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PREFACE

Mike was just an ordinary guy with a decent, if slightly mundane and boring marriage. Like many others before him, he sought to add a touch of spice, to rekindle the lust of youth for both himself and his beautiful wife Michelle. They decided together to tentatively explore the world of Female Domination, a subject that Mike had enjoyed researching extensively on-line.

For a while it was fine but, all too soon, life got in the way, as it has a habit of doing and soon Mike and Michelle’s relationship returned to its normal mundane state of semi-boredom.

Then, one day, everything changes as, suddenly, Mike finds himself on a rollercoaster that threatens to change forever, not just his marriage, but his entire life. The ride is a thrilling one with every twist and turn designed and executed by Michelle, the lady that John must now forever regard as his Mistress.

Any similarity to person or persons living or dead is entirely unintentional and purely coincidental. Or is it?
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Chapter 1-: A New Beginning

For two years we played games involving female domination, chastity, forced cross dressing, slavery and even cuckolding. I say played because it was always just a game, something to spice up our twenty year marriage. Michelle and I were still a normal husband and wife on the surface and we never carried her dominance over me to any high level when in public. It was our little secret hobby until, one day, everything changed.

During a couple of our playtimes we had involved another man. His name was Phil and we had contacted him through a swinger’s sight on-line. I had enjoyed watching him and my wife together as he pretended to seduce her. It was thrilling to watch her in his arms, lips pressed to his, tongues exploring and, when eventually, he took her to bed in his hotel room, I was there to see it, watching as her cuckold and experiencing, first hand, all the conflicting emotions of ‘cuckold angst’; feelings I had previously only read about and fantasised long and often of one day having myself.

Conflicting schedules and geographical distance meant that these meetings were few and far between but more than made up for with the passion and lust they contained. Indeed Chelle seemed like a different woman in the arms of her occasional lover, being far more vocal and far more physical that she had ever been with me. Of course, this was all part of the role she played as cruel mistress teasing her hapless cuckold slave. Or so I thought at the time.

Eventually the meetings stopped as my wife’s enthusiasm waned. She told me that our games were hard work for her and she wanted to have a rest from them for a while. Of course I agreed, though with some reluctance as I was still enjoying them very much and had even hoped we might journey still further down the road towards my complete surrender to my gorgeous wife. Unfortunately, if her heart was not in it, then authenticity would be lacking and enjoyment for us both would be much diminished.

Imagine my surprise and excitement then, when Chelle told me one night, completely out of the blue, that she wanted my chastity cage fitted immediately as she had something she wanted to discuss with me. I always enjoyed being locked up, the feel of the hard plastic tube was a constant reminder that my next opportunity for sexual relief was at the whim of my cruel and teasing spouse, so I hurried to fetch the device.

When I came back into the room she was seated on a dining chair, legs crossed with one of her slippers in her hand. It had been a while since I’d heard her dominant voice and it sent shivers through my entire body when she spoke. I was ordered to strip naked and stand in front of her facing to one side with my hands on my head. My already hard cock was bobbing with excitement as I obeyed my wife. Then, to my delight she began to gently wank me with one hand while using her slipper to spank my ass with the other. My head spun with excited submissive lust for several moments then, suddenly, she stopped.

‘I want us to play again sweetie,’ she smiled, ‘but I want to do it properly this time. Now that you’ve sold the business and retired you can devote all your time to serving me as your Mistress.’

I was all for that, since I’d fantasised and dreamt of just such an arrangement for years.

‘It needs to be done properly though,’ she continued, idly toying with my leaking hard cock, ‘if I’m going to be your Mistress I want complete freedom to do with my little slave exactly as I please, which means that I will need some insurance. I couldn’t relax and enjoy my role knowing that you could just call a halt any time you weren’t happy with something. I couldn’t do all the things I want to do if I was worried you might divorce me. I have to know you are committed baby or it’s a non-starter for me.’

She started wanking me again, smacking my ass with her slipper and all thoughts, along with any possible objections I might have had were gone, washed away in a sea of lust.

‘I want you to sign these papers darling.’ She told me, nodding at a small pile of papers on the dining table beside her. ‘The first one is to confirm that I have your complete consent to behave as I please and to treat you as I wish, thereby making it impossible for you to use those things to divorce me. The second one is to give everything you own into my possession. Bank accounts, savings, investments, the house, your car, everything. That’s my insurance, my safety net if you like, knowing that, if you leave me, then you walk away with nothing.’

Part of me knew this was risky, and wondered why she was doing it. The other part was completely blown away at the prospect of becoming my wife’s slave. Finally, it was coming true!

‘Sign them now baby and our new life begins. I’ll give you everything you ever dreamed of and more, much much more. Or,’ she paused and stopped stroking me, ‘you can rip them up and we’ll never speak of it again.’

I just needed her to stroke me again, I was so close! So with shaking hand I signed the papers.

‘Good boy,’ my wife beamed. ‘Now get some ice, I want that chastity cage on right now!’

I was devastated but forced myself to obey, knowing my release would be all the sweeter when it came later today or maybe tomorrow. Then, cage in place; I knelt at her feet as she laid out her plans for us.

Little could I have known the bombshell that she was about to drop in my lap. She asked me if I remembered Phil, and went on to confess that she had been seeing him without my knowledge. Apparently she had bumped into him on one of her ‘girl’s nights out’, they’d got talking and it went from there. Michelle decided to say nothing to me until she was sure of where their relationship was going. Knowing how disappointed I’d been when she’d stopped seeing him previously, she wanted to be sure she would have something substantial to tease me with. She went on to admit that the reason she had stopped seeing her lover was that she was afraid they were becoming too close. The last thing she wanted was to put her marriage at risk so it seemed the right thing to do. However, since then she had missed his lovemaking and felt that our marriage was becoming stale once more. The final straw was when she came across my internet history one day and discovered how much I too obviously missed our games and, judging by the stories I was reading on-line, what an obvious longing I had to take things further. That was the catalyst that persuaded her to give in to her desires and once more firmly take the reins of our relationship.

Whilst I was still reeling from the entirely unexpected turn of events, Michelle shocked me further by telling me that she had developed real feelings for Phil as he had for her. She had teased me many times that he was better in bed than me, with a bigger cock and far more stamina, but hearing her admission threw me into a world of confusion. On the one hand I was deeply hurt by her cruel words but, on the other, my newly imprisoned cock was betraying me by trying desperately to burst from its hard unyielding plastic cage. Was this a step too far, or was it what I’d fantasised and dreamed about for so long?

I was greatly relieved then to hear that Michelle had no desire to leave me, now or in the future, but things would have to change for us to stay together. My wife then informed me that she wanted me to let go completely of my status as her husband and indeed, as a man; to become a fully- fledged sissy maid to her and her lover. I should be prepared to be locked up forever with only very rare opportunities to ‘dribble my sissy slime’ as she put it. Knowing how difficult that would be for me she took great pains to make it clear that my frustrated fidelity to her was to be the keystone of our new relationship. As the holder of the key to my chastity cage, she was my owner and I was her property. We knew from previous experience that the cage was entirely secure and would have to be cut off to be removed and Susan made it abundantly clear that the mere attempt at removal, even if unsuccessful, would be the one thing that could threaten an end our relationship. A shiver ran down my spine as her cold stare left me in no doubt as to her sincerity.

Then, while I was still struggling to come to terms with my plight, she continued. With a quiet authority I’d never seen in her before, she made it clear, in no uncertain terms, that I should forget about ever being inside of her again. I think my expression must have worried her slightly as she allowed me some small comfort by going on to say that if she ever considered it that I would have to wear a condom and it would only be for a special occasion like my birthday or our anniversary and, even then, only with her lover’s permission and only for a very brief few moments to remind me of what I had lost. Then, as a final demonstration of, not only her mastery of female domination, but also of her total grasp of just what turned me on and drove me wild with love and desire for her, she ended her devastating declaration by adding that, if I should be lucky enough for that to happen, that she would be fantasising about him the whole time anyway.

My head was swimming from all this but she was not yet finished. In future, I was to refer to her lover as Mr Phil or Sir and to her, my wife of twenty years, as Mistress or Ma’am. She explained that, since she was his woman now and he was her man, I as their servant, should acknowledge that fact by thinking of them as husband and wife. I was forbidden to use my own name and would, henceforth be referred to as Sissy Melissa as well as other demeaning epithets that might be deemed appropriate or amusing at the time.

I was completely overwhelmed that my long held fantasies were becoming a reality. I was sent to bed in the spare room and lay awake all night trying to come to terms with the fact that I am to become a sissy maid. Not just as a game. Not just temporarily. Not just in name but in reality and permanently. I am so happy and yet so scared. I know my wife, or rather my Mistress, and I know how determined and single minded she can be. There will be no half measures, I’m sure. But I don’t want there to be. I want to belong to her, to be her property. I want to be afraid to ever argue with her or even raise my voice to her. I want her to tease and torture me with her cruel infidelity. I want her to mistreat and humiliate me, to frustrate me and make me long for all the things she denies me while freely giving them to another. I want to be my wife’s servant, her slave, her property.

The next day Michelle and I went into town to a solicitor’s office where I signed more papers and the solicitor witnessed them. I walked into the office as a financially secure man, but left as a penniless one, fully dependant on my Mistress wife.

To my surprise, Michelle’s boyfriend Phil was waiting for us outside the solicitor’s office and my wife walked straight over to him and they kissed passionately. Then she turned to me and told me that they were off to celebrate and I should go home to get started on the list of household chores she’d left pinned to the fridge for me. She even took my car keys, well technically now, her car keys and gave me £2 to get a bus home.


Chapter 2:- A Humiliated Sissy Husband

A week later I found myself dressed in a bright pink little girl’s party dress with white petticoats. My legs were clean shaven and smooth inside white hold-up stockings. Patent leather Mary- Jane shoes with a two inch heel completed my shameful outfit. My face had been fully made up by my giggling spouse with bright red lipstick and even false eyelashes, topped off with a blonde wig that had curly pigtails tied with pink ribbons formed into bows with long streamers.

I was beginning to have serious second thoughts as Michelle took my picture with her phone. I began to voice my concerns but was cut off by my wife, the woman I was now only allowed to address as my mistress.

‘Now listen to me sweetie,’ she cut in, hands on her hips, ‘We are not going to keep going through this. I love you, you know that, but I need a real man to give me the things you can’t. I also need a maid to do the housework I don’t want to do, which is where you come in’

‘But I could give you those things,’ I whined, ‘we could just forget about this, it was just a fantasy, I think it should stay that way. This is going too far. I don’t want to be a bloody maid!’

‘Honey, look at yourself, you’re wearing a little girl’s dress, and a very pretty one too, lots of bows, ruffles and frilly lace. You look so cute,’ my wife smiled as she fluffed the ruffles on my shoulders with her fingers.

‘I don’t want to be a sissy maid,’ I pleaded, ‘Not really, not like this, not full-time.’

‘But this is who you are baby,’ Michelle laughed as she kissed my blushing cheek. ‘I understand what you need better than you do. You will understand it too in time. I have such plans for you - for us - you’re going to love your new life, I promise,’ she said as she took my hand and led me into her large walk in closet.

‘But why do I have to wear the chastity cage all the time, it hurts,’ I complained, seeking an alternative argument to get me out of this worrying predicament.

‘Because Sissy Melissa,’ Michelle replied, a note of impatience creeping into her tone, ‘you have a very small penis, which has no business being in my pussy, or any other woman’s pussy for that matter, apart from which, an erection, even a tiny one, wouldn’t look right with you dressed like this.’

Michelle’s coats and jackets were separated on the clothes bar and my leather office chair was waiting there for me to sit in.

‘I think we should talk about this first,’ I offered as I watched her sorting through some leather straps to fasten me to the chair.

‘There is nothing to talk about,’ Michelle replied, her voice raised as a clear warning she was becoming angry with my protestations. ‘You are a whimpering sissy now but I am prepared to accept that and make the best of it. I understand what you are and I know what you need. Now sit down so I can get you ready,’ she said, pushing me into the chair. That dominant tone in her voice had always excited me and made me yearn for more.

With practiced ease, my wife, now my Mistress first strapped my waist and chest to the chair before securing my wrists to its arms. Finally, my ankles were strapped tightly together before being pulled back against the metal post that supported the seat of my chair. I was now completely at her mercy as she knelt in front of me, hands seductively stroking my stockinged thighs. ‘Now listen carefully Sissy,’ she smirked cruelly, ‘I want you to sit here quietly in my closet and look at all my pretty shoes and boots on the shelves over there. You can breathe in the smell of my leather coats, you love that smell don’t you? While you’re enjoying that I’ll be enjoying Phil making love to me in the bedroom. He’ll be here soon so you be a good girl while I get dressed for my date. I’ll be back as soon as I put on something sexy for my lover,’ she promised, pausing to take my picture again before closing the closet door.

It seemed like a long time before she reappeared, holding up a pair of her panties. ‘Open wide honey. I wore these all day today,’ my taunting wife announced, forcing the panties into my mouth. ‘There you go sweetie,’ she smiled as she held up my chin, staring into my eyes. ‘I don’t let just any man eat my panties you know, especially when I’ve worn them all day, only you, my sissy maid,’ she said, pulling a pair of tights from a drawer and wrapping them around my head, securing them with a knot over my mouth that made it impossible for me to eject her underwear with my tongue.

Just then the doorbell rang and I felt totally degraded but undeniably excited that another man was here to have sex with my wife.

‘Ok Sissy, you stay very quiet now and I’ll put you over my knee for a nice hard bare bottom slippering tonight before I put you to bed,’ Michelle promised, kissing me on the cheek. ‘Would you like that?’ she asked, playfully.

I looked up at her, shaking my head no but she just laughed as she pinched my cheeks and forced my head to nod yes.

‘We’ll see,’ she said, giving me a rather hard love tap with the palm of her hand on my cheek, before stepping back to open her silk robe revealing a sexy black and purple basque with black silk stockings held up by the attached suspenders. Selecting a pair of shiny black patent leather court shoes with five inch heels from the shelf opposite, she slid her tiny feet into them adding inches to her height and enhancing the sexy curves of her gorgeous legs.

‘How do I look sweetie?’ she asked, showing herself off with a sexy pose, hands on hips and head to one side. ‘Do you think Phil will like it? Oh sorry Sissy, it’s Mr Phil to you isn’t it?’

I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she turned away, ‘See you in a couple of hours Sissy Melissa, I’m getting fucked by a real man today,’ she gushed excitedly as she turned to walk away. My poor rejected cock was valiantly but futilely attempting to burst from its prison as she closed the closet door and I heard the key turn, locking me inside to suffer alone.

It was quiet for a while as I sat bound to the chair, the smell of my wife’s leather coats and boots mingling with the scent of her expensive perfume to torment my nose while the taste of her worn panties did the same to my tongue. My imagination was going wild as I thought of my darling wife in the arms of another man. We’d played these games before so I was familiar with the feelings of cuckold angst, but this time was different, somehow more real and therefore more exciting, but terrifying at the same time.

Then I heard Michelle giggling and Phil’s deep voice as they entered the bedroom. They were just a few feet outside the door of my prison so I could hear the sounds of them kissing, heavy breathing and then a gasp from Michelle as they fell onto the bed. After that it went quiet again and I found myself holding my breath to better hear the slightest noise from the other side of the closet door.

The sound of a zip then my wife’s heartfelt exclamation, ‘You’re so big and hard, I guess you like my new outfit don’t you baby?’

‘Better get used to it doll face,’ he confidently replied. ‘No more faking your orgasms for your sissy husband. You have a real man now.’

‘Oh yes I do,’ Michelle sighed as I pictured her sliding a condom along the length of his impressive organ before guiding him inside her. ‘You have no idea how good that feels! I used to have to fantasise about you, you know, when I stopped seeing you. It was the only way I could cum from his pathetic fumblings.’

That hurt, but there was more to come. As Phil started to thrust himself into my willing wife he demanded that she promise him never to let me make love to her again. Her enthusiastic agreement was hard for me to swallow but, as usual when she teased me, my cock throbbed and strained against its confinement.

‘Promise me,’ Phil pushed her, ‘Promise me you’ll never let him inside you again.’

‘I promise my darling,’ Michelle gasped. ‘I’ve already told him.’

‘I don’t want him fucking you,’ Phil snarled as his pace quickened. ‘You don’t kiss him, you don’t even let him hold your hand, do you understand?’

‘Oh yes me my darling, I belong to you, I need you so much! He’ll never come between us! Oh darling please, I’m cumming, ahhhhhh!’

Her release must have triggered his own as he roared his lust unselfconsciously.

As the noise abruptly stopped I realised I was sucking determinedly at the soiled knickers in my mouth and straining at my bonds as I futilely sought my own release. Unfortunately the cruel plastic prison did its job and I was denied despite my best efforts, the frustration reducing me to tears as I struggled to quiet myself in order to make out the soft murmurings now barely reaching my straining ears.

‘I think I may be in love with you,’ my unfaithful wife declared.

‘Only think?’ her lover replied, ‘I’d better fuck you again then,’ he laughed.

The sounds of soft kissing and murmured endearments went on for some time until; a gasp of pure joy from my wife told me Phil had entered her most sacred place once more. This time they were clearly more relaxed and in less of a hurry. The sounds were those of a couple in love, a couple relaxed in each other’s company, seeking to be joined together on every level both physically and emotionally. It was heart-breaking for me to hear and yet, at the same time, everything I had fantasised about for so long. If only I could get this damned cage off and get some relief. The frustration was driving me insane. I needed to cum so badly! Michelle came twice this time and still he continued to plough her, slowly and lovingly until, with a groan from him and a cry of ‘My darling!’ from my wife, he once more spilled his potent seed inside the woman I love.

It must have been over an hour later when I finally heard them getting out of bed. I thought he might be leaving but, to my amazement, he instructed my wife to bend over before taking her as his woman yet again. I could not tell if he had bent her over the end of the bed or arranged her in some other way but the slapping sound of his muscled thighs against her shapely rear and her cries of encouragement left no doubt that she had no complaints. The rutting continued as I marvelled at my wife’s enthusiasm and at her lover’s virility. In all our twenty years together I had never made love to my wife three times in one night. Perhaps twice on a couple of occasions in the early years but that had dwindled more recently to the point where we rarely made love three times a month never mind three times a night!

After many minutes, I could tell their tempo was increasing. Michelle was screaming, in pain or lust I could not tell but suspected both. My fevered imagination had me picturing him grasping handfuls of her long dark hair and using it to pull her back against his relentless and brutal onslaught. I felt thrilled that my wife could be so owned by another man and yet, at the same time, deeply ashamed that I, as her husband, could not protect her from this animal as was my duty. Instead I writhed against my bonds and whimpered pathetically into my gag until, with a final expletive, Phil exploded inside my bride a final time.

It took many minutes of panting to get their breath back before I heard Michelle’s voice, ‘I thought you were going to pull my hair out you big bully,’ she laughed.

‘Sorry babe,’ he apologised. ‘Did I get a bit too rough?’

‘Don’t apologise darling,’ she answered. ‘I love it when you take me like that. It is such a turn on to be fucked by a man like you who knows what he wants and takes it, regardless of what anyone else thinks or feels. When you pull my hair like that I feel so powerless to resist you, and then when you forced your fingers into my mouth I just felt completely owned by you’

‘Oh, ok then, good, because I’m not about to change and it’s your fault anyway for being such a sexy little bitch,’ he accused her as they both laughed.

Soon after that I heard them get dressed and leave the bedroom. I counted the seconds until I heard Susan return and the key turning in the lock. Surely now I would be granted some relief and then we could cuddle while she reassured me it had all been pretend, just a game to heighten my arousal.

Then she was there, in the doorway, hair in disarray, her silk robe back in place and a look on her face of a very satisfied and somewhat exhausted woman.

‘Oh, Sissy, he is so good! He makes me cum so hard! If only you had been half the man he is….but you’re not are you? Never mind, you can still be my little sissy maid can’t you sweetheart?’ Once more I admired the shape of her gorgeous, nylon-encased legs set off by those incredible shoes as she slinked towards me and began loosening my gag.

‘That was incredible,’ I gasped once she had pulled her now sodden knickers from my mouth.

‘Oh honey,’ she purred, sitting on my knee and turning to kiss my cheek, ‘I’m so glad you enjoyed it.’

‘Can you take this cage off now please,’ I pleaded, ‘I need to cum so badly!’

‘Oh sweetie, don’t be silly!’ she cried. ‘You’re my sissy remember? Sissies don’t get to cum. They might, if they’re very well behaved and serve their Mistress especially well, be allowed a sissy dribble occasionally, but cumming is for real men. You’re such a silly gurl aren’t you? Gurl with a ‘U’ not an ‘I’ she laughed.

‘But I thought……’ I stammered.

‘There you go again,’ Michelle chided me, ‘thinking isn’t something that’s required of a sissy. Obedience, that’s what’s required of a sissy and the sooner you realise that and accept it the easier it will be for you.’

I couldn’t believe this, I had still been thinking this couldn’t be real, she couldn’t mean to make me her sissy maid for real, not permanently.

‘Don’t look so sad my little cuckold, look what I’ve got for you,’ Susan smiled holding up three used and clearly well filled condoms.

‘What?’ was the best I could manage.

‘Come on now Sissy, open your mouth for me,’ she coaxed, holding one of them up to my lips. ‘My sissy maid needs to drink the big strong man’s semen so she can show her Mistress what a good gurl she is and how she accepts her new role.’

‘No fucking way!’ I yelled, pulling my head back.

‘Don’t be such a baby, Sissy,’ my wife admonished me, squeezing my cheeks to force my lips into a pout. ‘Open up like a good girl for you Mistress.’

I shook my head decisively, pressing my lips together tightly.

‘I’m not going to go away sweetie,’ she warned. ‘This is happening whether you like it or not. You are a sissy and this is what sissies do, now don’t make me angry!’

Another head shake from me brought a vicious hand slap from my tormentress, followed quickly by another to my opposite cheek. ‘I said no!’ I yelled.

Several more slaps followed that had my eyes watering which caused the makeup to run down my face.

‘Alright,’ Michelle sighed finally. ‘Have it your way.’

She stormed out of the closet only to return after a couple of minutes with a clear plastic bag. Still secured to the chair, I could do nothing as she slipped it over my head and used the tights discarded from my gag to tie the end closed around my neck. Stepping back she looked down at me, hands on hips.

‘I didn’t want to have to do this Sissy,’ she informed me. ‘This is your own fault. We’ll see if a little struggling for breath tempers your attitude. You can have one minute to start with,’ she said, looking at her watch.

The bag wasn’t much bigger than my head so the amount of air inside was not going to last long. Already the inside was steaming up and I was breathing faster as I marvelled at my wife’s cruelty as well as her inventiveness. Breath play had always been a huge turn on for me and I’d often tried to get Michelle to indulge me but she’d never really shown much interest.

After a minute the tights were loosened and I gasped greedily at the cool air that rushed inside.

‘Well,’ my wife demanded. ‘Changed your mind or do you want to go for two minutes?’

‘Chelle,’ I gasped, ‘this is going too far, can’t we just……’ Another vicious slap across the face brought a premature end to my attempt to reason with her.

‘Two minutes it is,’ she declared as she tightened the nylon noose once more.

Now I was really starting to panic. Two minutes? I’d used up all the air last time and had been gasping well before one minute was up. Two minutes was too long, I’d suffocate! She had to realise that, right? I tried to tell her but there wasn’t enough air to talk properly. I could only gasp, ‘Please…….I….I can’t……..no air…….Chelle……plea……’

‘That’s Ma’am to you sissy,’ she demanded as she stood watching me struggling futilely with my bonds, her arms crossed in front of her and foot tapping as she clearly enjoyed my desperate pleas for air. She’d always had a bit of a sadistic streak but never to the extent she was showing it now.

‘That’s ninety seconds now Sissy,’ she stated calmly, ‘Thirty more to go.’

That couldn’t be right, my brain screamed! She’d made a mistake! It was way over two minutes now, it had to be! The wet plastic was sucking into my wide open mouth, moulding itself to the contours of my face as I desperately sought the oxygen my body demanded.

‘Not looking so indignant now are we,’ my heartless wife taunted. ‘Still think you’re too good to drink my lover’s cum do you?’

I shook my head no. Anything, I’d do anything she wanted, I just needed air!

Suddenly the tights were loosened and the bag was pulled off my head. I heaved in lungfuls of oxygen rich air, the sweat stinging my eyes.

‘Now, where were we,’ Michelle asked. ‘Oh yes, my little sissy was going to drink a real man’s cum. Weren’t you Sissy?’

As soon as I nodded my head in resignation I felt the open end of the latex condom being pushed between my lips.

‘Head back sweetie,’ she ordered before pinching the teat of the condom between finger and thumb and running the same fingers of her other hand down its length toward the open end, making sure that every drop of her lover’s seed was emptied into my mouth. The taste was foul and I tried not to gag as she massaged my throat urging me to swallow it all down. ‘One down, two to go baby,’ she smiled in triumph.

The next two were even harder to stomach and it took more persuasion from my tormenting spouse to convince me to comply. With a giggle, she reached under my skirt and petticoats to squirm her delicate fingers inside my pink silk panties where they proceeded to roll between them, one testicle and then the other. My squeals of desperation had her laughing as I applied myself with renewed vigour to the disgusting task of disposing of her lover’s sperm. Finally finished I sat, head hanging down in humiliation at what I’d done.

‘There now,’ Michelle sighed, ‘That wasn’t so hard was it?’ I had no fight left in me to answer her so I continued to stare at the floor. ‘I hope you are not sulking cuckold,’ she warned. ‘If you sulk I’ll get angry and you’ve seen what happens when you make me angry haven’t you?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I answered, fearing what further torments my mistress might dream up if provoked.

‘Good, that’s much better. Now, I’m going for a nice shower and to get ready for bed. You aren’t allowed in my bed now, as that would be very unfair to Phil and might give you silly ideas above your station. However, to show you that I can be a kind mistress as well as a cruel one, I will allow you to sleep here in my closet. Still in your pretty dress and tied to your chair of course. Now what do you say?’

‘Thank you Ma’am,’ I mumbled.

‘For……?’ she prompted.

‘For letting me sleep in your closet.’

‘And…..?’

‘For…..for allowing me to….to….drink your lover’s…’

‘His name sweetie, you can say his name can’t you?’

‘For allowing me to….to drink your….Mr Phil’s cum.’

‘Very good,’ she beamed, clapping her hands. ‘Now, you’ll have plenty of time to recover while I shower then, when I come back I want to have one more go of our new game.’

New game? What was she talking about?

‘You managed two minutes easily didn’t you Sissy? I think we should go for two and a half. Or maybe even three. Won’t that be fun? And to make it extra special for you, I’ll pee a little bit into the bag so you can smell me close to you while you suffocate. You’re such a lucky girl aren’t you?’

‘Yes Ma’am, thank you.’ What would have been the point of saying anything else? Besides, I needed to focus on some deep breathing to prepare myself.

‘Ok babe, I won’t be long.’ She smiled, making for the door. ‘Oh, silly me, I nearly forgot, I promised you a spanking didn’t I? Although I’m not sure you deserve such a treat with your naughty behaviour. Anyway, we won’t have time tonight. Maybe when I release you tomorrow, ok sweetheart?’

‘Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am.’

‘Good girl,’ my wife smiled. ‘We are going to have such fun together aren’t we?’

‘I love you,’ I blurted. I don’t know why, it just came out. It was true though. She had hurt and humiliated me but I loved her, probably more than ever. What was happening to me?

‘That’s very good sweetie,’ my mistress replied, picking the now empty condoms from the floor where she’d dropped them and draping them, one over each of my shoulders and the other on my head, the teat hanging down over my forehead. ‘A sissy maid should love her Mistress completely and with every fibre of her being. I’m your Mistress now and I always will be. That’s all you need to remember,’ she smiled as she used her phone camera once more to record my humiliation. ‘But if you ever forget and decide you’d like to rebel, I’ll have lots of very embarrassing pictures to send to everyone won’t I. But you wouldn’t do that would you sweetie? You love me too much to betray me or spoil my fun don’t you? ’With that she was gone, leaving me a confused and exhausted wreck still shivering with nerves and excitement.


Chapter 3:- Ruining My Orgasm

The following morning I was released and, after showering, was presented with a new black and white maids outfit, this one in shiny latex. I love the smell of latex, which Michelle, my wife and now Mistress well knows.

Once I was appropriately dressed Michelle spent some time showing me how she wanted my makeup to look. I was not required to wear a wig as she wanted it to be clear that I was not a real girl but a sissy, a pretend girl. However, my uniform did include a ridiculous white latex cap with frilled edge and ribbon-like straps that had to be tied in an uncomfortable bow under my chin.

‘You look perfect sweetie,’ she smiled, camera flashing, ‘just like a real girl but not a girl. Real girls don’t have cocks do they? Not even tiny ones like yours,’ she teased. ‘But real men don’t allow their wives to lock their cocks away in chastity cages do they? So we know you’re not a man don’t we?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ was my default answer to everything she said.

‘So you’re not a girl but you’re clearly not a man either. What does that make you?’

‘A sissy, Ma’am,’ I mumbled.

‘A sissy? Yes exactly, a sissy gurl with a U’ she smiled cruelly. ‘Get your head up and stand up straight Sissy, I won’t have you slouching around the place.’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I mumbled as I straightened up.

‘And stop mumbling, you can speak clearly and still be respectful. A nice little curtsy wouldn’t hurt either. Well? Go on then you stupid gurl, try again with a curtsy.’

Reluctantly I did as she asked; glad there was nobody else there to witness my humiliation.

‘That’s better,’ she said coldly. ‘Now let’s have you over my knee for that spanking I promised you. In fact, go and get my slipper, I’ll use that. I don’t see why I should hurt my delicate hand on your lazy backside. Go on then, quickly gurl!’

I hobbled off to the bedroom and back on the four inch heeled ankle boots I’d been instructed to wear as part of my uniform. I went as quickly as I dared but it obviously was not quick enough for my mistress.

‘Why did you take so long Sissy?’ She demanded. ‘You’ve probably been in my drawers sniffing my panties haven’t you? You are such a little sissy pervert!’

‘No Ma’am, I wouldn’t, I…’

‘Shut up slut!’ Michelle barked. ‘I didn’t tell you to speak. Now get over here. I owe you a dozen swats from last night plus six more for dawdling with my slipper and another six for answering back. So, a nice round twenty four strokes I think,’ she paused. ‘Unless perhaps you’d like to argue some more, Sissy?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I blurted as I hurriedly placed myself over her knee.

‘What did I tell you about curtsying when you answer me gurl?’ she smirked. ‘You will learn one way or the other my little maid. So that’s six more for forgetting to curtsy making a total of thirty lovely smacks on that tight little sissy bottom. I’m so going to enjoy this!’

As I lay there, hands and toes of boots touching the floor, chastity cage grasped between my mistress’s warm nylon covered thighs; it occurred to me how pathetic I must look. Thoughts of my humiliation at the hands of my cruel wife and Mistress had me squirming with frustrated desire as the damned cage once more cut short my attempts at erection and gave painful reminder of my status.

‘What are you gurl?’ demanded my mistress before, CRACK! Her heavy rubber-soled slipper landed!

‘I’m a sissy Mistress!’ was my plaintive reply as the red hot pain bit into my squirming backside.

Thirty strokes, thirty demands, ‘what are you gurl?’ Thirty replies that gained in volume until they became screams then fell away to resigned sobs, ‘I’m a sissy Mistress!’

We’d played spanking games before but never with so many strokes and never delivered with such determined venom. Even so, as my ordeal finally ended, I felt a tiny amount of consolation in the belief that, as had previously been the case in our little games, after lots of teasing and a light spanking, I might be allowed to cum now. I was so horny! If she would just take off this damned cage, I would gladly masturbate at her feet. Oh, to be able to spray my backed up semen onto those gorgeous nylon enclosed legs or onto those sexy knee length leather boots!

Unfortunately there was to be no such relief from my torment. ‘Get up and go and dry your face you stupid gurl!’ admonished my wife. ‘And make sure that makeup is perfect before you get on with your housework. I won’t have slovenliness in my servants. Chop, chop! You are already running late because I had to punish you. If your work doesn’t get finished on time there’ll be worse for you, so get a move on!’

As I stood, the flexing of my cheeks brought fresh waves of pain to my bright red posterior. I rubbed at my backside as I quickly made to leave the room.

‘Get back here right now,’ Michelle yelled making me cringe. Why did that cruel, heartless, dominant voice turn me on so much? Was it that she exuded such confidence, such mastery? Why did I always melt like a pathetic wimp when she used it? ‘I didn’t hear a thank you,’ she growled.

‘Thank you Ma’am,’ I offered.

‘For……’ Michelle prompted as she sidled up to me and lifted my skirt with one hand then started to tap my chastity cage with the long red finger nails of her other hand making me gasp as my poor manhood was stimulated into making yet another futile attempt to assert itself.

‘Erm…..for teaching me to be a better sissy?’ I asked hopefully.

‘That’s better but I want to see a smile when you thank me.’ my mistress insisted. ‘After all, it is in your best interest to serve me and be of use to me sweetheart, otherwise why would I bother keeping you around?’ she asked; now lightly scratching my swollen blue balls. ‘Right, try again, curtsy too remember, and smile sweetie,’ she laughed as she stepped back dropping my skirt back into place. ‘This is your new life, you should be happy I’m making all your twisted little perverted fantasies come true.’

So there I was, starting my day, dressed head to toe as a sissy latex maid, bottom smarting from my recent humiliating spanking, curtsying and smiling through the tears that still ran down my face, reciting the embarrassing lines given me by my wife and Mistress.

‘Thank you Ma’am,’ curtsy and smile, ‘For teaching me to be a better sissy,’ second curtsy.

‘Now isn’t that so much better? I knew you had it in you sweetheart.’ My wife smiled sweetly, head cocked over on one side in the way that always made me melt with love and desire for her.

‘Come and kneel here in front of me,’ she encouraged, ‘I’ve decided to reward my little sissy slut after all,’ she announced, producing, seemingly from nowhere, the key to my chastity cage.

I couldn’t get down there fast enough and found myself panting with pure lust as Michelle leaned forward to unlock me.

‘Now before you get carried away Sissy,’ she warned me, ‘I’m not going to spend all day on this, I have more important things to do with my time.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I gasped. Anything she said was fine with me!

‘I’m going to give you just one minute to play with that little thing then it goes back in the cage. If you give me any trouble at all I’ll make you extremely sorry and it will be a hell of a long time before I even consider letting you out again. Do you understand?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I replied, smiling stupidly to please her. ‘I’ll be a good gurl I promise.’ I couldn’t believe I’d said that, what was I becoming?

‘Ok then, right hand behind you,’ my mistress ordered, ‘I want you to grasp your little gurl clitty with the thumb and first finger of your left hand. You have one minute to try to cum. As soon as you feel yourself about to dribble I want you to leave go and put that hand behind your back too. Is that absolutely clear? If you can’t manage to do it before the minute is up then you’ll have to wait till next time.’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I panted, desperate beyond measure to get started now as my long imprisoned but finally freed cock bobbed in front of me. ‘Please may I cum on your boots Ma’am?’ I begged hopefully.

‘You are a very naughty sissy aren’t you?’ Michelle gasped in mock disgust. ‘Very well, just this once, since you’ve been a good gurl remembering to use my correct titles. But you must remember to leave go of your little thing. If you do manage an orgasm it must be a ruined one. Remember you are not a man; you are a sissy, so I want to see a sissy orgasm. A sissygasm,’ she laughed, pleased at her own inventive language skills. ‘And you must lick up your mess afterwards. I don’t want your disgusting sissy slime left on my lovely boots. That simply wouldn’t do at all would it?’

‘No Ma’am, I would never…’

‘Stop procrastinating gurl!’ my wife interrupted. ‘You’re wasting my time. I think I’ll make it thirty seconds instead of a minute. I don’t think you deserve a full minute. Now begin!’

Desperate to protest at her cruelty but even more desperate to cum, I jumped to obey, staring in lust at those gorgeous, expensive, soft leather boots, imagining my wife’s gorgeous perfect little nylon sheathed toes within them, as I pumped my straining cocklet with two fingers.

In less than twenty seconds I was past the point of no return and, with a supreme act of will, fearful of possible repercussions, I did as I’d been ordered and threw my left hand behind me to join my right. The cum boiled from me, shooting forward to coat the boots of my darling wife, now my cruel mistress. My hips bucked and my skirt flapped as I fought the urge to hump her booted leg like a horny dog. I think I actually passed out for a couple of seconds with the shear ecstasy of release. A face slap from my mistress brought me round and, with great reluctance; I bent forward to complete the distasteful conclusion to my all too brief period of pleasure.

‘Good gurl, make sure you get it all,’ she encouraged. ‘I don’t want any sign of what you did to remain. That’s it. Just one more picture for safe keeping, stick out your tongue so I can see what you’re licking up. Good, now get up, I want this cage back on. You hate doing that, cleaning up after yourself, don’t you sissy?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I mumbled mouth still full of the humiliating taste of my own fluid.

‘Your disgust for the task does have one big advantage though sweetie,’ my wife laughed. ‘Apart from ruining some of your enjoyment and providing me with a sadistic thrill I mean,’ she went on. ‘It very quickly shrinks this little thing back down to its usual tiny size so I can easily slip your cage back on. And there we go, all done. That nasty little thing is all locked away for the foreseeable future now. So thank me properly then go and get on with your housework. You need to earn your keep if you want us to keep you around now Sissy.’

‘Thank you Mistress,’ I said, remembering to smile and curtsy deeply. Then, in panicked response to her single raised eyebrow I rushed to add, ‘Thank you for allowing me to dribble my sissy slime,’ another pathetic curtsy and simpering smile.

‘Dismissed,’ Michelle stated coldly, picking up a magazine and beginning to flick through as she relaxed back onto the sofa.
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