silly girl!’

Fifi apparently was very vocal in her pleading. First for Helen to continue, then for her to stop, then for her to continue again. The poor dear didn’t know what she wanted! Eventually, Helen said, she had to pull a latex hood over Fifi’s head and pump up the inflatable gag to silence her annoying screams.

For several hours my bitchy friend teased my maid; ‘What do you think your Mistress is doing right now sissy? Do you think he has a bigger cock than yours? What will you do if she brings him home? Maybe he’ll move in and you will have a Master to serve as well as a Mistress. You didn’t think a beautiful woman like her would remain faithful to a pathetic wimp like you, did you? I wonder if she’ll give him a blow job. She told me at the gym that she felt like she could get pregnant just from looking at him. He is a real stud you know, nothing like you at all.’

When I got home, Helen was sitting on the couch enjoying a refreshing class of chilled white wine, desperate to hear how my night had gone with Phil. I’d had a very enjoyable night that ended in Phil’s bed where we’d made love like teenagers. Helen was thrilled and full of questions but I eventually insisted I needed to say goodnight to my maid.

Fifi was still securely fastened inside the sleep sac, with the latex hood covering her features. She mumbled through her gag as I sat on the bed beside her and told her what a wonderful night I’d had. I asked her if she had been a good girl for Helen. I couldn’t make out her answer so I just told her I had a job for her; something she should be proud, as my maid, to do and something she needed to accept would now be a regular part of her duties.

With that I pulled off the hood and, removing my knickers, clambered up onto her face. She was reluctant at first but I soon encouraged her by dropping my full weight onto her sweating face, cutting off her air supply. She was soon begging me to allow her to perform her duties for her Mistress.

As I enjoyed the devoted ministrations of my servant, I regretted that Phil had used condoms and I warned Fifi that, in future, things were likely to be rather messier down there.

Once I was satisfied with Fifi’s efforts I slid down to lie beside her, pulling her face into my chest and telling her the details of my night with Phil. It was all too much for her and she began to cry. I kissed her forehead and told her it was OK to cry, to let it all out.

‘It’s a big thing for you to accept I know sweety,’ I soothed her. ‘You need to remember, you’re not my husband any more. You’re not even a man now. You’re my maid and, as your Mistress, I have needs that you cannot hope to fulfil. Don’t worry,’ I reassured her, ‘I’ll never leave you. You are my soul mate. We are meant to be together forever, but as Mistress and maid, not as husband and wife.’

He asked me if I would release him from the hot sweaty confines of the sleep sac so that he could hold me but I refused. ‘I’m going to put your hood back on sweetheart. I’ll take it to the toilet and pee in it first, so that you can have my smell to keep you company while I go to my nice comfortable bed and dream of my handsome young lover. You can dream about that too if you like.’


Chapter 15 – Petticoats & Tasks

Another way to keep your maid on her toes is to use the threat of uniform inspections. I made it clear to Fifi from day one that her appearance reflects on me and so she must always be immaculately turned out. It didn't matter which ridiculous outfit she was wearing, it had to be spotlessly clean, beautifully ironed and perfectly arranged on pain of severe discipline.

To that end I regularly called a uniform inspection. Some inspections were scheduled so she had time to prepare but often I would just call an inspection on a whim. The thought of being punished had Fifi constantly on edge which was wonderfully satisfying to see. I especially enjoyed calling for an inspection when it was least convenient for her; when she was extremely busy or carrying out a task that would inevitably result in the soiling or creasing of her uniform or outfit. The unfairness of it was clearly frustrating for her but there was absolutely no outlet for that frustration, at least none that did not in itself result in severe discipline.

Because of the increasingly long periods between releases that Fifi was now enduring and the constant teasing she was subjected to, the release of a certain amount of fluid from her mostly redundant organ was inevitable. The resultant staining of her panties cost her many a thrashing until, in a moment of apparent kindness, I offered her the option of panty liners.

These she had to purchase herself and, since I had removed her access to money, she had to earn enough to buy a box before her supply ran out each time. Since neither me nor my friends would dream of paying her for her services, her only possible source of income was Phil, my boyfriend. The humiliation of having to beg Phil for the opportunity to serve him in some way in return for a few coins was clearly devastating for my poor husband and matched for intensity only by the thrill I experienced from watching my once manly husband grovelling to another man and doing her best to please him in any way he required. The fact that the man in question was enjoying the intimate relationship with her wife that used to be hers only added to my excitement and her humiliation. Phil, for his part, had taken to his role like a duck to water, delighting in witnessing his girlfriend’s cruel treatment of her maid and thoroughly enjoying every opportunity to tease and humiliate the man whose wife he had stolen the affections of.

By the end of the second year I had become a firm advocate of petticoat discipline and, in my own household the ‘ideal’ of complete ‘matriarchal rule’ was an established fact. The aim when sissifying my slave was always to eradicate whatever small amount of pride and dignity the poor wretch had left. Firstly, her uniform skirts (made by Helen) became shorter and were now worn with multi layered petticoats starched really stiff and trimmed with lace under which elastic legged bloomers were worn pulled well down so that the elastic legs showed under her petticoat frills. The more conspicuous she felt in her finery the better.

I am not actually writing this guide myself but dictating to Fifi. For the time being her sole purpose in life is to kneel at my feet and take down my every word. Every time I mention the magic words MISTRESS or MADAME, she must place her forehead on the floor in deference and whenever I stop dictating to think she must lick my boots until I am ready to continue. Such rules are important because they help maintain the proper MISTRESS/slave relationship.

However well trained a slave is; however competent, she must NEVER be allowed to get ideas above her station. Her mental approach should be that she is honoured to even be permitted to serve her MISTRESS indeed that she is honoured that her Mistress deigns to make use of her. These mental attitudes take time to inculcate into a slave but I’ve found the results to be well worth the effort.

At first Fifi may have believed that simply because she was carrying out my orders in an adequate fashion, she was pleasing me, her MISTRESS. This was quickly stamped upon. There is no question of a slave pleasing her MISTRESS. She is purely and simply there to serve her to the best of her ability. SHE CAN ONLY DISPLEASE HER. Accordingly, it is of paramount importance that a slave should never be commended, she should only be criticised for her faults- and failures. And, of course punished for them. A fact my maid soon came to understand and regret.

My poor maid has never fully overcome the utter degradation she feels at being FORCED to wear her finery. I emphasise the word ‘forced’ because I am aware that there are some men who envy Fifi and dream of being in her situation and I would like to take this opportunity to reiterate to them that prior to her transformation Fifi was not a transvestite, she does not and never has enjoyed wearing her clothes, it is myself and my friends who enjoy her wearing her frillies. She is a tall well-built specimen and it would be impossible for her to pass as a member of the superior sex even to the most casual observer. Of course, I have never intended that she should do so, indeed my basic criteria was to create a caricature and her clothes have been carefully designed to cause her the maximum amount of humiliation.

I am perhaps fortunate in this respect in that my friend Helen is a dressmaker and she now provides Fifi with all her clothes. Fifi is well aware of Helen’s power in this respect and is in utter awe of her. Indeed, I have often heard her pleading with Helen to make her dresses a little longer. Of course, her pleas have fallen on deaf ears.

I am always seeking new ways to humiliate my soppy pansy and recently I have had her performing entertainments for my friends – go-go dancing; striptease; etc and this has proved to be most successful.

I remember one particular occasion which was Carole’s birthday and I decided I wanted something special. To cut a long story short I decided that Fifi would entertain us by chatting up my vacuum cleaner. It really is almost impossible to describe how utterly ridiculous she looked as she coyly asked the household appliance it if would care to dance with her. As she danced about clasping it against her, she began to kiss and fondle it. Carole was in absolute hysterics.

Finally, at a given signal from me, Fifi laid the vacuum cleaner on the floor and began to simulate making love to it – reaching her climax to a roar of laughter. I should add that I had informed Fifi that Carole would be awarding her marks for her performance on a scale of 0-10 and that she would be allowed to administer one stroke of the cane for every point below the maximum score of 10. Carole has always enjoyed thrashing Fifi so it was no surprise when, despite Fifi's very best efforts, Carole announced her score of minus 2 which of course meant 12 strokes of the cane for Fifi – a fitting reward I’m sure you’ll agree.

As a husband David, now Fifi, was a typical male pig but after just two years with the help of my friends I eventually got ‘her’ completely into my power. Since then ‘she’ has undergone strict training and discipline and I can now say with some pride that, thanks to my efforts ‘she’ now makes an efficient dutiful and completely obedient maidservant.

In every way, whether it be walking, talking or dressing, Fifi must emulate a typical French maid for the amusement of my female friends and myself. It is especially humorous to have her curtsey to my guests and call them Madame. The humiliation for the wretch must be extreme for she must speak in a ridiculously high-pitched girly voice to the accompaniment of derisive remarks and giggles. Not only that but she has to be available for any guest who, needing ease, can take her to a bedroom and indulge in a satisfying tongue licking. Even Helen, who is a dedicated lesbian, always makes a point of taking full advantage of this facility. When I queried her interest she told me that she does not see Fifi as a man or as a woman, but simply as a sex toy, to be used and discarded with no more consideration than she would give to her vibrator at home.

Of course, Fifi has no option but to perform nicely. I now have enough photos of her to ensure she can never hope to escape me and go back to her previous life. The threat of showing some of the more laughable and humiliating ones around to everyone she used to know when she was still a man and posting them on lots of social media sites is enough to make her behave. She knows that if I did, she’d never be able to go outdoors again in peace.

As it should be Fifi has lost whatever small amount of masculinity she possessed. She now avoids males principally because of the contemptuous scorn her feminine mannerisms earn her. One piece of advice that I urge you to take to heart is that, whichever role you choose for your inferior, whether it be maid, slave, schoolgirl or baby, then ‘the thing’ should be forced to adopt it to perfection.

Many males treat our superiority as a game so from the start get it into the head of your wretch that you’re not playing. She is here for the purpose of serving you, therefore use any means you deem necessary to get her into your power so that her identity is completely absorbed by the role of your choice. Believe me, the end results are well worth the effort, especially when you can sit back and enjoy life – knowing that the cooking, washing, ironing and housework is being done to near perfection by your well trained meekly obedient girlishly clad sissy.

Naturally in order to reach the high standards of service and obedience I insist upon, Fifi’s training has been and continues to be, backed by an unbendingly rigid regime of discipline. Over several years I’ve used the strap on ‘her’ hands for being clumsy, the cane on her knickers for training purposes and a few other variations just to keep her on her toes.

Perhaps I use the cane a little too much for, in her terrified dread of it, she has become very unsure of herself. Any task I set she’ll now go over twice in case she gains my displeasure. It only goes to show that so called masculine toughness is only skin deep, for it really is heart-warming to have a one-time male bursting into tears as ‘she’ pulls up her knickers to bottom moulding tightness, lifts her dress and petticoats and kneels down to receive punishment. She kneels, knees pressed together, arms folded with forehead touching the floor. As I stand astride ‘her’ bent shoulders I can really savour the submissive position for, not only does it allow me to cane both bottom and thighs at the same time, but Fifi can, if given permission, apply her slavish tongue to my shoes, boots or stocking feet in a futile effort to appease me with her submissive devotion.

Regarding the matter of sex, I have had several regular lovers now, all of whom have been and continue to be very confident, masculine and well-endowed men who make love to me in ways that poor Fifi could never have imagined. Between lovers I like to use my vibrator, sometimes with Fifi present to witness my pleasure or away performing some menial and degrading chore or, when I'm feeling especially cruel, tied in some horrible predicament bondage, nursing a sore ass from a recent beating, the thought of which adds greatly to my arousal.

If I want to reward her, I might allow her to demonstrate her devotion via her slavish tongue. These occasions are at once desperately yearned for and greatly feared by my maid. She knows that such rare occasions are the only opportunity she will ever have to be intimate with me. But also, she fears the consequences of not pleasing me to my satisfaction.

It took some time but she now accepts that I have boyfriends who take me out on dates, to dinner, to a show, perhaps to an expensive restaurant and occasionally on luxurious and very romantic sex-filled holidays. She understands that I have needs that she simply cannot hope to satisfy.

If she has been a good girl, I sometimes reward her by allowing her to help me prepare to spend time with one of my lovers. She will run my bath, help me undress then wash my body and shampoo my hair. Then, while I relax in the warm scented water she will wait patiently, obediently at attention with two large fluffy bath towels in hand which she will wrap my body and my hair when I finally decide to leave my bath.

I will then sit at my dressing table while my former husband polishes my finger and toenails before lovingly drying and brushing my hair. We usually chat during this time with me telling her who I am going out with, where we are going and so on. I confess that I often tease her a little about how different she is from my lover and about how much I am looking forward to feeling my handsome suitor’s strong arms around me, his lips against mine and his beautiful hard cock inside of me.

My teasing usually results in Fifi looking quite sad. She told me once that she sometimes wonders what her life might have been like if she had not forced me into this lifestyle. In response I gave a quick kiss to her forehead and reminded her how lucky she was to be my sissy maid and how silly it was to wonder how things might have been when it was so obvious that she was born to be a sissy and it was laughable to even think about her as a ‘real man’.


PART 4

Chapter 16 - Sissy Maid Sex

Now to the matter of sex. Of course, the methods you use are entirely in your hands. However, since it would seem your slave's puny penis offers you no real satisfaction, I can see no reason for you to allow her the privilege of using it to penetrate your hallowed body. 

Fifi’s own pathetic little appendage has only rarely seen the light of day since I locked it away after allowing her a ruined spurt into her panties on the one-year anniversary of our new relationship. Chastity belts are wonderful devices and easily obtainable from specialist outlets but I recommend getting a made to measure full belt and doubly securing it with a piercing as I have. The full belt not only makes any access at all to her worthless little appendage completely impossible; it also produces a very pleasing flatness and lack of unsightly bulging to the front of her panties. She is like a doll, completely without any sign of sex organs.

From the beginning I vowed Fifi would be a pansy in every way. For the initial experiments I made her pleasure herself in front of me. That progressed to me doing it for her, quickly and without feeling, over the toilet. Then we experimented with a male sex doll for a while, which afforded us ladies some very entertaining evenings watching my former husband seduce and make sweet love to a cheaply made plastic doll.  

At Carol's suggestion, Fifi was eventually banned from even getting out of her belt for relief. Instead, on the rare occasions I could be bothered, I had her drop her knickers and bend over the dining table. I had acquired a large, thickly veined black strap-on dildo, much larger than the one I originally ‘broke her in’ with, that I used to rape her sissy ass. She hated the humiliation of being treated like this but she knew it was the only opportunity she would get for relief.

As I banged away at her rear she had to squeal like a girl and beg for my cock like the little slut she was. Sometimes I had Carol or Helen there to watch and hurl invective at the hapless little slut until she started to cum.

Both of my friends loved to watch the slime slowly drip and dribble from the drainage hole in Fifi's chastity belt as she begged me not to stop. The relief she experienced could not be anything like a full orgasm but it was the best she could hope for. Better that than the times when I fitted the spikes inside her cage beforehand and she had to endure her humiliating ravishment without the hope of reward or release.

It’s almost impossible to describe my feelings of ultimate superiority I experienced when, despite her tears of embarrassment, humiliation and often unbearable frustration, Fifi would kneel at my feet and thank me sincerely for her fucking. Afterwards, with my permission, she would kiss my feet then stand to curtsy to me before repeating her actions to whichever of my friends were there to witness her humiliating herself for the sake of a partial relief from the constant horniness that would be her lot for the rest of her miserable life.

Then, at the end of the evening, Fifi had to show my guests to the door where she must thank them with another curtsy for taking the time to bear witness to her humiliation before begging them to come back soon. 

Can you imagine what it’s like to be able to command a once insensitive male to behave in this way? Both Carol and Helen loved it but, for me, the feelings were almost too erotic to bear. Fortunately, unlike Fifi, I did not have to bear them, I could simply relieve myself on the face of my pathetically grateful slave.

I am a stern, uninhibited Mistress and all infractions by my sissy husband are met with punishment. Fifi was no wimp in the beginning, he was a strong, attractive, well-built guy. At his own request I made him a wimp. I wasn't sure at first but now I find that I prefer him as a sissy. We live a wonderful life in which we are able to provide for each other on a level few couples will ever achieve.


Fifi has constant, daily rules she must adhere to which keep her focused on her status in my household. Most of her dresses have been hemmed to where her ruffled panties or diapers are always on display. I have tightened up some of her blouses and tighten up a few of her skirts so they are sort of a "Hobble skirt" to where she can only take small steps while wearing them. This is very entertaining when she is in FEM-WARE, watching her shake her ass as he walks in heels. A few of her dresses have been modified so her bra cups are exposed as well as a few of her maid outfits since I require she wear fake breast at times. 


So, each day she is dressed and given a chore list to do as I am often in and out as I have runs to make, shopping with friends, delightful lunches, visits to the gym and so on. She will spend the day dressed and working. I will play with her from time to time, make her suck my dildo, maybe service me, just keeping her attention. Her chores for today should be things like ironing, kitchen cleaning, running the vac, standing chores.


Let me give you an example of how an ordinary day last week. Fifi had taken a shower and I could smell her cheap sissy perfume as she stood attached to the end of my large four poster bed. She stood there wearing her tight pink panties and two Kotex pads, with her hands locked behind her back by cuffs, her slut collar which has a "D" ring in the centre and one on each side was tied to the bed poles holding her in the centre of the posts. Her head was pulled up to the canopy rails on top of the bed post by her ball gag. This particular gag has a "D" ring in the middle of the ball that allows me to tie her where ever I feel. Her head is pulled up to the top of the bed canopy to where she is just about on her toes, yes, very uncomfortable but it's not as if she has a choice.


Mistresses have to pay attention to the small things. They may be small to you but to them they are a big thing and show them that you are paying attention to making them uncomfortable and miserable. Just an extra tug on a gag strap, or maybe a panty hood (WET, of course) will gain you so much in terms of devoted awe from your submissive.


She now stood there just waiting and excited as I make the selection for the day, as any good Mistress should do.


I had selected the following for her attire that day;


A very feminine and frilly maid’s outfit, a tube of Icy-Hot, a nice 6" long cock head butt plug and a very tight panty girdle, her steel chastity cage with lock and pee tube, her extra-large granny bloomer or knickers (found in a thrift shop) that I modified with 3 rows of wide pink lace bows around each bottom leg opening, quite the sissy panties.


Then there was her black lift up bra with breast forms, a pair of cut out pantyhose, her 12 garter, extra wide garter belt, black seamed thigh high stockings, 4" black pump heels, white and black sissy ankle socks and white fluffy petticoat.


On top she would have a black and white short maid outfit/dress that Helen has modified with bells and pretty bows, white maid bonnet over her long brown wig and makeup.


The bed was filled with all these assortment of what she would be wearing that day. Before I released her from the bed, I turned her around and stroked the front of her chastity belt as I verbally berated her, telling her she'd better be an especially good maid today. Her cock was, as always, leaking through the belt's drain hole which caused me to become angry with her so, of course, we had to pause to allow me to administer suitable corrective strokes of my leather tawse to her smooth thighs.


Eventually I released her and told her to get dressed. When she presented herself for inspection a few moments later I could not help thinking about the contrast between my sissy maid, Fifi and my lovers and how it intrigues and excites me hugely. 

Once I get to know a lover well, if I think they can deal with the situation, I invite them to my home to meet my maid. How galling it must be for Fifi (who had no homosexual inclinations apparently) to present herself in front of one of my boyfriends in her maids finery and show him the utmost grovelling respect and subservience knowing that this man is enjoying a sex life with her Mistress that she could only dream about. To give him the most deep and respectful curtsies while he sits smirking and gloating over some indignity he has inflicted upon poor defenceless Fifi. Of course, she must inwardly feel substantial resentment towards the man who has invaded her home and stolen her wife's affections but she would never dare show it, instead offering only grovelling respect to her betters.


Chapter 17 – Pansy Husband Out On Loan

At Helen's suggestion I recently initiated a new humiliation for my soppy slave which may be of interest – I sold her – or at least shares in ‘her’ at a mock auction we held after a few too many glasses of Chardonnay. Naturally Fifi had to be naked to be examined by the prospective ‘buyers’. This turned into a hilarious afternoon as my two oldest friends, Helen and Carole gave my sobbing and blushing slave a thorough and very embarrassing examination.

The result was that they each paid a penny for which they received a formal declaration of servitude. These were written and signed by Fifi and each bore an easily recognisable photo of ‘her’ in bra, knickers, suspender belt, and stockings. The declaration gives each of the girls the right to have Fifi for one night a week. This gives them the opportunity to have their housework done and also take advantage of Fifi’s well trained tongue.

This arrangement provides a few unusual experiences for me. As we gather at Helen’s once a month for an evening meal you can possibly imagine the erotic thrill I get from seeing my so called lawful husband at the beck and call of another strict woman. To sit at the table and be served by ‘her’ as ‘she’ minces about with bobbing skirts and meekly obeys the peremptory taunting commands of ‘her’ mistress for the night gives me shivers of delight. Not only that, Helen has taken to giving her dancing lessons and to my delight has fitted her out with a tutu. I don’t think I’ve ever seen ‘her’ look so utterly humiliated or ridiculous as ‘she’ was compelled to skip and pirouette ‘her’ way through a little routine that Helen has taught her. I can certainly recommend selling your slave if the opportunity arises. Of course, I have taken several photos and even a video of her in her tutu performing.

Because of her teenaged daughters, Carol is only able to accommodate Fifi’s services when they are staying with their father. She more than makes up for the less often opportunities by being especially demanding the poor servant. Being forced to wash the underwear of two teenaged girls in her mouth before laundering them in the more conventional way is deeply embarrassing. Having the backs of her legs repeatedly smacked with a leather belt as she desperately tries to iron the pleats in their skirts to perfection is worse.

Poor Fifi is always a sobbing mess by the time her chores are finally completed and her part time Mistress orders her to sit on the floor with her back against the armchair, her head tilted right back allowing her tormentress to take a seat on her tear stained face. Then, while Carol enjoys a good movie with a glass of wine and some chocolates, her borrowed maid strives to avoid a further beating by applying herself diligently to drawing as many orgasms as possible from her greedy Mistress, snatching whatever gasps of air she can manage with her tongue delving deeply into pussy and ass.

Helen devised an ingenious and devilish way of securing Fifi when she wasn't required. She was always criticising the useless sissy for her posture and eventually got hold of a very wide and uncomfortable posture collar made of stiff leather. She made Fifi wear it whenever she was there doing Helen's housework. Padlocked in place, it forced Fifi's chin up and her shoulders back, giving her a stiff-backed upright posture and making it impossible for her to turn her head.

Then she had a steel eyelet installed in the wall of her cellar to which she could padlock the faggots posture collar. The devilish detail was that the eyelet was secured at a such a height that the hapless maid could neither stand upright or kneel on the floor, but rather had to crouch in an agonising position with knees bent for however long Mistress Helen decided. It was such a devilish device, I think Fifi hoped that when I saw it I would be so appalled that I would insist Helen stop using it. But her hopes were in vain as I insisted on having the same and, in a moment of inspiration added the additional torments of tying her ankles together and handcuffing her wrists behind her.

The whole thing was so effective it invariably had Fifi in tears within minutes of her being so restrained. She came quickly to fear the device and made such a hullabaloo when secured to it that a gag had to be employed to keep her quiet.

Another device I'd definitely recommend is the 'humbler. The humbler consists of a testicle cuff device that clamps around the balls of the scrotum with the cuff mounted in the centre of two bars that pass behind the thighs at the base of the wearer’s rear end. The humbler forces the wearer to keep their legs folded forward, as any attempt to straighten the legs to stand, even slightly pulls hard on the balls, causing considerable pain.

If I am feeling generous enough to reward my maid's devoted service by allowing her a little time out of her chastity belt, using  the humbler forces Fifi to stay on her knees or all fours while scrubbing floors, toilets, bath tubs and showers, or just when I want to leave her somewhere knowing she will not be able to stand up. Another advantage of using the humbler is that it leaves the sissy’s balls and wee-wee beautifully exposed for smacking and easily available for a through application of capsaicin or a similar substance. Being forced to stay on her knees with burning balls and wee-wee is a wonderful way to keep Fifi reminded of her status as nothing more than a menial maid who exists only to suffer for others' amusement.

I mentioned earlier how I've tried to make uniform inspections as unpleasant as possible for Fifi by springing them on her at the most inconvenient times. I remember one occasion in particular that is worth mentioning.

I knew Fifi had run out of panty liners and had been unable to persuade Roger, my boyfriend at the time, to give her money to buy more. It was a special occasion as we were having a new guest, Roger's best friend and Rugby buddy Brad. With my permission Roger had been teasing Fifi about having his friend over to visit. Apparently, Brad had been fascinated at some of the things Roger had told him about our household and was curious to witness it for himself. My poor maid was completely terrified of the idea but Roger told her Brad was a very nice man and, if she was on her best behaviour, he might be persuaded to give her a few pennies to buy some panty-pads in time for her next uniform inspection.

I called Fifi to me and asked her if everything was ready. She was extremely anxious and very nervous at the idea that another man, a complete stranger, was going to be seeing her in her maid's outfit, performing all the chores one would expect of a mere servant.

To add to her misery, I called for a uniform inspection and, upon lifting the frilly skirt of her uniform and the multiple petticoats underneath, I examined her silk panties for stains.

'What's this?' I demanded, pointing to a wet stain. 'How dare you present yourself to me in this state?'

'I'm sorry Mistress,' he squealed, 'I couldn't help it!'

'I have gone out of my way to allow you additional toilet privileges today and you still can't control yourself,' I yelled. 'You are disgusting!'

'Please Mistress, I didn't pee,' she pleaded. 'It's just pre cum Mistress.'

'Is that supposed to be better you stupid girl?'

'No Mistress, but it's just that....I mean I couldn't....I'm so sorry Mistress...but it's been so long since I've had relief...I...'

'Oh, I see,' I shouted in her face. 'It's all my fault for expecting you to control your disgusting urges. I should be allowing my maid to go around spewing her foul slime whenever the fancy takes her is that it?'

'No Mistress, of course not, I...'

'I was under the impression you were terrified at the idea of Roger's friend being here, but now I see the thought of having another handsome man in the house has got you aroused hasn't it?'

'Oh no, Mistress, I just...I mean...I'm not...'

'You're not what exactly? Not gay, not interested in men? Is that what you were going to say? Well I have news for you, you're wearing women's clothes, you only have women's clothes. You speak in a high-pitched voice with a cute little lisp. You mince around high in heels, curtsying to everyone. And, best of all, you can only cum when someone pumps a dildo into your ass. Are you suggesting that all that makes you a tough macho man, an alpha male, is that what you are?'

'No Mistress,' she whispered, her voice shaking on the verge of tears. This was getting me seriously hot!

'So, let's start again; is it my fault you cannot pass a simple uniform inspection?'

'Nnnno Mistress, it's my fault for being a stupid slut,' she admitted, trembling under my gaze.

'And what do we do to stupid little sluts like you?' I demanded.

'We...we punish them Mistress,' she sobbed as tears began to roll down her cheeks. I was sure I must be staining my own panties at that point!

'You're damn right about that young lady! How does twelve strokes of the cane to the back of your thighs sound? Then twelve more to the front for making excuses.'

'Please Mistress, I'm really sorry, please don't cane me!'

'I tell you what, I'll be lenient toward you and let you choose. Twenty-four strokes or just six strokes and an extra month in chastity.'

'Please Mistress, it's been two months already. I can't stand it, I really can't!'

'Twenty-four it is then. Fetch my cane, quickly girl!'

'Please Mistress, I won't be able to stand twenty-four, please I beg you Mistress!'

'You're getting on my nerves slut! I'll give you one more chance to make up your mind. I'll give you six strokes then you can decide. Another eighteen strokes or another thirty days in chastity.'

After just three strokes to her thighs Fifi was sobbing. Her hands were clasped on top of her head and her skirts were pinned up to expose her stocking tops to the vicious cane. On the fourth stroke she broke and fell to her knees.

'You know the rules Fifi,' I told her. 'That stroke doesn't count now and every five seconds you spend out of position earns you another one.'

By the time she had managed to force herself back in position she had earned, three additional strokes plus the one to be repeated. So, instead of another two strokes to go she had another six!

She moved twice more, earning a repeat of the stroke, but managed to get back in position straight away so no strokes were added. The end result was that poor Fifi received twelve strokes instead of six. Then, completely unable to contemplate the horror of eighteen more, she begged me to give her another month in chastity.

'Are you sure Fifi?' I taunted her. 'I was going to let you have your little dribble tomorrow. I thought I might make it special for you and maybe even take off your nasty cage. I could help you, give you a little fondle over the toilet like I used to. Another month is a long time and I won't be repeating my generosity.'

'Please Mistress, I really want to! I need to cum so bad, but I can't stand another caning!'

So, it was settled. 'I really don't see how you can be so desperate if a few taps of my little cane put you off. I think perhaps Helen is right, I'm too soft on you. A once a year draining should be enough for you. We'll discuss it later. Now go and tidy yourself up for our guest.' So there it was, an agonising caning and a heart breaking chastity extension for my poor maid and all done in the guise of an act of kindness from her Mistress.

The evening with Roger and Brad was very successful and enjoyable for everyone, with the possible exception of my maid. She spent the evening rushing around pouring drinks, curtsying, answering embarrassing questions from Brad in her little girl voice and being teased by Roger as usual.

When she wasn't 'in use' so to speak, Fifi was sent to stand in the corner facing the wall while her betters talked and laughed about things that are no longer a part of her world. Occasionally I would glance over at her and feel like pinching myself to make sure I wasn't dreaming. Was that immaculately turned out sissy maid really my husband? The rough, uncaring pig who had cheated on me with a prostitute just because I wouldn't lower myself to meeting his every perverted need? Well I was meeting them now wasn't I?

At the end of the night, as the guys were leaving, I made Fifi curtsy to Brad and explain the situation with her uniform inspections and her desperate need for panty-pads. Then she had to drop to her knees and kiss his shoes as she asked him to help her. I grabbed Roger's hand and whispered urgently in his ear that I needed him inside me right then. Witnessing my husband maid's utter humiliation had me right on the edge of cumming!

Brad just laughed at Fifi and said she had not done nearly enough to warrant payment. But he suggested that, if she was to clean his apartment, do his laundry and so on, then perhaps he might feel more predisposed to help her. I had no idea that was coming and I loved it. I agreed immediately on Fifi's behalf and arrangements were made for Fifi to visit Brad the following day.

Late the next evening I heard my maid come in the back door (It is her usual mode of entrance, since she has not been allowed a key to the front door). I got up and, with my glass of champagne in hand, I went into the kitchen where she was just taking off her coat. She was still wearing her apron but I noticed that both her apron and uniform dress were both wrinkled and showed many signs of dirt. Although her raincoat had covered most of her uniform, Brad had obviously made her travel home like that on the bus. She was not wearing her frilly maid’s cap so I assumed that either it was a concession that Brad had made to her or, once out of the glare of Brad, she had removed it before catching the bus.

She saw me enter the kitchen and bobbed her usual curtsy. She looked tired, dishevelled and miserable. I noticed that her eye makeup was slightly smudged, indicating that some tears might have been shed.

'How did it go?' I asked her pleasantly 'Was Mr. Brad pleased with your work?'

Fifi curtsied to me and replied softly while looking at the floor, 'sort of, I guess Mistress.'

She was talking in riddles, 'What do you mean, sort of?' I snapped. 'What happened?'

Still gazing at the floor, she mumbled and fidgeted and seemed reluctant, almost embarrassed to go any further.

I was losing my patience and shouted at her to answer my question. After another few seconds of hesitation, she finally gave me another hurried curtsy and said softly and quickly, 'Please Mistress, just before I came home Mr. Brad spanked me.'

She then hid her head in the bib of her apron and more tears flowed. Clearly, she was very upset and embarrassed.

I hid a smile behind my hand as I said, 'What did you do wrong?'

Her pleading reply was more a statement of defence than an admission of guilt, 'Nothing Mistress, honestly. I don’t really know Mistress, I tried to do my work to please Mr. Brad, I don’t know what I did wrong, please believe me.'

She knew that if I didn’t believe her, she ran the risk of getting additional punishment from me.

With her mumbling and sobbing I was getting nowhere but then I noticed two plastic bags sitting on the kitchen floor. One was obviously the bag of cleaning materials, rubber gloves and stuff that my maid had taken with her, the other was very much larger and had a huge red and white gingham pattern on it.

'What is that?' I said pointing to the bag.

I received the mandatory curtsy and she said quietly, 'Please Mistress that is all of Mr. Brad’s laundry that he wants me to wash and iron for him.'

Again, I put my hand to my mouth to hide a smile, Brad was obviously making the most of the situation including taking full advantage of the opportunity to get his dirty sports gear laundered. Mr Brad was quite a card and, ironically, he reminded me of poor Fifi in the long-ago days when she thought she was a man.

I told the snivelling wretch that she could attend to the laundry the next day and to get cleaned up and ready for bed. I didn’t see my maid’s reaction as with my back turned, I picked up my champagne glass from the counter and headed for the door. Fifi beat me to it as she rushed to the door to open it for me.

As I walked past her, she gave a deep curtsy and said, 'Thank you so much Mistress.'

That was a nice gesture but I didn’t respond and continued walking, ignoring her pathetic attempt to win my favour. I did, however, take it as yet more evidence of the success of my programme of subjugation.

Later I spoke with Brad on the telephone and quickly got to the point. Brad confirmed that Fifi had done a good job and invited me to send her over anytime. I asked him how he had made her cry and he cheerfully said that he was just having a laugh and gave her a spanking for a bit of fun. I said to him seriously that it didn’t seem like fun to Fifi. He said that my maid was just too sensitive and he was just being thoughtful by giving her a darn good spanking to help keep her warm on the bus ride home.

I laughed; that was innovative at least but said for him to remember that Fifi was very sensitive as a sissy and consequently very nervous about being around real men. He apologised and said he would be gentler with her in future. I laughed again as I told him not to be silly. Fifi was a pathetic sissy maid who deserved nothing but his contempt for her feelings. That made him laugh too and he promised that, if I would send her to him regularly to clean for him, he would make sure she always returned to me in tears.


Chapter 18 – A New Chastity Regime

About four months ago, we were having a heart to heart on a Sunday morning. I was feeling very good after my maid’s ministrations, and my good mood must have encouraged her to risk bringing up her chastity. I shared how I would like to place her in permanent chastity, with no releases ever! She went deathly quiet as she stood to attention at the side of my bed, her eyes cast respectfully down at the floor.

I explained that, whenever she comes, she loses her ‘sexual tension’ and then there was no fun for me teasing her. In fact, it takes over a week for her tension to build back to a point where I enjoy teasing her again. Also, for a day or two after, she can be a shade less attentive and, occasionally, even a touch surly; this will even occur following a ruined orgasm. This means she is effectively ‘out-of-full-service’ for a month each year, given she typically gets 3 or 4 full releases and 2 or 3 spoiled ones. Of course, she promised she would address this, but that has been promised before.

She also begged to be allowed to come inside me again; and later begged for slow hand-jobs. I simply laughed at both ideas, making it very clear that neither of those events will ever happen again, which left her rather morose.

Eventually I closed the matter by advising she had made her request, and I had made my decision. I would develop a new program for her which would allow for much greater intimacy and provide more frequent opportunities for relief, but….. I ominously warned, “there will be consequences too!” She was understandably a little quiet with concern over ‘consequences’, but soon remembered herself and, after thanking me, slipped below the sheets again.

My idea evolved out of the concept of putting coloured balls in a bag and drawing one out, with each colour being allocated a function. What I have developed is a tad more complex, but very simple and quick in practice. It took less than 15 minutes to develop an Excel spreadsheet with a series of ‘options’ in a column. Then, using some other functions of the app, I have it randomly select one of these options with the click of a mouse. This allows a great variety of options, an ever-growing pool of options, and it is fun to watch the result flash-up on the screen.

To start with I pre-loaded 90 options of APPLICATION REFUSED and 10 of APPROVED FOR LINNEX RELIEF ONLY. You can quickly see one reason why there are sometimes tears! I then explained she had to earn RELEASE APPROVED options. These she could earn in greatest numbers if she came up with ideas to unexpectedly spoil me or treat me with extreme reverence. This doesn’t mean doing things she normally does such as housework or laundry; it is for ‘delighting me’, doing things that would make my friends envious if I shared how she cares for me.

I mentioned that I might also award a single release option if her housework and general attitude were exemplary during the week or she showed special keenness in preparing me to spend time with my lover.

Then came my warnings, I would also award APPLICATION REFUSED and APPROVED FOR LINNEX RELIEF ONLY options if her behaviour or chores were not up to standard, or if she failed to complete her tasks in the allocated time! I further counselled, that I would most likely be more liberal in awarding these. This means that, over time, she risks the ratio of release options reducing and thus receiving fewer releases, unless her behaviour is exemplary.

I next informed her there would be ‘Wild Card’ options. These would be kept at a ratio of about 1 in 100, and would possibly change from draw to draw, to add variety and spice to the selection process. Initially I added two, REFUSED – WAIT 1-MONTH TO REAPPLY and REFUSED – WAIT 3-MONTHS TO REAPPLY. Sometimes I let her know what these are, sometimes I don’t! I still smile when I recall the look on her face as this was all being detailed.

Finally, I explained she would have the opportunity to make a selection every weekend, of course, she could always choose not to make a selection; but then she would have zero chance of relief either! She did choose not to apply one-week, when one of the Wild Cards was to wait 2-years to reapply! But when I didn’t change it the following week, she took the risk.

This system has been a tremendous success, she is more thoughtful and strives to spoil me more than ever. I will remove her chastity device only for her weekly wash and shave. This she does with the shower on cold and under strict supervision. She is not allowed to fondle herself, so she uses a pair of tongs to hold her appendage and a kitchen pot scrubber for cleaning it. Usually this is in the morning or evening. Once she has showered, I secure her wrists to a ceiling beam in the basement, refit her chastity belt and administer a deterrent caning, whipping or flogging to instil in her mind that cage removals are not events to be looked forward to.

Her first selection occurred after a week. She had earned one release option on the Friday, for exemplary housework and behaviour. It was a cold and wet weekend, and on the Saturday, I had a very early start, with a long-day on my feet at a gallery exhibition. I arrived home about seven o’clock at night.

She had had a big day too. Since I was taking a male friend, she had had to rise before me to clean and polish my car inside and out. I had also set her a full day of strenuous chores to complete, thus ensuring she would be exhausted by the time I got back.

I came back to a spotlessly clean house, the lights dimmed and one of my favourite albums playing quietly in the background. The real surprise was to find she had run a hot bubble bath for me, placed a bottle of Champagne on ice, with a box of chocolates beside it, lit some fragrant candles and …. She then bathed and dried me, before I donned a warm, heavy cotton nightdress, it was cold outside, so nothing sexy. I then got comfortable in the lounge where I selected a film to enjoy with the wine and chocolates. (Obviously my maid is not allowed either treat.)
Though she must have been very tired, she asked if she could massage my feet. Next came a full pedicure with her meticulously applying the polish and lacquer. This led to a little foot worship, before she went on to spend well over an hour beneath my nightdress. I was a very happy lady when nearly four hours later I sent my maid to her basement room and headed to bed. She looked terribly sad as she always does when the reality of not being able to sleep with me hits home but I awarded her five release options, which cheered her greatly.

She pleasured me again in the morning before making her first application, and I admit, I almost wanted her to be granted a release. It turned out not to be a good start for her, she drew APPROVED FOR LINNEX RELIEF ONLY. She went very quiet as I consoled her with a warm smile, before dispassionately advising we might as well get it done right away!

Once secured on her little bed in the basement, I reassured her as to just how pleased I was with her and how special she had made me feel. I truly appreciated how she had gone out of hier way to make my evening and morning so very exceptional…. so, it was only fair that she should have a very special Linnex relief!

I took my time, starting with a long leisurely spanking of her little appendage with a ruler. Hot soapy flannels prepared her for a harsh scrubbing with a small, stiff-bristled brush, then more piping hot flannels to remove the soap and open the pores, before she was dried with my hairdryer. I then warmed the Linnex and spent several minutes languorously coating her penis, commenting on how shiny it looked, like it had been polished with lip-gloss!

I added a condom after about fifteen minutes, which spiced up the pain, before really ramping it up with a new ‘toy’, a battery-heated mitten, set on medium heat. My, did that ever animate her! It was well over an hour before her screams finally died down. She was teary eyed and very distressed. I gently stroked her hair, smiling considerately, as I matter-of-factly asked if she would like a little breather, or did she want her second coating right away?

I have never heard her beg and plead so profusely before! I grinned, “That sounds like you’d like a little break, so I’ll make a few phone calls and come back in about half-an-hour!” It was very cruel of me, especially as I ran the mitten on high the second time; but I wanted to assert my authority and make her pause for thought each week, when choosing to request a release, knowing there are consequences.

We have also seen a few tears over how I allocate refusal and Linnex options, especially when I am angry. Let me explain by way of an example. She was moving some furniture around for a dinner party one Saturday and banged it into the wall leaving a mark that I felt was unsightly. To me this is pure laziness, she was not taking the care required to do the job properly. I was quite livid and she didn’t help herself by suggesting nobody would notice, I was noticing it! I angrily berated her and then snapped out, “You just earned yourself 20 refusals and 5 Linnex!”

She was left sobbing and genuinely upset. Later, when I had calmed down, I could see she was still very upset. She shared how she felt it was unfair that I issued refusals so liberally, especially when I was angry. In the past I would have gone to the trouble to cane him, and it was now too easy for me to simply add refusals, when she had to work so hard to earn approvals. (Now I had a grown man wanting to be caned!)

I reassured her she was always loved, before coldly confirming it would ALWAYS be my choice as to how she would be punished and, if quick and easy suited me best, that’s what it would be! Punishments were not provided for her enjoyment! All she needed to do was behave herself.

I do have a good laugh at her expense when I see the look of dismay on her face when her applications are refused, and there is a lot of fun to be had worrying her with different Wild Card entries.

Despite the utter unfairness of the process, it has caused her to improve her general behaviour, pay greater attention to the housework, go out of her way to spoil and pamper me (last week she made me a bouquet from flowers she picked herself in the garden and got three approvals!), not to mention the enjoyment she brings me from shedding a few tears!

She can no longer complain about the frequency of her releases either. She gets a release opportunity every week, and her chances of being granted a release are very much in her control. She knows how to avoid further refusals being added, and how to earn more approvals. She should be very happy. In just the first six months she has already had one full blown release, and three Linnex reliefs too. Her ratio of approvals to alternative options is starting to increase as she strives to improve, so I expect she’ll get another release soon!

Equally striking was realising that my briefest, long ago one-night flings, or even the boy at high school who I once gave a ‘hand-job’; got more ‘gratification’ than my husband has in the last year, or more. In fact, in the last 6-months, she has had just one-minute of pleasure (free from the agony of Linnex)! Yet she will gladly spend several hours a night pleasing me!

Obviously cruel amendments are so easy to do. For instance, with ten seconds of effort, I can swap out all the cells of , ‘NO RELIEF’ with cells of ‘LINNEX, but no relief’, but swap in one cell of ‘ecstatic relief with Mistress’s hands’ in place of a cell of, ‘relief under Mistress’s shoe sole’. But he may even choose not to press the button at all that week, as his probabilities would be,

§  1 in 100, for ‘ecstatic relief with Mistress’s hands’

§  3 in 100, for ‘spreadsheet use banned FOR TWO MONTHS’

§  6 in 100, for ‘relief under Mistress’s shoe sole’

§  9 in 10, (90 in 100), for, ‘LINNEX, but no relief’

My concern with continuously increasing my maid’s denial periods was that she might eventually adapt and become less desperate for relief. This new system addresses that problem beautifully, keeping hope very much alive for the poor dear whilst, at the same time, allowing me the deliciously cruel pleasure of dashing those hopes over and over again.


Chapter 19 - Tedium Humiliation

Tedium humiliation is in many ways an odd aspect for a dominant to enjoy, but I do get a great thrill out of being able to bring such misery and frustration to my former husband.

Firstly, I do not believe she should ever consider completing household chores as tedious, even if I add aspects that make the tasks more tiresome and repetitive. Chores are being completed to keep the house clean and well-presented; to keep my clothes looking sexy and sophisticated and her uniforms looking smart and humiliating. The main purpose of turning my husband into my maid was to remove the drudgery of performing those tasks from my life, thus enabling me to do more enjoyable things; and to ensure I, and my guests, enjoy the ambience of our home. I expect her therefore to take great pleasure and pride in working vigorously and conscientiously to complete these tasks, to my VERY EXACTING standards. I also love it when visitors comment on how beautifully clean I keep our home! Of course, I take all the credit, after all, I am the one who ‘manages’ the work.

And woe betide her if her work is anything less than perfect, or thats he does anything other than thank me profusely for scheduling her chores and STRICTLY supervising her work! And whilst this means it is usually gone midnight before she gets to bed, she had better be very enthusiastic in pleasing me when I require the services of her slavish little tongue! I simply do not accept tiredness as an excuse for anything.   

There was a time she might have let out sighs, or rolled her eyes, completing tasks that bored her; she has learnt better. And now, though I know she absolutely dreads the tedium of cleaning the kitchen floor on her hands and knees, every day; she buckles down and gets it done, while I relax in the next room.

Writing lines has become a real focus of tedium in her life. This is also why I have a detailed [schoolgirl] uniform for her to wear, I can but imagine the dread she has as she goes through the rigmarole of dressing as required and then sitting down for many hours writing without a break. I could not imagine doing it, especially night after night! A 45-minute detention in my school days was soul-destroying, to be doing 6-hours of writing, after a day of housework, is a horrifying thought, some might even consider it abusive!

Yet, she often spends night after night, writing page after page; locked in the sheer boredom of the writing, the tedium, the dull, dreary, lonely, silent, monotony. Some evenings, I also add some exceptionally tedious ‘twists’ to her line writing. With her essays, she has the added struggle and exasperation of structuring the essay and thinking about what to write. A six-page essay written on narrow lined pages, with the topic (something thoroughly demeaning and humiliating) requiring her own original ideas; is not easy at all!

So, why do I get such a thrill from setting the awful, lengthy tasks that I do? I guess it is the power it gives me. It’s just a few minutes effort for me to provide many hours of toil for her, what a beautiful contrast? I love knowing that it is such absolute misery for her, and it excites me when I see tears in her eyes from the sheer exasperation of the task, especially when she makes an error and has to start the page again!

And on top of it all, she is caged and totally frustrated! Really though, it doesn’t matter why I enjoy it! The simple fact is, I do! That’s all that matters! And so, she is assured of many, many more hours of mind-numbing suffering and deprivation to come! (Mind you, she does have the bright hope now of earning one release option if she completes her task on time!)

Once one starts playing with tedious chores and mind-numbing activities to any extent, it can become addictive. That’s my experience anyway.

My big manly husband started this on his terms. I have gradually taken over on my terms. Therefore, it’s much more about what I want now. I demand and expect a much more constant arrangement than she originally envisaged. Tedium has the double benefit of giving me freedom whilst keeping her out of mischief. It has also changed both our mindsets.

I found myself slowly adding aspects to make things harder, and ratcheting up my standards. I also changed my attitude. I began by feeling guilty as she took over chores from me; washing up, cleaning, polishing, ironing, even cooking to an extent. I’d be appreciative, thinking that would encourage her to do more and better. But I had an epiphany a few months in and almost overnight started using the stick, not carrots, to manage her. Scarce orgasms are carrots enough without smiles, saying well done or thank you.

My good friends Carol and Helen have helped me with any residual pangs of guilt about this lifestyle. These came about as I transitioned from casual to permanent Domme. One of my favourite times now is when she gets home from working for Carol or Helen and comes into the kitchen to make a cup of tea. She finds the sink full of used mugs, cups, saucers, glasses, plates, cutlery and pans I’ve used during the day and stacked there for her. It’s such a simple but emphatic way of letting her know her place as a mere convenience. Her workload and her tiredness are of no interest to me. She is so far beneath me now that for me to have any consideration for her would be completely out of character and would do us both a disservice.

I use sticks to ensure that she accepts all her tasks without showing any protest or rudeness. In fact, my goal isn’t merely to stop her showing opposition. It is to stop her even feeling it. That, to me, is true subjugation.

I agree the thrill is partly the power. I make the mess she tidies. I wear the clothes. She washes and irons. I use the bathroom. She scrubs and polishes it. But it’s more than that for me. It’s also partly payback after three decades of a traditional, patriarchal marriage, which I loved at the time but, in hindsight, could have been so much more satisfying for us both. Of course, to blame my husband for not introducing us to this lifestyle sooner, when it was actually me who was very reluctant to take it up, is completely unfair and always brings a smile to my face.

My libido has been turned on its head these past three years. I’m sure that is entirely due to our lifestyle. Like others, I find being orally worshipped at night, when Fifi is exhausted by chores, has a special thrill that nothing else compares with. I’ve been lying on the sofa watching TV and finishing my wine in preparation for sexual worship, while she has been mopping and wiping and ironing. And I can’t help chuckling that, deep down, this is what Fifi actually wants, even if she hates it.


Capter 20 - Begging Sincerely With All Her Heart 

It soon became clear to me that if an activity or threat of an activity caused Fifi to be genuinely and sincerely begging with all her heart, that catalyst seemed to put her deep into subspace and to have her in awe of me when it was all over. (And as it happens, it also gave me a BIG power-rush and made me extremely aroused). Here’s the big realisation though; when that begging was rejected, it seems the effects on him and certainly on me, became even greater.

Such is the effect on me that I now engineer situations that cause my submissive maid to be genuinely and sincerely begging with all her heart, which I then reject. Instead of simply picking up the Linnex applicator, removing the lid,  and immediately applying it, I pick up the Linnex and toy with the lid for half a minute; almost as though I have not yet made up my mind and I listen to that panicking, desperate pleading into her gag. AND THEN I APPLY IT!

I am pretty clear that, of itself, genuinely and sincerely begging with all your heart is humiliating because despite all the years that have passed, I notice Fifi still resists doing so for quite a while under mounting duress.

An important thing to remember though is that, if pleading over a certain thing is rejected every time, that pleading may cease, as the submissive has learned it is pointless to plead regarding that thing, UNLESS, the thing is so high stakes, (like a Linnex application), that  not to plead is beyond the self-control of the submissive.

Begging is always pure delight for a woman sadist…But…After more than three years of slavery my maid fully knows that begging either to be spared of painful punishments or being allowed physical contact with my body is absolutely useless.
Yet, sometimes the thing is so high stakes, that not to plead is beyond her self-control, even knowing that she will never be granted pity, but on the contrary, her punishment will be doubled or trebled!
That’s the case with the “warm-up” flogging I give her little cock and swollen balls before putting her in position for a rare ruined orgasm under my boots.
Evidently, the stinging pain of the 7 leather lashes of my martinet on her tiny “clit”, followed by the pitiless squashing of my riding boots’ soles on the black and blue flesh is too much for her…And it’s almost comic watching her trying to find the right words, in the subtlest way, to convince me to being less hard on her…
And the superb power rush I get when I reply, sensually whispering and looking into her desperate eyes, “You just doubled the little whipping I was going to give you, slave!” gets me a delicious orgasm, right on the spot.

When the domination is 100% real and 100% powerful, and the situation is reached where the male knows he would never, ever want to depart his Mistress, so there are no thoughts of escape, then activities can be introduced purposefully in the seconds and minutes after ejaculation. For example, words to the effect of:

‘You are going to clean all the toilets now to an immaculate standard, and I know you have temporarily lost your submissiveness and ‘the thrill’, but I have TOTAL POWER over you and TOTAL CONTROL and I want you suffering tedium and degradation while you are in your current, non-submissive headspace, so you REALLY KNOW AND ACCEPT this is NO GAME! Now get to it bitch!’

During the second year of  year of our new and improved relationship I began giving my submissive wimp a monthly maintenance, (or deterrent) caning; a severe punishment session, even though she had not erred, so she was properly frightened to disobey me in any way in any circumstances. I would give her a quick and un-erotic orgasm moments before the punishment began so, having lost her submissiveness, she truly understood punishments were not an erotic game.

It seemed that this acknowledgement by me her temporary loss of submissiveness but still continuing with a severe caning, ironically brought the sub quickly to a very deep submissive headspace as the REALITY HIT HOME. The reality that the wimp’s wife truly was uncompromising, ruthless and all powerful and her domination was 100% serious and in no way a game. Ironically this relatively quickly made her feel submissive anyway, and seriously in awe of her Mistress too.

These days, although her opportunities to try for relief are more regular, her actual opportunities to cum are probably even more rare. Even so, if afterwards I have carried on with some humiliation or degradation, I see the reflex, disgruntled glint in her eyes that she is not feeling submissive, but then within moments, I can almost see her brain going through a thought pattern. She knows I know she is momentarily not feeling submissive but she recognises that I DO NOT CARE! I have my own hedonistic agenda and she remains my toy despite temporarily not feeling submissive.  Relatively quickly a submissive look appears in her eyes as she acknowledges her Mistress-wife owns her and does what she wants with her, and it is not a game played for her. It is her life!

I suppose there are two extremes to my treatment of Fifi. Firstly, there are the occasions when (usually with very little or no justification) I lose my temper with her. I might scream abuse at her, slap her cheeks or spit in her face. I learned early on that the sheer terror my behaviour instils in my terrified maid at these times is hugely erotic to her. What was more surprising was that I too found it hugely exciting in a very sexual way. To be able to treat my husband, the man I love, so unfairly, so cruelly, purely for my own sadistic enjoyment, with the reassurance of knowing that she is as excited by it as I am, is such an absolute joy!

The other side of the coin is in many ways even more powerful. For example, I might be found with a bunch of very stiff stems of thistles in my hand, swiping them down very hard on my maid’s stiff and vulnerable defect. Through a serious gag will be heard the desperate begging and pleading of the terribly repentant wimp. Responding in a soft voice, I will point out that the nasty organ needed training and again and again the thistles will be swept down hard. Tiny spots of blood appear on the defect. I might pause to giggle and then more of that calm soothing voice while the thistles sweep down again and again.

One of the best things I every bought is an electrical Tens unit which attaches to electrodes on Fifi’s little cock and smoothly overflowing balls. So far, I’ve never turned the dial up to full even for a moment but, much to my maid’s utter terror, I’ve made it clear that it is inevitable that I will do so at some point. Just keeping the settings between five and eight are enough to cause her whole securely bound body to judder and shake as she screams into her gag. Then when the dial is turned back down, panicking, muffled pleading and pleading. She knows it is all to no avail and that I will turn the dial up again and again. To make it worse (or better), she knows too that her punishment is not really the result of her failure to please me in some way, but is instead a means for me to enjoy indulging the sadistic side of my personality. A sadistic side that she awakened in the first place.

All the while, as though reciting a nursery rhyme to an infant my calm, sweet, innocent voice describes her frantic activity. ‘Up the little sissy goes, and back down again! Up the dial goes and up the little sissy goes! Poor little sissy! She’s been a naughty girl and now she has to be punished! Oooh, that was a big one! Let’s do that again shall we?’

It always makes me laugh when Fifi tries to tell me she has had enough and can take no more. Her little bed (an old iron framed cot with a one inch thick rubber covered mat as a mattress) is now located directly under the wooden support beam that runs the length of the basement. I had Fifi screw a hook into the beam from which I like to suspend a wire fixed to a spreader bar. One of my favourite ways to punish her is to have her on her back on the bed, wrists fastened to the top corners of the bed and legs pulled straight up toward the ceiling, ankles secured to either end of the suspended spreader bar. The vulnerability of the backs of her thighs and her girly bottom are a delight to me and a source of tearful panic to her.

After just a couple of strokes she is usually close to tears and whimpering that she could not take any more of the cane.  In response, in a sweet but clearly very firm tone of voice, I explain that sissies never, ever tell their Mistress’s they have had enough. Only the Mistress knows when they have had enough! Sissies cannot possibly know.

‘I’m not even hitting you hard sweety,’ I sooth her calmly. ‘Even a sissy girl like you can take more than that, much more. Watch, I’ll show you.’


Chapter 21 – Making Her Suffering Constant

Unfettered cruelty is such an aphrodisiac! But so is total power! Thinking of my former husband enduring what he really, really hated, got me wet. It was not really practical to give her constant golden nectar, more thrashings or more coatings of embrocation on her birth defect and anyway, more short periods of pain in a session of many hours wasn’t what I was looking for. I realised I wanted him suffering every minute for hours at a time, not for only short periods.

It was Carol who suggested I should force Fifi to behave like a little girl. She even bought her first dolly for her. When we informed her of what we had in store for her she looked very upset. I could see she honestly, profoundly hated the notion. That moment, the thought of imposing it had me very wet! Because she hated it so, it would be real evidence of my total power over her. And unlike a golden nectar, caning or embrocation cream, it could last hours. (There are so, so very many aspects of the treatment that can be employed.) And of course, golden nectar, canings and embrocation could still be included. So, I went for it. It crushed him as I did not use half measures.

It did and still does have a powerful effect on me because it can last all day, or several days. And I have devised methods to keep the extreme levels of humiliation up for literally hours at a time.

I should add that Fifi’s awe, worship and devotion consequently made a huge step change. I think she was so shocked that I was capable of doing something she truly hated and that I was getting very turned on because I was. And I was sparing her no blushes! Paradoxically, I think, became my former husband’s ultimate fantasy Domme. Not because of what I was doing, but because of my pitiless, selfish motivation for doing whatever I wanted to. That level of awe and worship and devotion lives on every day. Her unconditional devotion is like a warm bath that envelops me. I can literally do no wrong in her eyes.

Obviously, visitors, and particularly new visitors, send Fifi’s humiliation off-the-scale! (Oh, the constant whispered pleading and the physical trembling in the run up to the arrival!). Needless to say, my feelings of truly cruel and pitiless power over my puppet, and my arousal are also pushed off-the-scale.

When I explained my domestic arrangements to my current lover (we’d been sleeping together at his house for about four months and were becoming quite close), he surprised me by asking that I put my maid through her very worst humiliations on his first visit to my home. He was intrigued and assured me that he was genuinely interested in witnessing poor Fifi’s misery. I was very happy and hopeful that I had found another man who would slot nicely into my life and the life of my maid, adding an exciting dynamic for all three of us.

As soon as I got home, I explained to a very worried Fifi that, as a sissy maid she must expect to spend time as a little girl and to be shown off to certain friends and acquaintances of her Mistress.

On the day I had her in a short full dress, petticoats and the cutest pair of Mary Janes I ever saw. Poor Fifi could not have been more humiliated as I put her through a number of routines involving; a sissy dance, introducing her dollies, nursery rhymes with actions, etc. On the lookout for what was seriously killing her, I really dragged out the very worst moments. Having her answer questions, in whole sentences about the games she played with each dolly and which dolly was her favourite etc. I just kept coming up with new questions for her to answer. She was dying throughout with the intense shame! Delicious. Helen, who still taught ballet lessons had been teaching Fifi some moves in preparation for the day and the piece de résistance was having my maid show Nick, my boyfriend, what she had learned.

I gave Nick a tour of the house with Fifi the maid following us around like the dutiful servant she is, eyes down and hands clasped in front of her. But, when I instructed her to show Nick her bedroom/laundry in the basement, she looked up at me pleadingly. Of course, it was to no avail as I had her point out the various bondage equipment and explain to Nick how it is used.

It turned out that my lover had a real interest in corporal punishment implements which, naturally, I felt bound to indulge at Fifi’s expense. I immediately had her lift her skirts and bend over to allow Nick to try out the four feet long, thin leather dressage whip and the dragon cane; creating some lovely thin red stripes of fire across Fifi’s invitingly wriggling bottom. She would later be punished on that striped, sore butt for failing to stand correctly while being beaten by her new Master.

I was impressed by Nick’s calm, relaxed pleasure at the abject humiliation of my slave husband. This guy was clearly going to be a ‘keeper’.

The fun was not over for Fifi (or me) yet though. Back in the lounge, as my maid served drinks, Nick asked her about her chastity belt. Fifi just about died of embarrassment when she was ordered to show off the device that was the bane of her life. My handsome boyfriend was very interested in the device and the poor sissy was obligated to answer all his questions about the device and her ridiculously small penis. Nick wanted to know if she could still get hard? Was she ever allowed sex? Did she enjoy the licking of her Mistress she was allowed to do? Did she like men? Did he give blow jobs? (I burst out laughing at those two!). She had to stand there with her panties down, her dress pulled up and her device on display and honestly answer every one of the very probing questions.

‘I am very keen that Fifi doesn’t fall into a sort of trance where she can drive down her libido whilst in chastity,’ I explained to Nick. ‘I want her constantly horny and aroused but with absolutely no way of doing anything about it. I know all her kinks and desires. It’s amazing what you can get a guy to admit to when you have him moments from the edge! So, I use those things to keep her turned on.’

‘That is devilishly clever,’ my lover complimented me.

‘For example, she has a high heel fetish, so I take every opportunity to wear heels to arouse her. But I also took the opportunity to get her wearing heels and have been training her in wearing higher and higher heels. I have even bought her ballet boots but she can barely stand in them at present. One day maybe I’ll really train her up in them!’

‘I’d love to help you with that,’ Nick surprised me by saying.

‘As you can see,’ I smiled at my lover, ‘I use high heel locking straps to assist in her training. I’ve spent a long time getting her up to the 4-inch heels and I must say she is fairly proficient in them. Recently I’ve bought her a pair of 6-inch mules which she is really struggling with. They are so sexy on her though and I love to tell her that. She does have very sexy legs, especially when in her stockings, don’t you think?’

Fifi was actually starting to cry at that point, a fact I quickly pointed out to my lover and we both laughed at her and sent her to put on her full latex piny. She was going to be spending the afternoon thoroughly cleaning my lovely boyfriend’s car.


Chapter 22 – Accepting Her Position

I suppose the culmination of our story, David’s and mine, is that my former husband has now fully accepted her role in our relationship. That is not to say that things are easier for her. Absolutely not. We still have tears, frustrations and humiliations a plenty. But we have both come so far now that it is difficult to imagine things being any other way. Let me demonstrate by ending with a brief description of an evening last weekend.

We had been out as a foursome, Carol, her new boyfriend Alex, Nick and me. When we got back to my place Fifi greeted us at the door in her well-trained way – with a curtsy and with her eyes submissively down. Then, as we went into the lounge, the maid brought us drinks and quietly asked if there was anything else we required. By then I was sitting on the couch with my head on Nick’s shoulder and his arm around me, while Carol was on a chair in her boyfriend Alex’s lap. It was Carol who told Fifi that Alex wanted to see her limp little peeny.

Fifi blushed a deep shade of red and looked at me to see if this was something she really had to do. Of course, I nodded yes so Fifi obediently stood in front of Alex and lifted up her skirt to show him her shiny little chastity belt. I reached down to my anklet (where I keep the key), unlocked the belt and showed Alex how completely unresponsive Fifi’s clitty has become, even when it is squeezed and stroked. I also showed Alex the design of the chastity tube with its internal spikes, so that he could really understand how the conditioning had occurred. Of course, every time I gave Fifi’s limp peeny a flick we all laughed while Fifi hung her head in shame.

I then put Fifi’s chastity belt back on and dismissed her. As she hobbled away on her 6-inch heels I explained to Alex how I’d ‘persuaded’ my maid to accept having the spikes fitted inside the tube of her chastity belt as a birthday present for my lover.

‘It will be a lovely gesture sweetheart,’ I remembered saying to her at the time. ‘To show Master Nick that you accept him as my lover and would never dream of making any silly pointless attempts to interfere with his relationship with me.’

It had taken quite a few tear-filled punishment sessions and some heart to heart discussion but, in the end Fifi agreed. In fact, in the end she begged me to fit the spikes. I cuddled her afterwards as she cried from the pain of those nasty sharp pins digging into her little clitty. ‘Shhhh baby, if you stop having silly erotic thoughts about me then your little appendage will stop making its futile attempts to grow and the pains will stop.’

The irony of it was that my close proximity, the smell of my perfume and the feel of my fingers teasingly brushing her inner thighs as I kissed her forehead only made her clitty impale itself still further onto the cruel spikes. On top of that, the realisation that, once the pins had done their job in altering her uncontrolled sexual response, she might never again in her life feel the joy of getting hard, filled her stomach with ice but, ironically, also filled her cock with iron.

‘Don’t worry Fifi,’ I reassured her, ‘You’ll still be able to cum, on the rare occasions you’re awarded the chance. It will just be more of a dribble that’s all. And remember,’ I told her, ‘It will be difficult for me too….I’ll have a much smaller target for my Linnex stick won’t I?’ For some reason that just made her cry more.

Back to the story though. When Nick and I decided to retire to bed I called out for Fifi to join us. Before my affair with Nick I’d never allowed Fifi to be present in the bedroom while I was with my boyfriends (except to serve drinks when required). It was Nick who suggested I should start doing so when he was there, as a reward for Fifi if she had been especially good. Actually, I suspect Nick’s real motive was to tease and humiliate poor Fifi further.

So, while Nick led me by the hand to my bedroom, Fifi scampered behind us and, while Nick and I stood kissing, embracing and petting each other, she knelt on the floor beside us. After a few minutes of increasingly passionate kissing, I stepped back so that my maid could perform what she knew was her role; removing my clothes.

This, I knew, was a bittersweet task for Fifi because she loves everything involved in slowly removing my clothing to reveal the sexy underwear I always wear for Nick, but at the same time, she is painfully aware at all moments that she is doing it to prepare me for sex with my boyfriend.

While I was being disrobed, Nick removed all of his clothes except for his boxers; though they did little to hide the evidence of his arousal. Then, when I was down to stockings and expensive silk basque, Fifi crawled on her hands and knees over to Nick to remove Nick’s one remaining item of clothing; something she has learned to do very carefully.

Finally, when Nick’s gorgeous erection was in full sight, as I always do now, I made Fifi focus all of her attention on it, noting how much larger it was than hers had ever been back when she had been able to get hard. Then I directed Fifi to give it some gentle, respectful kisses and to lubricate the enormous purple head with her tongue. It always gives me a little thrill to watch Fifi doing that; partly because it is the prelude to taking Nick’s huge cock inside me, but also because it is such a powerful demonstration of how far we’ve come, how well my sissy husband has been trained and of how fully she has come to accept her position of effeminate sissified subservience in our relationship.

Finally, after giving the tip of Nick’s hard cock one final kiss, Fifi stood up and sweetly curtsied to my lover before turning to curtsy again to me. Then, with hurried mincing little steps in her sexy heels, she made for the bedroom door. By the time she turned to curtsy one more time I was in my lover’s arms and, as he carried me to the bed, neither of us heard our maid quietly and respectfully wish us goodnight before she left, closing the door quietly behind her. She had a lot of tidying up to do before she could retire to her lonely little cot in the basement.
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