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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 4:- Detention Night

Two frustrating and humiliating weeks of sissy maid training later I was busy washing some of Michelle’s underwear and lingerie in the basement which had always been used as a laundry room but now, since my wife had banned me from her bed, also served as my bedroom. Her instructions were that each item should go into my mouth to be sucked clean before being hand washed and rinsed in the sink, then squeezed to remove excess water before finally being hung up to dry. Michelle made it clear that my oral duty was a great privilege for me and the closest I would get now to touching her. Added to that, the sight of her sexy underwear hanging from the ceiling of my ‘maid’s quarters’, as she called them, would serve to tease and frustrate me, something she freely admitted she was becoming addicted to.

My Mistress wife now insisted I wear four inch heels with my maids uniform at all times. This, she said, was not just because they made my legs look feminine and sexy but also because they became incredibly uncomfortable very quickly. The balls of my nylon encased feet ached unbearably as did my shins from the high arching of my feet. This had the effect of making me try to work more quickly so I could get off my feet for a little while but, at the same time, slowed my walk to a crawl as I struggled to maintain my balance.

‘Sissy darling,’ Michelle said as her heels tapped down the basement stairs carrying some dresses in her hands. ‘I need you to iron this for me when you are finished with my underwear. I think this is the one I’m going to wear tonight, or do you like this one better?’ she said, holding up the sexy short black dress I’d bought her for her previous birthday.

‘Chelle, you promised me that, if I acted like this at home you would stop seeing Phil,’ I whined pleadingly.

‘No that is not what I said and don’t you dare call me Chelle,’ she retorted. ‘What I said is I would try to be more sympathetic to your concerns about me seeing Phil if you accepted being what you really are, a sissy. I still need to be fucked by a real man and Phil, or Mr Phil to you, is the man I’ve chosen. Now which one do you think I should wear?’ she beamed.

‘Where will you be going?’ I asked softly.

‘I don’t see how that’s any business of yours Sissy and if you fail to address me correctly one more time I will take my riding crop to you, is that understood?’

‘Yes Ma’am, sorry,’ I offered, appalled at my own weakness around the demanding goddess my wife had become.

‘If you must know,’ she relented, ‘I’m meeting Phil in that lovely restaurant you took me to for our anniversary. Then we’ll be going for a drink and a dance, maybe a little snuggling and kissing back at his place too. That’s all sweetie, nothing to worry yourself over,’ she smiled as she handed me one of the dresses, it was the black one.

‘But Ma’am I….’

‘Enough!’ she interrupted angrily. ‘Put that dress down and stand to attention. Now, heels together, toes pointing out over. Knees slightly bent, that’s right. Now bend your elbows and let your wrists go limp. Hands out to the side, there now, I want you to remember that pose sissy; we’ll call it your Fretting Pose. Let me just get a picture.’

‘Please Ma’am ….’ I tried.

‘I said enough now shut up and listen. You are a sissy and you need to accept that. The best way to do that is to start acting like one. You are being very silly trying to hang on to stupid pointless ideas about masculinity. Believe me sweetie, you didn’t have much of that to start with so it’s no big loss,’ my wife laughed, before noticing she was hurting my feelings. ‘Let it go sweetheart, you don’t need it and neither do I. Never mind what that silly little thing between your legs tells you. It’s in a cage now under my control so you don’t need to worry about it. Just concentrate on being the sissy gurl you are and that I want you to be.’

‘I’m trying to Ma’am but I love you. I miss how we were when I was your man,’ I whined.

‘Sweetheart,’ she smiled, ‘you were never much of a man, but it doesn’t matter. You’re going to be a wonderful sissy maid and I’m going to help you. Now finish washing my undies and get them dried and ironed. Then you can iron my dress, ok?’ she said gently, touching her perfectly manicured fingers to my cheek. ‘I want the kitchen tidied up too and the bathroom cleaned, so don’t dawdle.’

Several hours later, as I was finishing polishing the taps in the bathroom, Michelle walked in and sat on the side of the bath.

‘Come and kneel on the floor in front of me Sissy,’ she instructed.

It was a relief to get off my feet for a few minutes, those damned heels were ridiculous!

‘Sissy, you know I love you and I want you to be happy. That’s why I’m doing this and why I’m trying so hard to help you become the sissy you always wanted to be.’

‘But this is …. Sorry … Ma’am, this is not me, it’s not what I want. I have desires for you. I want to be your man. I’m your husband. Why do you want me dressed like a girl?’

‘I hear what you’re saying Sissy Melissa and it tells me you are having trouble coping with the reality of being a sissy servant. Listen sweetie, just because you have a penis and testicles doesn’t mean you’re not a sissy. Maybe it would be best if we had your dick fixed so it doesn’t try to get hard any more. You are not dressed like a girl honey; you are dressed like a sissy maid. It doesn’t mean you can’t have desires for your mistress, it just means you have to accept that you will never be able to act on them.’

‘I’m confused Ma’am, I don’t understand what’s happening,’ I pleaded.

‘I know baby,’ she cooed, stroking my cheek. ‘You have such a lot to learn and accept, but you don’t need to worry, I’m going to help you and so is Phil. Now,’ she stated, standing up and walking to the bathroom door, ‘let’s inspect your housework.’

To my relief, she seemed happy with the kitchen but, unfortunately, she found a spot of dirt under the toilet rim when she used her compact makeup mirror to check it. I received three strokes of the taws to each hand for that and had to apologise on my knees as I kissed the bottom of her slippers. Then to add insult to injury, she later informed me that she’d just realised that the spot of dirt was a mark on her mirror and not on the toilet. She laughed when she told me but I didn’t find it funny. I received three more with the taws to the back of each leg for going in the huff!

A little later, as I was serving her tea in the lounge she announced, ‘I’ve decided to have a Detention Night tonight so I want you prepared and in place by 5pm. Do not keep me waiting.’

We’d played the Detention Game before. It involved my pretending to be a school boy while Michelle played the part of a cruel but sexy lady teacher. I knew this time was going to be different though when, at 4pm she told me to collect my uniform from her bedroom and go to the basement to prepare myself for detention.

I was surprised but strangely excited to find that my uniform consisted of navy blue cotton knickers, white cotton girls vest, navy blue girdle, navy blue stocking with seams, navy blue box-pleat gym-slip, white knee socks, black patent leather Mary-Jane shoes with two inch block heels, white short-sleeved blouse, school tie, grey V-neck jumper, navy blue blazer and straw boater hat. Clearly my wife was determined to continue her mission to tease and humiliate me into giving up the last of my masculinity.

The basement had a partially completed bathroom with shower cubicle, sink and toilet but no interior walls which had been installed by the previous owners of the house. This meant that Michelle could ban me from using any of the upstairs facilities and could also confine me to my ‘maid’s quarters’ for extended periods of time. The lack of interior walls also served to deny me even a moment of privacy from the two security cameras that we’d had fitted as part of the house security system. The cameras were in every room and, once activated by movement, sent their pictures to an on-line recording system. All recordings were stored for thirty days automatically and could be reviewed, permanently archived or forwarded to other devices via a smart phone anywhere in the world with a Wi Fi connection. The original purpose of the system was security but Michelle had made it clear that she would now be using it to keep a check on my behaviour. It is a very unsettling feeling knowing that your wife can see you and watch what you are doing anywhere in the house at any time, even when she is out somewhere.

A full length mirror stood in one corner and I used this to check my appearance. I was very keen not to give my mistress any reason to punish me. I straightened the seams of my stockings, smoothed the skirt which ended four inches above my knees and made sure the pattern of my white knee socks was razor straight. Once satisfied I applied lipstick, blusher and eyeshadow, grateful that at least false eyelashes were not required for this outfit. The final two items that were required however, did little for my bruised and battered self-esteem. A dark brown wig with long plaits ending in little pink bows was topped off with the awful straw boater, secured under my chin with a big pink ribbon. Even with the ridiculousness of the rest of my uniform, that ribbon was the worst part, feeling so uncomfortable and thoroughly humiliating.

At fifteen minutes to five I forced myself to mount the stairs and report to the dining room. Laid out at one end of the dining table were the items I would need to complete my detention. Three pens, arranged symmetrically next to a wooden ruler, a thick A4 notepad, a face-down (exam style) sheaf of typewritten pages awaited me as I carefully pulled out my chair and sat at the table, back straight, hands on knees awaiting the arrival of my mistress.

‘Full detention rules apply, starting now!’ was her greeting as she stepped into the room. Her tone was terse, frigid and dripping cold venom which served to leave me trembling with fearful anxiety overlaid by a deep desire to please her and to devote myself to her pleasure. Then I saw how she looked. With perfect long dark hair, sexy little black dress, long heeled court shoes, perfectly made up face, dripping expensive jewellery and smelling heavenly, she was every man’s fantasy woman.

‘You will remain silent for the duration of your punishment,’ she stated coldly. ‘You will maintain an upright posture with back straight, feet together and flat on the floor. No slouching, no fidgeting. Do not rest your head on your hand at any time, do not rub your eyes or play with your hair, is that clear?’

I nodded, staring straight ahead.

‘Your desk is to remain meticulously tidy as you see it now, pens and rulers to be placed down without a sound,’ my wife continued as she walked around and behind my chair. ‘You will write until you have completed half your quota then you may take a fifteen minute break to use the toilet and get the drink I’ve left for you in the fridge, the only time you will move from that chair. You will then continue to write until I tell you to stop. I should be back by then as Phil has to catch an early flight tomorrow. Your assignment is on the desk in front of you. Your quota is written on the last assignment sheet,’ she advised me with a frosty demeanour as she came round in front of me again.

I continued to stare straight ahead as she leant in so close I could smell her expensive perfume and feel her sweet breath on my face.

‘If you do not meet your quota you will be caned. Then you will continue writing until you do meet it, plus any additional punishment quota that I allocate. You will also be punished if you break any detention or uniform rules. Now you may read your assignment.’ Michelle finished as she moved off to sit at the opposite end of the dining table sipping a chilled glass of wine, watching me open my envelope with shaking fingers.

A feeling of frustration and unfairness washed over me as I read my assignment. I was to write out in my neatest handwriting:-

Sissy Rule 1: I must endeavour to dress, think and act in accordance with my position. I am a sissy. I am not a man. I am not a woman; I am a sissy. Failure to present myself as the sissy I am will result in severe punishment.

Sissy Rule 2: I am the property of my Mistress. I will obey her in all things at all times without question. My Mistress may punish me or humiliate me in any way she sees fit and for any reason she may desire. I will always seek to honour my Mistress through my behaviour and will never complain.

Sissy Rule 3: I am to remain in chastity. Requests to be released will be denied and I will be punished severely. A sissy does not seek pleasure through orgasm but through service to her Mistress.

Quota: - Each rule to be written out 100 times!

I wanted to protest, both about the rules themselves and about the impossibility of finishing the task of writing them out so many times before her return, but I knew if I did it would not turn out well for me. I glanced over at Michelle hoping to convey my feelings without speaking but her cruel smile told me I was wasting my time.

Instead she sipped her wine and informed me, ‘You are allowed one error per page, which you will rule through neatly in red. If you make a second error, the page is to be removed and discarded. If you try to conceal or ignore an error, I will remove two pages.’

How could I write out so many repetitive lines without making mistakes? I’d need to go so slowly that there was no way I would finish.

‘And don’t forget young lady, you must write continuously, no stopping, no pauses. I will be checking with my phone several times during the evening to make sure detention rules are fully adhered to. I might show Phil what you’re up to as well, I’m sure he’ll get a kick out of it won’t he?’

Under detention rules I couldn’t even answer her without incurring her wrath and so I just lowered my eyes submissively.

‘You may begin,’ my wife curtly advised, checking her watch before moving to draw the curtains. She left the room and returned having refilled her wine glass which she took to the comfortable leather couch in the lounge. I could see her through the archway between rooms as she ignored me, leafing through a magazine, sipping her wine and laughing to herself as she sent text messages, probably to her boyfriend I thought.

After about thirty minutes she got up and came to stand behind me looking over my shoulder. I sighed pathetically in a vain attempt to garner her sympathy. I was up to number twenty of sissy rule 1 when she reached forward and tore off the page.

‘Detention rules mean silence at all times sissy that includes pathetic sighing!’ she informed me icily as she tore the page in half and dropped it into the waste paper bin beside me. ‘Continue,’ she waved her hand dismissively as she went upstairs to finish getting ready for her night with her lover. I realised with astonishment just how much of a sadist my wife was becoming and how much she was enjoying her heartless treatment of me when I heard the distinctive deep buzzing of her vibrator. She was actually getting off on humiliating and frustrating me! She was probably watching me on her phone right now, revelling in my abject humiliation. I knew I should be angry, outraged even, but actually I was happy to know I was still a part of her sex life, that I could still turn her on, even if only by submitting to her and suffering for her.

When she came back downstairs she was wearing a black leather jacket and I was struck once more by her outstanding beauty. That led to an intense feeling of jealousy. What had Phil, the man she had taken such pains to look so stunning for and the man she was excited to be going to, what had he done to deserve her? It wasn’t fair. I was her husband; I loved her more than he possibly could. I ached for her. I’d do anything just to have a few minutes of her attention.

Just then her phone rang and she retrieved it from her handbag. ‘Hi babe, I’m just leaving now,’ she said brightly and I was struck by the difference between the light, happy, loving tone of voice she used when speaking to her lover and the cold contemptuous one she used to speak to me.

‘I’m going out Sissy Melissa; remember I’ll be watching you. Enjoy your drink later, it’s a long time since I made you drink my pee isn’t it? Make sure you drink it all and don’t even think of pouring it down the sink. There is a camera in the kitchen too remember. You should be proud to drink your mistress’s golden nectar. I might watch you do it; it will be recorded even if I miss the live performance so remember your new Sissy Rules and be respectful. Have fun, I know I will, bye.’ And she was gone leaving me feeling so alone, ignored and humiliated but also frustrated. I needed to cum so badly!

Michelle was clearly tipsy when she got home, ignoring me and going upstairs to get ready for bed. ‘Stop writing now,’ she announced coldly as she came back down the stairs and entered the dining room. ‘Pen down, hands on head,’ she ordered as she sauntered towards me in her white silk pyjamas, super soft fluffy white dressing gown and matching fluffy white slippers with grey teddy bear motifs.

I was bleary eyed, my back ached and my writing hand was cramping. On top of that I still had the taste of Michelle’s piss in my mouth from my break time.

‘How much of your quota have you completed?’ she asked coldly.

‘Ma’am,’ I stammered, praying that the alcohol and the sex might have mellowed her enough to give me a break. ‘I’ve completed the first two Sissy Rules one hundred times each and I’m on the last fifty of Sissy Rule three.’

‘In other words you’ve failed,’ she stated flatly, leaving the room and returning with her riding crop

My entire body was shivering and convulsing uncontrollably in trepidation and, to my amazement, I was starting to cry. I was a grown man, a husband of twenty years, a successful business man retired early, and yet here I was, dressed as a school girl, no a school sissy, shaking and crying in anticipation of a beating from my slim, demure, ‘butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth’ wife.

There was no sign of pity in my wife’s eyes as she stood looking at me, the homely, cute cuddliness of her outfit contrasting with the long flexible leather crop.

‘I gave you a quota to complete sissy,’ she began quietly, ‘a quota that should have been no problem if you applied yourself diligently. Instead you’ve clearly been sitting day dreaming. What were you day dreaming about sissy? Where you thinking about your gorgeous sexy wife enjoying the company of a real man? Could you picture us talking, laughing together and holding hands? Did you imagine us in his bed slut? Did you?’

‘No ma’am,’ I lied.

‘Silence you little slut! I do not want to hear a word from you, not even an apology.’

She had moved around behind me and as she leaned forward to whisper in my ear I could hear the soft rustle of her satin pyjamas and the smell of her perfume almost made me pass out. ‘You are a lazy, disrespectful little gurl and now you are going to pay the price.’

I nearly jumped out of my skin when she cracked her crop down hard onto the table beside me.

‘There will be no break,’ she stated matter of factly. ‘You will remain in detention where you will complete a five thousand word essay entitled ‘Why My Mistress Is So Wonderful And Why I Am So Happy She Has A Real Man To Make Her Happy’.

Five thousand words, how long would that take? I was exhausted, physically and emotionally. I couldn’t help myself as the tears began to flow and my shoulders shuddered as I sobbed.

‘But first of all you are going to receive half a dozen strokes of my crop across your bare buttocks!’


Chapter 5:- Her Riding Crop

I had to stand and walk on wobbly legs and make my way down the length of the dining table to where Michelle had pulled out a chair from the side creating a space for me to stand facing the table.

‘Knickers down round your ankles slut,’ she ordered as she retrieved a cushion from the lounge and placed it on the table in front of me. ‘Bend over this,’ she stated coldly, ‘and do not stand up. If you do the stroke will not count and trust me, you are not going to want to repeat a single one!’

The cushion pressed into my stomach lifting my backside till it was higher than my head and I had to stand on tip toes.

‘Arms straight out, grip the other edge of the table,’ my Mistress ordered, the coldness in her tone making me shiver with dread. ‘Now keep still.’

I jumped as I felt the crop tap against my bare bottom causing Michelle to laugh, ‘Just getting my distance Sissy,’ she said, ‘here it comes.’

It took a second for the pain to register but, when it did, I became instantly terrified. Agony began to burn deep into my ass cheeks with an intensity that continued to grow as the seconds ticked by. Rather than fading, the pain was increasing as I struggled not to panic. Every part of me wanted to jump up but fear of the consequences kept me gripping the table with every ounce of strength as my whole body twisted and squirmed as I gasped for breath.

The next stroke came while I was still trying desperately to deal with the first and the agony filled me with disbelief!

As if she was reading my mind, Michelle leaned forward and whispered into my ear, ‘Yes sweetheart, I do intend for it to hurt this much. You are my property and you are being punished because you have failed to please me. You are a naughty little sissy maid and it is my absolute intention to beat you this hard, to cause you this much agony. I suggest you learn from it. I’m not playing games this time. I’m not play acting to satisfy one of your perverted little fantasies. No darling, this is real, this is your life now.’

Before I had a chance to take in her words there was a third crack and fresh agony exploded overlaying the previous pains that were still searing me to the core. It was too much! Somehow I found the breath to scream and leapt up, my hands clutching at my burning buttocks. My fingers could make out the pronounced ridges of three tramlines running across both cheeks. Legs unable to support me, I sank to the floor, kneeling before my wife in desperation, pleading to be let off any more strokes of her crop.

‘Standing has earned you an extra stroke at the end,’ was the cold heartless answer to my pleas. ‘For every five seconds you fail to be back across the table you earn another. Feel free to take your time, should you wish, I will be unmoved by anything you say, now or later.’

My mind raced as I desperately tried to come up with something to say, some way to persuade her. She had no right to do this. I was her husband, I’d stop her. I was a grown man for fuck sake!

‘Coming up on fifteen seconds now sissy,’ she informed me calmly. ‘So that’s four extra strokes making seven to go. More than you started with. You’re not doing very well are you? Would you like to continue or shall I ring Phil to come and get me. I’ll go and stay with him till our divorce comes through, the divorce that will leave you penniless. Then of course Phil and I will have such fun sending those pictures I took of you to everyone you know.’

Her threat and her cold certainty floored me. I couldn’t think straight but I knew I couldn’t lose her, I loved her too much. So, in a panic I jumped up and scrambled back over the table. As I did, the realisation of what I’d done sank in. I’d given in. After all the frustration, humiliation and torture I’d suffered at her hands! She’d treated me with contempt, like a slave, like an amusement and I’d just demonstrated my total acceptance of it. I’d given her carte blanche to continue doing so. I was hers to do with as she pleased.

‘Good gurl,’ she smiled, resting the crop across the centre of my backside.

‘Prepare yourself sissy,’ she ordered just before stroke number four sliced into my bottom and I howled pitifully in desperate pain. Another followed and another. The strokes continued steadily and without mercy and, when they began to cover still painful earlier ones, my yells became shrieks. Even when the last stroke had been given, I continued to writhe and groan, unable to take in the fact that it was over.

Eventually, my wife’s voice got through to me, ‘Sissy,’ she called, ‘Sissy stop that now, it’s over. I want to talk to you.’

She was sitting on the opposite side of the table when I raised my head, blinked away tears and made to stand up.

‘No, stay as you are for a minute,’ she ordered. ‘That’s the first time I’ve ever really beaten you properly. Rest assured it will not be the last. I’ve changed, as I’m sure you are beginning to realise. I’m no longer the timid little wife eager to play games to please her husband. I’ve grown and evolved. I know what I want and I intend to take it. You can still play a very important role in my life or ….. not. I’ve shown you over the past few days what you can expect if you stay. So now I want you to decide, once and for all. You will never get another chance. Live as my sissy maid or leave.’

‘I love you but this is too much, too sudden,’ I whined.

‘I love you too sweetheart, that’s why I’m offering you this chance. All the hours, days, weeks, years you’ve spent fantasising. The stories, pictures and movies you’ve collected. You’ve wanted this so much for so long. Well now I’m offering it to you. Take it or leave. Get up, go back to your desk and continue your detention or remove your uniform while I ring Phil to come and get me.’

Staring into my wife’s eyes I could see she meant what she said. But this was a huge decision. Wasn’t it? Maybe not I admitted to myself as I stood slowly and carefully, wincing at the fresh waves of pain in my poor backside. Then, on unsteady legs, I walked back to my desk area where I gingerly sat down and picked up my pen.

‘A wise decision Sissy,’ my mistress sighed as she stood. ‘I’m going to bed now to think about Phil’s strong arms around me and his lips on mine. I’ll check your work tomorrow. If I were you I’d make very sure that its perfect,’ she laughed as she walked out of the room. ‘I’ll have breakfast at 10 Sissy,’ I heard her call.

As I contemplated the long hours it was going to take to complete my task, I shuffled from one buttock to the other, unable to fathom how I could possibly obey detention rules and sit upright and unmoving for another minute much less all those hours. I wondered if she would wait until tomorrow to check the recording from the camera in the corner of the room or if she would be watching me now relishing thoughts of punishing me again.

My question was answered as the buzz of her vibrator drifted to my ears through the ceiling above me.


Chapter 6:- Her Yellow Washing Up Gloves

I was nervous all morning waiting to hear from my Mistress regarding further punishments. Even in the unlikely event that she did not find any faults in my essay there was still the shuffling around on my very sore backside which clearly broke Detention rules. So, when I heard the sound of the small silver bell that she’d taken to using to summon me whenever she wanted something, I moved as quickly as the ridiculous heels of my maids outfit would allow.

‘Stand there,’ she stated coldly, pointing to a paper doily that had been placed in the middle of the floor. ‘Fretting pose,’ she finished.

So there I was in full latex maids outfit, stupid hat and all, posed in the most humiliating fashion my mistress could come up with, while she read through my essay. When she finally finished she looked up at me and I immediately looked down at the floor, expecting trouble and unable to meet her gaze.

‘You broke my rules sissy, consistently for the whole time you were writing this. You know how you are required to sit during Detention don’t you?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I answered, hoping to please her with a small curtsy. ‘I’m sorry Ma’am but it was really painful to sit.’

‘And whose fault was that?’ she queried. ‘Surely you are not suggesting it was mine.’

‘No Ma’am, of course not,’ I mumbled. ‘It’s my fault for failing as your maid.’

‘Very good,’ she smiled cruelly. ‘I think you’re finally learning your place Sissy Melissa.’

I smiled in response to the small crumb of praise as I dared to glance up at her, curtsying again to show I had indeed learned my place and that further painful lessons might not be necessary.

‘There are also a number of spelling and punctuation mistakes in your essay,’ she went on.

‘Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,’ I answered dropping my gaze to the floor again.

‘Aren’t you going to whine about being tiered, or about the pain in your bottom making it hard to concentrate?’ she queried.

‘No Ma’am, it was my fault I was tiered. I should have completed my quota as you instructed me to. And the pain in my bottom was well deserved,’ I grovelled, hoping against hope that my wife would not decide to use her crop on my backside again. I had no idea how I would cope with it if she did. The though made me start to cry.

‘Now, stop that,’ my wife soothed, the concern in her voice just making me worse. ‘You’re being a good gurl this morning sissy. I think that beating last night may have really done you some good. I shall have to remember to use that method more often,’ she smiled. ‘You are also a very lucky gurl because I’ve decided not to beat you again for your poor performance.’

‘Yes!’ I thought, breaking into a slight smile. My grovelling was working.

‘However, that does not mean I will be letting you go unpunished,’ she added. ‘Failure to obey your Mistress and her rules is a very serious issue and so, as punishment I want you to read out your essay. What was the title again?’

‘Why My Mistress Is So Wonderful And Why I Am So Happy She Has A Real Man To Make Her Happy, Ma’am,’ I answered in relief. I could read it to her no problem. It would be embarrassing but no more than anything else she’d made me do.

But she wasn’t finished. ‘Phil, or should I say Mr Phil, will be coming here when he gets back from abroad, you will read it to him then, I trust that will not be a problem,’ she teased.

Of course it was a fucking problem! How could I read that out to him, my wife’s lover? I’d be better off taking another beating!

‘You will be attired in full maid’s uniform as befits your status and you will serve us afternoon tea. Once we have retired to the lounge you will serve chilled wine and ask Mr Phil for permission to read out your essay. I will accept no excuses on this and I expect your behaviour to be perfect, do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I mumbled in shock.

‘Pardon?’ she suddenly screamed!

‘Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am!’ I blurted with a deep curtsy.

‘I love it when you look terrified of me,’ Michelle laughed. ‘Poor Sissy, your life seems to be just housework and punishment now doesn’t it?’

‘I don’t mind Ma’am,’ I smiled pathetically. ‘As long as I can be with you,’ I finished lamely.

‘Go and get me the washing up gloves I used to wear before I made my useless husband into a more useful sissy. I think they are under the sink. Be quick now,’ she said.

I hurried back with the yellow rubber gloves, completely puzzled by my mistress’s demand.

‘I can’t believe I ever used these things,’ she sighed. ‘No more washing up for me now Sissy Melissa. No more housework at all,’ she laughed, ‘not while I have my sissy maid.’ Then, to my astonishment, she took the key from her necklace and reached under my skirt to unlock my chastity cage.

‘Hold up your skirt gurl, I can’t see what I’m doing,’ she said coldly. ‘Now take off the tube and let me see how excited your little clitty is to see me.’

Excited was an understatement and I actually felt faint at the realisation of what was happening as I watched her sliding a yellow washing up glove onto her right hand. My cock bobbed in time to my throbbing pulse as my cruel wife sat laughing at it.

‘You see cucky, I want you to remember that I can be just as kind as I can be cruel,’ she smiled sweetly. I’ve already shown you how I can punish my slave, now I’m going to show you how I can reward her. ‘

With that she rested her elbow on the arm of her chair and held out her gloved hand, palm up. ‘Come on then you pansy cuckold,’ she ordered, ‘let’s get it over with.’

I remembered to hold up my skirt up with my right hand and masturbate with my left just as a sissy should. Michelle leaned forward, picked up a magazine from the coffee table and began to leaf through it with her free hand, ignoring me completely as she hummed to herself happily.

‘What’s all the grunting and groaning for,’ she demanded. ‘How am I supposed to enjoy my magazine with that going on? Be quiet Sissy!’ she scolded me.

I bit my lip and tried to be silent but my circumstances made it impossible. I was standing dressed as a sissy latex maid at the side of my wife, now my Mistress, supposedly being rewarded by her for trying to be a good sissy maid, but actually proving to both myself and her what a pathetic wimp I was. The feel and smell of my girly latex outfit, the temporary closeness to the woman I loved who refused to allow me to even touch her and delighted in humiliating me by shamelessly taking a lover, the shear humiliation of what I was doing! It was too much and I groaned deeply as my eyes rolled back in their sockets.

‘I don’t have all day to waste on you slut,’ she sighed, ‘so hurry up!’

‘Ahhh, fuck!  Fuuuuuuuk, ahhh, I love you Ma’am, I love yoooooou!’ I gasped and shuddered, trying with shaking hand and buckling legs, to make sure I directed my orgasm into my Mistress’s cupped glove. I knew if I dared dribble anywhere else it would go very badly for me. As the contractions subsided I looked up from the yellow glove to her beautiful face, twisted now into a grimace of distaste as she leant forward and spat into her palm, leaving me in no doubt as to how she felt about the emission I had expelled with such love and adoration.

Unmoved by my emotions, Michelle spoke with spite, ‘You have exactly two minutes to wash that disgusting little object and get your cage locked back on. Now go!’

I was back in double quick time still panting and sweating from my ordeal, placing the key carefully and respectfully on the arm of her chair. I knew what was expected of me and dutifully knelt to lick my emission from my wife’s rubber palm. Once it was clean I stood, curtsied and took the gloves from her. ‘Thank you Mistress for allowing me to disgrace myself in your presence,’ I said, expecting some praise for my show of humility.

‘I do spoil you don’t I pansy cuck,’ she agreed. ‘Perhaps in due course I’ll prohibit your disgusting little dribbles completely. It can’t be good to spoil ones sissy maid can it?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I answered warily. ‘Thank you Ma’am, I’m very grateful.’

‘I wonder if you’ll be even more grateful if I make you wait longer next time,’ she mused, ‘and then even longer after that. Will you keep getting more and more grateful do you think Sissy?’

‘I…I don’t, I mean…..’

‘I’m not interested in your opinion anyway slut,’ she spoke coldly, ‘why would I be. Now fuck off out of my sight and get on with your housework!’


Chapter 7:- Telling Her Best Friend

For the next two weeks I remained locked in chastity. Every couple of days Michelle used the key to unlock my cage and then supervised me closely as I shaved my body and used wax hair removal strips. ‘The only place a sissy gurl should have hair is on her head,’ she insisted. I had to admit the feel of nylon stockings against my smooth legs was incredibly arousing, especially in my denied state. Just the thought of which made it extremely difficult not to get hard when the tube was removed. Erections were banned though; on pain of a severe cock slapping with her crop so I soon learned to do everything I could to try to suppress them.

My Mistress, of course, was under no such restriction and, after persuading her lover Phil to allow an exception to his rules, she happily queened me almost every day. After each queening session that always brought her one or two tremendous orgasms she would immediately remove any misconceptions I might have about our relationship by her casual remarks as she walked away. ‘Go and tidy my kitchen slave,’ she’d say. Or ‘I love sitting on your stupid sissy face while I think about Phil.’ Or ‘go and polish my boots slut, the ones you bought me for Christmas. I want to wear them for my boyfriend.’ Then she would laugh as I rushed to obey her, a picture of resigned and powerless, sad submissiveness.

I was able to retire early from work and, since my wife now requires that I devote myself completely to her, I am never allowed to leave the house. It came as a surprise then when Michelle told me one night that we were going out to a small party at her friend Lorraine’s house.

After queening me she had a bath, peeing in it as usual before allowing me to use her dirty water for my own bathing. When she called me to her dressing room she bound my wrists behind my back and had me kneel in the corner, pressing a pair of her worn panties against the wall with my nose. While she dressed and did her makeup she teased me about letting Lorraine in on our relationship. I was shocked and very much against the idea but my opinion was not required.

When she told me to crawl to her on hands and knees I was hoping for an opportunity to make my fears known and hopefully dissuade her. Unfortunately all such thoughts went out of my head when she unlocked and removed my chastity cage.

‘Poor baby,’ she cooed, ‘would my little slave like some attention from her mistress?’

‘Yes…..please….Ma’am…..please!’ I gasped as she tickled my swollen shaved balls with one hand while slowly running the perfectly manicured nails of her other hand up the length of my granite hard cock.

As I gasped like a landed fish she laughed, ‘Oh baby, so sensitive aren’t you?’

‘Pppp…please Ma’am,’ I managed to stutter.

‘Ppppp….please what you silly slut?’ she laughed. ‘Would you like me to stop?’

‘No!’ I blurted. ‘Please Ma’am, please don’t stop!’

‘You love my sexy little hands don’t you sweetie?’ she teased, ‘and my magic fingers feel so good don’t they?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I gasped, ‘please don’t stop, oh fuck don’t stop!’

‘Oh dear,’ she snarled, leaving go of my pulsing organ immediately and sitting back looking at me sternly. ‘I’ve warned you about swearing Sissy Melissa,’ she shouted before slapping my face. ‘And how dare to try to tell me what to do?’ another slap. ‘If I choose to play with that little excuse for a cock it is for my own amusement. It has nothing to do with you. Your sluttish needy behaviour disgusts me.’ A third slap to my face had my eyes watering.

‘Recite Sissy Rule 3,’ my wife ordered.

‘Sissy Rule 3,’ I began, trying desperately to remember the words, ‘I am to remain in chastity. Requests to be released will be denied and I will be punished. A sissy does not seek pleasure through orgasm, but through service.’

‘Very good sissy, but being able to recite it isn’t enough. You need to live by it. Where you seeking to serve me when I was playing with your little cocklet or were you seeking your own pleasure, hoping I’d let you dribble your worthless sissy slime?’

‘I’m sorry Ma’am,’ was all I could say, I had no argument.

‘You are here to serve me Sissy, to make my life easier, to free me from the drudgery of housework and allow me more time to cuckold you.’ She explained. ‘You exist for my convenience and my amusement, say it!’ she ordered, slapping my face twice, with one hand and then the other.

‘Please Ma’am,’ I obeyed her, ‘I exist for your convenience and amusement.’

‘Right,’ she went on, ‘So if I want to amuse myself by telling my best friend what you are that’s my prerogative, yes?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I mumbled head down.

‘Get your head up and look at me pansy,’ she yelled. ‘Who knows, maybe she’ll want to join in. We are best friends after all. So why shouldn’t I share my toys with her?’ she laughed before spitting in my face and ordering me to turn around so she could release my wrists.  Once free I turned back to her and without needing to be told, dropped forward to kiss her cute little furry slippers. I knew I had lost again, that I’d taken another irreversible step down the road to complete subjugation by my stunningly cruel spouse. I knew also that I was going to need some ice from the freezer in order to get the damned chastity cage back on.

Just before we left, Michelle went for a pee and called me into the bathroom to lick her clean. She’d deliberately allowed some drips to fall onto the floor and I dutifully licked those up too before thanking her for allowing me the privilege of doing so. I felt a mixture of emotions as she pulled up her knickers and left me to flush the toilet; sadness, hopelessness, fear and anxiety but also a deep sense of awe and an achingly intense love for my incredible wife.

I was not allowed by Michelle to drink at the party and spent most of my time watching her talking with Lorraine. It was clear that I was the subject of their hushed conversations as they kept looking over at me and laughing. At one point they disappeared upstairs, no doubt to continue their discussions. The whole thing made me very uncomfortable. Lorraine is divorced and has her teenaged daughter living with her. She’s been Michelle’s best friend for years so I was just hopeful that she could be trusted with whatever information my wife was divulging to her. When we finally left the party my wife sat in the back seat while I drove, treating me like a chauffeur. I was desperate to ask her what she had told Lorraine but I knew I’d be wasting my time. At home I was sent to sleep on the small metal cot in my basement that had come from an online sale of old prison equipment while my wonderful wife went to bed upstairs in her luxurious king sized bed. 


Chapter 8:- Nursery Rhymes

The next day my wife was sitting in the lounge reading with the TV playing quietly in the background. I was standing on a white paper doily she had placed in the middle of the floor, in Fretting Pose wearing my full black and white maids outfit when Michelle suddenly started laughing. I looked up to see that her amusement came from the children’s presenter on the TV, a young girl who was presently performing the actions to a nursery rhyme as she sang it.

‘I just had a great idea Sissy,’ she laughed, ‘I think you should learn that nursery rhyme along with its actions. You would look so cute! We could have you perform it for Lorraine when she comes round for tea tomorrow.’

I had not been informed of Lorraine’s impending visit and the thought of facing her filled me with dread. If I had to perform a child’s nursery rhyme for her I would die of embarrassment I was sure!

‘Here’s the remote Sissy,’ my scheming spouse offered. ‘You can rewind that and watch it again. Watch it as many times as you need to, pause it if you like. But I want you word and action perfect before you stop, is that clear?’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I begged, ‘please don’t do this, not in front of Lorraine, please!’

‘What is Sissy Rule 2?’ my wife asked coldly.

‘Sissy Rule 2,’ I responded, ‘I am the property of my Mistress. I will obey her in all things at all times without question…’

‘Stop,’ she interrupted. ‘Do you understand the rule sissy?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I responded in defeat.

‘Good, then there is no need to speak of it further. Get on with it,’ she smiled cruelly as she left me to my practice.

The next day began early with preparations for Lorraine’s visit. My Mistress wanted the house spotless but, of course, had no intention of doing anything herself. I always keep the house immaculate anyway as anything less results in severe punishment for me, but she was adamant that more had to be done.

First she gave me a feather duster and told me to dust every wall and ceiling in the house. It took me about an hour but she was not happy and used the new school cane she had obtained online to demonstrate her disappointment with my efforts.

Then it was dusting of every surface in the entire house. That took me about two hours as I was extra careful to get it right.  No matter, she still found fault and I was caned again. Finally I had to vacuum the whole house. I actually did it twice to be sure I had not missed anything. When I was finished my wife had me follow her on hands and knees as she inspected every inch of floor space. She found six bits of dirt, which I am sure she must have planted after I’d finished, and I was ordered to eat each one after apologising profusely. I was very sore from my previous two canings but that did not stop her caning me again while I sobbed in pain and frustration.

Afterwards I had to make her lunch then kneel on the floor in front of the patio doors sucking like a cheap whore on a dildo of hers that she had stuck by its suction cup to the glass, while she ate. Once I’d washed the dishes I was allowed to take my own lunch, which consisted of cold rice swimming in my mistresses golden nectar, from a doggy bowl on the kitchen floor.

To finish my day’s housework I had two hours of ironing to do in the basement. I had to rush to get it done before Lorraine was due to arrive, which resulted in Michelle finding more than a dozen unwanted creases. I sobbed bitterly through the caning I received bent over the ironing board and had to spend a long time repairing my makeup ready to be at the front door nervously awaiting the arrival of my mistress’s guest.

The doorbell rang and I opened the door for Lorraine to come in. She looked me up and down and, with a contemptuous shake of her head, walked on into the house. Too late I remembered Michelle had instructed me to curtsy when I opened the door. It was too late now, she was gone. I just hoped my wife didn’t check with her that I’d done it.

My first task was to serve afternoon tea which consisted of scones with butter, jam and cream together with a variety of cakes and a pot of tea. My face was burning as I poured from the tea pot into two fine china cups, all the time they were both making disparaging remarks and generally amusing themselves at my expense. I thought I’d done very well under the circumstances but my efforts still fell short of my wife’s requirements and she gave me three whacks on each palm with a leather taws for getting crumbs on the table cloth. Then, as if that wasn’t embarrassing enough, I had to kneel down and kiss each of her shoes, thanking her as I did for taking the trouble to punish me so that I might learn to be a better maid.

After tea Lorraine and my wife retired to the lounge where I served them with chilled white wine. I was then ordered to stand with my nose against the wall while they chatted and laughed. Eventually Michelle asked Lorraine if she would like some live entertainment and I could not hold in my sigh of despair when Lorraine said that sounded like a wonderful idea.

‘Sissy, go upstairs to my bedroom and get changed,’ my wife ordered coldly. I had not been expecting this and wondered with dread what I was expected to wear that could be more humiliating than my current latex maids uniform. ‘Don’t just stand there slut,’ my Mistress admonished me, ‘get moving gurl, unless you’d like some more of my taws to motivate you.’

I gave my wife an imploring look which was met with a cold and resolute stare. A shiver ran down my spine at the realisation that there was simply no mercy there to be had so, with a curtsy, I reluctantly made for the stairs.

The clothes that Michelle had left on the bed for me were ridiculous. They were the clothes of an overgrown baby girl, right down to the booties, mittens and bonnet. There was a large dummy with a silk ribbon to tie it in place and a bib with the words ‘Baby Belinda’ embroidered across it. The thought of performing nursery rhymes in front of my wife and her best friend had made me so anxious I felt ill, now I was going to be doing it dressed as a baby girl! It was too much; I had to stop this, but how? What if Michelle did as she’d threatened and sent those pictures to everyone I knew? What if she divorced me, threw me out, how would I live without her? Then there was that other little part of my brain, the totally honest part and the part that knew I’d asked for this, fantasised about it, dreamed of it. For years I’d dropped hints to my wife, shown her videos, read her stories. I wanted this; I wanted to belong to my wife, my mistress. A part of me longed to be abused by her, humiliated by her, tortured and frustrated by her. Now it was all happening, for real, so why was I hesitating?

Back downstairs I stood at the lounge door trying to muster the courage to enter. I must have taken too long as, before I could summon the courage to knock and enter, the door opened to my wife stood hand on hip, annoyance written clear on her face.

‘Where have you been you stupid gurl, how dare you keep us waiting?’ she demanded. ‘Get in here right now,’ she ordered as she grabbed my ear, twisting it painfully and leading me into the room to stand in front of Lorraine. ‘Lorraine this is Baby Belinda,’ Michelle announced as she left me to sit down beside her friend. ‘I think she has something she wants to show you.’

Trembling with humiliation I took the dummy from my mouth and bobbed a curtsy. Lorraine laughed as I took a last desperate imploring look at my mistress who just smiled coldly. ‘Please miss,’ I began quietly.

‘Speak up gurl,’ snapped my wife, ‘and speak like a girl. If you’re going to dress like one you should sound like one?’

‘Please miss,’ I repeated, this time in a pathetic high pitched parody of a little girl’s voice. ‘Please may I do Wheels on the Bus for you?’

‘Of course you may Baby Belinda,’ laughed Lorraine.

The next few minutes were the most embarrassing of my life as I sang the childish song and performed the ridiculous actions that I’d learned from the children’s TV programme. My two tormentors laughed so hard they were doubled over with tears streaming down their faces.

‘Again,’ shouted Lorraine when I’d finally finished. ‘Make him do it again,’ she insisted, drying her eyes.

‘I’ll do better than that,’ Michelle answered, ‘but don’t say him, she’s a gurl remember.’

‘Oh yea, sorry babe,’ laughed Lorraine, ‘force of habit. Of course she’s a gurl, and a very pretty one too, aren’t you baby?’ she smiled at me.

‘A very naughty one you mean,’ said my wife. ‘She’s a baby girl but she’s refusing to sound like one.’

‘Please ma’am,’ I offered in an even higher pitched voice, attempting to demonstrate to my cruel tormentor that I was working hard to please her.

‘Little baby girls should lisp when they speak,’ Michelle announced.

‘Oh yes,’ yelled Lorraine, ‘make her do it again with a lisp. I love it!’

‘A bit of encouragement first I think,’ suggested my wife as she stood to retrieve her leather taws. ‘Hands on your head Baby Belinda,’ she ordered. ‘Put your dummy in as well to keep you quiet!’

She then delivered three stinging blows to the back of each of my thighs before ordering to take out my dummy and try again. When I’d finished Lorraine clapped her hands and asked Michelle if I knew any other rhymes. My wife said I didn’t but that Lorraine was welcome to come back another day and teach me some. Just then Michelle’s phone rang and she excused herself to take her phone into the kitchen. I could hear her voice in the background, obviously talking to her lover as I stood, head bowed in front of Lorraine, wondering if I should put my dummy back in my mouth.

‘Get your head up gurl,’ I jumped as Lorraine admonished me. ‘Get your chin off your chest and look at me,’ she continued. ‘Now tell me in detail exactly what you’re wearing Baby Belinda and don’t forget to lisp.’

When my wife returned I was ordered to lick the bottoms of Lorraine’s shoes to thank her for taking the time to watch my performance. As I dropped to my knees I felt completely crushed, any semblance of pride was gone, any lingering thoughts of resistance eradicated. As I began to lick the shoe soles of my wife’s friend I could hear them talking about Phil, my wife’s lover. Lorraine wanted to know everything and laughed as Michelle waxed lyrical about his looks, his manliness and how amazing he was in bed, ‘when he spanks me and then takes me from behind it’s like I’ve died and gone to heaven,’ she exclaimed.


Chapter 9:- Governess Lorraine

Over the following days my wife teased me relentlessly about Lorraine’s visit and her reaction to my new status as my wife’s sissy maid. Apparently Lorrain could not wait to repeat her visit and was pushing my mistress for permission to have me to herself for a while. Michelle seemed very amused and intrigued and made it very clear to me that the idea was a big turn on for her.

‘Imagine the power rush Sissy,’ she teased, ‘of lending my slave out to another woman to be tormented, humiliated and punished. I could lie in Phil’s arms imagining all the nasty, unfair, humiliating ways she’s treating you. The fact that I could give her permission to do those things to you would prove beyond doubt that I own you completely, that you are a possession, that I can use you myself or, just as easily loan you to someone else to do with as they please,’ she sighed.

‘Please Ma’am; you know I would do anything to please you but ….’ I tried to reason, terrified at the idea of being at the mercy of Lorraine or any woman other than my wife.

‘Shut up slut,’ she interrupted. ‘Come here, I want your tongue. It’s the only bit of you that’s any use to me,’ she laughed, dropping her knickers and sitting back on the couch to open her legs. ‘Your acceptance of my right to loan you out had better be obvious to me and to whoever I loan you to if you want to remain my property slave,’ she warned as she grabbed my head and pulled it towards her unfaithful pussy.

‘Yes Ma’am,’ was all I had time for before my face was engulfed in her sex and my submissive tongue was seeking out her throbbing clitoris.

After that day Michelle started to read me some of the text messages Lorraine was sending her about me:

‘I can’t wait to tease him about never being allowed to make love to his wife ever again!’

‘I want to make him tell me why Phil is a better man than him!’

‘How would you feel about me pissing on him…I mean her. I’d do it in the shower of course. I want her laid on her back underneath me. She can thank me while I piss in her mouth!’

‘I want to get him a dolly to carry around when I dress him as Baby Belinda. I could get him a little toy pushchair to wheel around and make him talk to his dolly! Sorry HER! I have to stop saying him. It’s pretty obvious there’s nothing male left in the little sissy!’

‘I have a pair of boots I’ve been wearing all week for work. Every time I put them on I think about making your sissy maid clean them for me. I want to see him beg me for permission to clean them.’

‘I can’t believe she’s only allowed to eat from a dog bowl on the kitchen floor, or that you spit and pee on her food. I love that! Can I do that to her? Please? Pretty please?’

‘I want to teach her lots of nursery rhymes and come up with the most humiliating actions for them that I can think of. I’ll make her do them over and over again!’

‘I’ll have to get a taws like yours, unless I can borrow yours? A crop too I think, or maybe a paddle or a cane. I can’t wait to make her cry. I think it will be worse for her to be beaten by me because she doesn’t love me. I’m going to be such a bitch to her!’

‘I know you make her do all of your laundry. Do you really make her suck your underwear clean in her mouth first? How would you feel about us making her do mine too?

When Michelle told me she was going out for the day with Phil and Lorraine would be coming over to keep an eye on me I panicked. I think it was the closest I’d come to rebelling against my mistress. I was terrified of what Lorraine might do to me. I begged my wife to reconsider, desperately trying to make her understand my dread at the humiliation and torture I knew Lorraine was keen to heap on me. Of course I was wasting my time.

‘Sweetie,’ she smiled, ‘I know how scared you are and I know how awful it’s going to be for you. But that’s why I’m doing it you silly gurl! Your desperate pleading and your obvious terror just makes it better for me. This is your life now sissy, whether you like it or not. You are my property, to do with as I please. It just so happens that what pleases me is your suffering. We are the perfect match, mistress and slave, cruel tormentress and poor suffering sissy. I’ve always known about your masochistic streak but I never dreamed I would enjoy being such a sadist. It turns out we are made for each other, the perfect couple, though perhaps not in the usually accepted sense.’

I had no argument to give and all I could do was sink to my knees and kiss her black leather boots.

‘Just keep in mind Sissy,’ she smiled, ‘Your suffering at the hands of my friend will be matched by my pleasure in the arms of Phil. Thinking about your pain and humiliation adds so much to my enjoyment of my lover, remember that.’

When Governess Lorraine as I was told to refer to her arrived she made me strip and tied my wrists behind me before having me lie face up in the shower. She told me she’d been drinking coffee all morning and resisting the temptation to go to the toilet so that she could save it all for me. Removing her boots, socks and panties she squatted over my face and let go. I had to thank her for her kindness repeatedly which allowed the strong tasting pee to get into my mouth.

After a cold shower I had to clean her boots with my tongue, including the soles. Then she had me put my hands on my head and pushed her worn panties into my mouth ordering me to suck them while she gave me three vicious swipes of the taws to the back of each thigh followed by the same to the front of each thigh. I was in no doubt at all now that she had meant every word she’d texted to my wife.

She then spent ages dressing me as a little girl and doing my makeup with lots of foundation, massive false eye lashes and bright red lipstick. She gave me a dolly and had me push it around the garden in a toy pushchair while she watched from the window.

Then it was lesson time where I had to learn to perform Little Miss Muffat and Little Bo Peep with regular encouragement from her leather taws to correct my movements and my girly voice. My pleading and crying only seemed to encourage her and spur her to new heights of cruelty.

It was a relief initially to be sent to the basement to do the laundry she had brought with her. Of course it included lots of underwear, both hers and Molly’s, her eighteen year old daughter. Failure to work fast enough or to show sufficient enthusiasm when sucking their panties and socks earned agonising strokes across my hands from a bamboo cane she retrieved from the garden.

Suffice to say, by the time my wife returned I was an emotional and physical wreck. I was allowed to serve them wine as they relaxed on the sofa discussing their mutual day’s adventures, my face still streaked with tears, my thighs bruised and bleeding and my hands swollen and painful. My wife was so pleased with my state of abject misery that she enthusiastically agreed to Governess Lorraine’s request to make the arrangement a regular one, perhaps when it suits, to last overnight.


Chapter 10:- Her Perfect Feet

Michelle had been wandering around the house all day, driving me mad with her perfume, her long shining dark mahogany hair, her little leather skirt and, worst of all her high heeled mules. I’d always had a thing for her feet and she knew it. She had such perfect tiny feet and I’d spent many hours caressing and kissing them in the past, a privilege that was now largely denied to me. Imagine my excitement then when she called me to her in the lounge and asked me if I’d like to fuck her shoe.

I thought she meant that she would give me one of her shoes to masturbate in and, in my desperate state, I was all for that. What she actually meant though was even better. Hitching up the latex skirt of my uniform and unlocking my chastity cage, she had a struggle to remove the tube as my long denied cock flooded with desire. Eventually it was off and I was given a condom before being told to kneel and put it on quickly. My wrists were handcuffed behind me which, bearing in mind what I was expecting had me puzzled and not a little anxious. My desperate cock bobbed in front of me as my mistress pulled over a foot stool and placed one mule clad foot on it. Lifting her heel she ordered me to place my cock in the gap between the top of her shoe and the bottom of her foot. Warning me not to come or I’d be in a world of trouble, she instructed me to start humping. 

My teasing wife giggled that special giggle of disdain she reserves for me and commented, ‘You look like a horny dog humping its owner’s leg.’

I didn’t care what she said, the feeling was incredible! I could smell the leather of her skirt mixed with her expensive perfume and it was all I could do not to kiss and lick it in abject devotion. Being handcuffed and unable to hold her legs was agony, I longed to touch her, to hold her, to fuck her but I knew none of that was going to happen.

‘Good little doggy,’ she laughed as I slowly worked my hips forward and back, my eyes closed in ecstasy.

Then, all of a sudden her tone changed, ‘Could you look and act any more pathetic?’ she demanded coldly. ‘You pathetic little bitch,’ she continued. ‘Fucking away at that gap, moaning like a cheap slut, you are fucking pathetic!’

Remembering my Mistress’s warning I was moving as slowly and lightly as I could, desperately trying not to cum while every fibre of my being was yelling at me, screaming for relief! Her cruel words only added to my masochistic fire of lust and I tried to stop, knowing I would cum if I continued for another second.

‘Who told you to stop slut?’ my wife demanded. ‘Keep fucking my shoe you pervert, it’s the closest you’ll ever get to sex with me now.’

Shit, now I was in trouble, I could feel my orgasm building, taking me past the point of no return.

‘You sad little slut,’ she hissed, ‘you disgust me.’

‘Ahhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkkk!’ I was cumming, nothing could stop me then …. ‘Ahhhh, no please, ahhh!’ Michelle had dropped her heel to squash my cock and strangle my orgasm. I could feel the pulses deep down in my groin but there was no release, no way for the spunk boiling inside my balls to escape. It was the worst kind of orgasm. It was no orgasm at all.

‘I warned you Sissy, but you disobeyed me anyway didn’t you?’

I could only shake my head and gasp my frustration.

‘You need to be punished Sissy Melissa,’ she stated coldly as she took her weight off my poor squashed organ letting it slip out as I sat back. I felt like crying as I stared down at my groin watching the backed up cum slowly leak out to fill the end of the condom.

‘I won’t have you disobeying me you pathetic excuse for a slave. Cumming without permission is a very serious breach of my rules. You need to be punished don’t you?’

In total defeat I nodded my head, still unable to speak.

‘I think Phil will want to know about this too, don’t you? How do you think he’s going to feel when I tell him how I took pity on you and you responded by forcing yourself on me and spewing your disgusting filth all over me?’

What was she talking about? I tried to stop but she wouldn’t let me. As for cumming all over her, it was a fucking pathetic dribble into a condom! I was the victim here not her! So why was I apologising?

‘Please Ma’am, I didn’t mean to, I couldn’t help it,’ I cried. What had she done to me? I was feeling guilty for upsetting her. I felt like the pathetic pervert she was accusing me of being.

‘I’m afraid an apology is not going to cut it this time slave. Oh no, you went too far this time pervert. You need to be taught a proper lesson. Not by me though. You took a liberty with a real man’s woman. It’s seems only fair that he should be the one to punish you.’

As I knelt, head bowed, I just wanted her to forgive me, to hold me, to show some sign however small, that she loved me. I worshipped her. I was in complete awe of the woman my wife had become.

‘Yes,’ she sighed, ‘Phil, my knight in shining armour! A solid whipping from him will soon put you in your place I’m sure. Now get up and let’s have your cage back on. Then maybe, if you’re very good and very subservient, I’ll let you lick my shoes clean inside and out while I phone my boyfriend and tell him what a naughty sissy gurl you are and how I need his help to put you in your place.


Chapter 11:- My Pretty Pink Guest Uniform

I was standing in Fretting Pose on the paper doily my mistress had placed on the floor in the study. Behind the desk is a large leather chair where I used to sit to sort household finances, pay bills and so on. All of that was now handled by my Mistress as ‘a sissy maid should not be involved in money matters,’ as she informed me. The chair was occupied by her now and it was a while before she looked up from the papers in front of her. Dressed in a short brown leather skirt and cream silk blouse, her hair stylishly pinned on top of her head, she was a picture of classy sexuality. I, on the other hand, was a picture of ridicule in my black and white maids outfit and four inch heels, makeup perfect, posed to look as ridiculous as possible and obliterate any possible manliness that might remain.

‘Have you completed your laundry gurl?’ she asked, finally looking up at me.

‘Yes ma’am,’ I curtsied.

‘And the items I told you to prepare for Phil’s arrival?’ she asked, one eyebrow raised.

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I curtsied again, the picture of humble obedience. ‘Both sets of lingerie from Victoria’s Secrets, complete with French Knickers, stockings and garters. Also, your new leather skirt and blouses, the dress from House of Fraser, both pairs of stiletto shoes and your favourite leather boots. All checked, ironed and hung ready for you Ma’am,’ I finished with a final curtsy, taking a masochistic pride in my efficiency as my wife’s servant.

‘Very good, Sissy,’ she complimented me. ‘I have to say, your performance is finally starting to improve. I think you’re actually beginning to accept your place in my life. It almost makes me think I should ask Phil not to beat you,’ she mused.

This was exactly what I’d been hoping for. After disgracing myself and cumming without permission when my wife had been kind enough to allow me to remove my chastity cage and allow me to work my cock in the space between the top of her mule and the underside of her beautiful foot, I worked my fingers to the bone to prove how sorry I was and to convince her to forgive me. The idea of being whipped by the man that was fucking my wife was unbearable, unthinkable.

‘Recite Sissy Rule 2 for me,’ she demanded.

‘Sissy Rule 2: I am the property of my Mistress. I will obey her in all things at all times without question. My Mistress may punish me or humiliate me in any way she sees fit and for any reason she may desire. I will always seek to honour my Mistress through my behaviour and will never complain.

‘As you just said, you are my property,’ she smiled back. ‘Your role is to obey me, but I have a role too and that is to punish and humiliate you. Nowhere in the rules does it say that I need to justify my reasons for doing so or that I can’t have someone else do it for me. As tempted as I might be to let you off, how would you ever be able to respect me if I went back on my word? And, if you don’t respect me, how can I expect you to honour me? This needs to happen, sweetie. You need to know your place; and what better way for you to learn than have the man I’m in love with teach you?’

‘Please ma’am, please,’ I begged, ‘Please don’t let Mr Phil whip me!’ For want of a better idea, I did the most elaborate of curtseys. ‘Please!’

‘That needs to stop right now Sissy,’ my Mistress responded as she stood and slowly walked around me checking my uniform. ‘I have explained my reasoning and I will not be discussing it further. Perhaps if you beg Phil he’ll go easy on you. I won’t try to sway him either way. Maybe you could offer him a little something in exchange. Take some inspiration from those stories you liked to read so much,’ she laughed. ‘Now, the sheets need changing in my room and your guest uniform needs ironing for tomorrow. Polish your shoes as well; I want to be able to see my face in them. A sissy should always be perfectly turned out for her Mistress’s visitors. Dismissed!’

So knuckling down and accepting my humiliating role, all the hard work, the shame, the pathetic attempts to go the extra mile to gain my Mistress’s favour, it had all been for nothing. I was still going to be beaten by my wife’s lover.

I changed the sheets on my wife’s bed as directed, unable to resist holding them to my face to inhale her scent, torturing my poor locked cock. Then I ironed the guest uniform that was based on the pink little girl dress I’d been given some weeks ago when my wife had announced her plans to make me her cuckolded sissy maid. It had a short circle skirt trimmed with lots of pink lace which is very awkward to iron well. It creases incredibly easily. Then there is the complication of the petticoat underneath the skirt which adds lots of volume making it a nightmare to iron. The puff sleeves have large pink ribbon bows and there is more pink lace around the neckline with pink satin bows to the front. It takes a good hour to iron. Then there is the matching hat and small apron too. The whole thing is even more embarrassing than my normal black and white latex maid outfit, which is why Mistress has decided I should wear it whenever she has guests.

Once finished the ironing, I polished my heels. I’ve become quite adept at polishing ladies shoes and boots as I’ve had to clean many of my mistress’s own, sometimes because she’s worn them and other times simply to tease and humiliate me. I’ll be wearing a new pair of pink six inch heels when I’m whipped by my mistress’s lover which I’m told he bought for me and for which I must remember to thank him.

Finally finished, I was just about to get ready for bed when I heard Mistress’s service bell ring. It is hard to tell which room the sound is coming from and tardiness, real or imagined by my heartless wife, always earns me the taws. Fortunately I got the right room, the lounge, this time.

‘Is your guest uniform ready Sissy?’ she asked.

‘Yes ma’am,’ I curtsied.

‘I didn’t see you curtsy when you came in,’ she warned, a now familiar coldness creeping into her voice.

I was certain she had never told me I should but I knew better than to raise that as an excuse. ‘I’m very sorry Ma’am,’ I cringed. ‘Please may I try again?’

A dismissive wave of her delicate hand gave me permission. ‘Thank you Ma’am,’ I responded humbly as I curtsied, walked to the lounge door and curtsied again before leaving the room. Thinking it might be a good idea to lay it on thick with my mistress in her current mood; I knocked and awaited permission to enter, then curtsied in the doorway before advancing into the room and curtsying again.

‘You will remember that routine in future won’t you Sissy?’ she asked with quiet menace.

‘Yes Ma’am of course Ma’am,’ I gushed, ‘thank you teaching me Ma’am,’ I added, curtsying once more and feeling even more pathetic in her presence than I normally did.

‘I’d like to see you in your uniform now,’ she informed me. ‘I want to make sure it’s the right look for your whipping.’

This was because I’d asked her not to allow Phil to whip me. She was demonstrating her control over me. She also knew that, if I wore the uniform, even if only for a short time, it would need ironing again.

‘Yes Mistress, of course,’ I curtsied.

‘Wear your bell collar too,’ she added as I turned at the door to curtsy again. I felt like I wanted to scream with frustration! I hated that collar, tinkling as it does with every movement. I had hoped she might have forgotten buying it.

Once in my basement maid’s quarters I stripped out of my latex maids uniform with its black stockings and corset, showered quickly and hurried to get into the white corset that fastened even more tightly than the black every day one, giving me a girly hour glass figure but making it very hard to breathe. Then it was the white stockings with garter belt, little white socks with pink lace ruffled trim and then my new pink Mary Jane shoes. After that it was on with the humiliating dress which zipped up the side and finally, that infernal bell collar.

After checking my appearance in my dressing mirror, I headed back towards the living room as quickly as my uncomfortable heels would allow.

‘I hear a sissy coming,’ Mistress shouted. I knocked, curtsied in the doorway and sashayed over to her before dropping into another curtsy. The new shoes were killing me already but I did not dare show it, fearing the consequences of daring to show ingratitude, especially toward her lover.

‘Oh my goodness, I love that outfit!’ she laughed. ‘When I bought it for you I knew it was going to look ridiculous – and it does. But it’s perfect for a sissy husband like you. No man or woman could respect you dressed like that. I can’t wait for Phil to see it! I love it! And that collar; It’s the icing on the cake, the finishing touch to my little sissy creation. I love hearing it! I’m going to order a black one to go with your regular uniform so that you can wear one all the time,’ she gushed, clapping her hands in delight.

‘Thank you Ma’am,’ I curtsied, forcing a smile before I noticed the pink ball gag in her lap.

Seeing me looking, my Mistress smiled, ‘Don’t worry sissy, you won’t be wearing this tonight, though we will probably need it tomorrow. But not until you’ve read out your essay to Phil on  ‘Why My Mistress Is So Wonderful And Why I Am So Happy She Has A Real Man To Make Her Happy’. Then you can tell him why you need him to whip you. I want him to hear every detail of how naughty you were Sissy Melissa and I want to hear you explaining to him exactly why he should whip you. And don’t forget to beg, oh yes, lots of sissy begging! Don’t disappoint me,’ she warned.

Having no viable reply I simply curtsied in humble acceptance of my cruel mistress’s unreasonable demands. I was a sissy now, her sissy. Cruel and unreasonable demands were part of my life, perhaps most of it.

‘Now,’ my Mistress continued with a sweet smile that melted my heart, ‘have you thought about what I said earlier, about offering Phil a little something in exchange for going easy on you?’

‘I don’t understand Ma’am,’ I answered.

‘You remember those stories you used to show me, the ones where sissies sucked cocks and got fucked by real men?’

I gulped. I certainly did remember them. They were the usual stuff, maids outfits, chastity devices, housework and yes, blowjobs and sissies being fucked!

‘You might not feel very enthusiastic about it becoming a reality for you at the moment Sissy, but believe me, after long enough locked up in your device with no chance of relief; you will soon change your mind. So, if you want to make a good impression, on both of us, by offering him your mouth or more, you have my permission.’

I was speechless! The final indignity had come; my wife was happy for me to serve other men. ‘Bbbbb……bb…but, I...I…I don’t want that Ma’am,’ I curtsied. ‘I…I don’t want to...to suck Phil or anyone else. I just want you…I want us….I mean I can’t…’

‘We are not going to discuss this slut,’ she cut me off, ‘You didn’t want me when you were jerking off to that sissy pervert stuff on your laptop, daydreaming of making it a reality did you?’ she stood and shouted in my face. ‘You didn’t want me then, you don’t get me now. You are a fucking sissy faggot! Recite Sissy Rule One, now!’

‘Sssss….ssisssy rrr...rule 1: I must endeavour to dress, think and act in accordance with my position. I am a sissy. I am not a man. I am not a woman; I am a sissy. Failure to present myself as the sissy I am will result in severe punishment.’ I managed as tears began to form in my eyes. Why did I cry so easily these days?  

‘That’s right, you just said it yourself; you are a sissy. Sissies my desire women, but they don’t get them. They may serve them but that is all. If you want any sort of sexual pleasure you need to be thinking about men,’ my mistress lectured me. ‘Now, Phil will be here tomorrow night. I will be collecting him from the airport at lunch time then we’ll be going to his house to err, catch up shall we say? We’ll eat out and then come here. You will be waiting by the door, immaculate in your guest uniform just as you are now, ready to receive your whipping. Now get to bed out of my sight!’


Chapter 12:- A Whipping From Her Boyfriend

The following evening I was standing inside the front door, dressed as directed in my full guest uniform, fiddling with my garter straps nervously when I heard a car on the drive and, a few minutes later, a key in the door.

I could not see Phil very clearly when they first came through the door as he was so entangled with my wife. They had clearly been drinking and were giggling and kissing, groping each other like teenagers.

‘Welcome to my Mistress’s home Sir,’ I said quietly as I made a slow deep curtsy.

‘Thank you Sissy,’ Phil laughed, as his gaze took in the ridiculous creature before him.

As I’d been instructed by my wife, I took their coats and went to get them some wine as they strolled into the lounge. Once they were seated together on the couch sipping their drinks I waited for a signal from my Mistress, which came eventually in the form of a slight nod.

Presenting myself in front of them with another deep curtsy I asked Phil for permission to read him the essay I’d written in Detention. He listened at first and I could tell he was trying not to laugh out loud as my Mistress elbowed him and told him to pay attention. Eventually she gave in and they brazenly kissed and fondled their way through the rest of my speech. I’m not sure which was worse; the embarrassment of having to read to my wife’s lover the humiliating words I’d been forced to write, or the indignity of being ignored by them both as I debased myself for their amusement.

When they realised I’d finished, my Mistress sat up and told Phil she wanted him to listen and enjoy this bit. So, with a bright red face I began to tell my wife’s boyfriend what a pathetic excuse for a man I was, ‘Sir, a few days ago my beautiful Mistress showed extreme kindness to me by giving me the chance to be near her.’

‘Mr Phil Sir, she released my cocklet from its little cage, had me don a condom and then permitted me to place my disgusting clitty between her beautiful foot and her stunning shoe.’ I’d been rehearsing this all day, determined to sacrifice the last dregs of my masculine pride in a desperate effort to gain favour and mitigate the beating I knew was coming.

‘Mr Phil Sir, I was instructed by my Mistress not to cum under any circumstances but I regret to say that I disobeyed her and disgraced myself.’ I went on, wishing for a hole to open up in the lounge floor and swallow me down. ‘There is no excuse for my disgusting behaviour Sir. I know I upset my Mistress and let her down terribly after she had been so kind to me. I deserve to be punished severely for my selfish actions Sir and would be very grateful if you could spare a moment of your valuable time to administer that punishment in any way you see fit. Thank you Sir,’ I finished, staring at the floor at the feet of my master and mistress.

‘I see,’ smirked Phil. ‘I take it you understand how angry you’ve made me by disrespecting Michelle,’ he asked.

‘Yes Sir, I’m very sorry Sir,’ I mumbled.

‘I want you to go to your room and lie flat on your bed, face down; I’ll deliver your punishment there. I understand that there are ankle and wrist cuffs attached to the bed.’ He asked, turning to my wife.

‘Yes there are darling,’ she answered him.

‘Good, he’s going to need to be well secured for this,’ he stated, causing a sliver of cold fear to penetrate my gut.

‘I got you this too babe,’ my mistress added, showing him the pink ball gag. ‘The basement is pretty soundproof and we have no close neighbours anyway but I thought her screams might annoy you,’ she smiled.

‘Very thoughtful,’ he said as he kissed her. ‘What can I use to beat him with?’

‘That’s entirely up to you darling,’ my mistress responded. ‘I did promise him a whipping though and I thought it would add a nice personal touch if you used your leather belt,’ she suggested.

‘Good idea,’ he declared before turning back to me. ‘Why are you still here faggot?’ he demanded.

‘Sorry Sir,’ I curtsied in a panic now. ‘I…..erm….I was, I mean I wanted to……’

‘Spit it out you fucking fairy,’ Mr Phil yelled, much to the giggling delight of my wife.

How did I say this? I’d been trying all day to think of some way to explain what I was offering without sounding like a complete faggot. I hadn’t managed it. ‘Mr Phil….Sir, I wondered if there is anything I could do to persuade you not to whip me? Or to go easy on me? Please Sir.’

‘Like what Sissy?’ he asked with little interest. He was a handsome man and I was so frustrated in my device…. but how would giving him a blow job change that?

It was all or nothing now, ‘Like making my mouth available to you Sir.’

‘Have you ever sucked a man’s cock Sissy Melissa?’ he asked as he stood up, walking towards me and lifting my chin with his finger and forcing me to meet his stare.

‘No Sir,’ I whispered, caught like a rabbit in headlights.

‘No Sir,’ he mimicked, mocking me. ‘Tell me something,’ he demanded, ‘why would I want to use your mouth if you have no experience, no skill? Your wife here,’ he went on, turning to kiss her as she sidled up beside him to get a closer look at my agony, ‘she gives amazing head and I have that on tap any time I want it. Your mouth,’ he said, pressing my cheeks in with his fingers to force my mouth into a pathetic ‘O’ shape, ‘is of no interest to me. This prancing around in a pink French Maid uniform, your useless little dick locked away, may be your fantasy, but it’s not mine. You are of no interest to me. Your wife is because she’s fucking hot. You though, you are just pathetic.’

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

‘Downstairs now, sissy,’ he ordered and I quickly curtsied before hurrying away, almost forgetting in my distressed state to turn and curtsy again in the doorway. Then I remembered I’d forgotten to thank Mr Phil for my new high heeled pink sissy shoes. ‘Please Sir, thank you for the wonderful shoes,’ I mumbled pathetically. As I looked over I could see them kissing deeply, tongues entwining as he crushed her tight ass cheeks in his big hands and she caressed the back of his head with one hand, while the other stroked the bulging cock tenting out the front of his jeans. I had no way of knowing if he’d even heard me and I didn’t dare repeat myself or interrupt their lustful pairing., so I just curtsied again and slinked out quietly.

There was very little work to do in preparation for my whipping. The old metal bedframe I had to sleep on had just a thin foam mattress with a rubber cover, the smell of which, as my wife knew drove me mad with frustration. There were no sheets to strip off as the only cover I was allowed was one of her old dressing gowns and no pillows to move as the only thing I had to rest my head on during the night was a pair of her old slippers. The leather ankle and wrist cuffs were my wife’s idea too and she’d had me bolt them permanently to the four corner posts of the bed.

‘Dress off and face down on there Sissy,’ Mr Phil ordered as he came down the stairs into the basement. ‘Don’t make me tell you again. You can keep your corset and stocking on, shoes too.’

I was shaking visibly as I undressed and then I curtsied once more before prostrating myself on the strong smelling rubber mattress, hands and feet reaching out to the corners. It was the work of only a few moments for Mr Phil to have me secured in place but my mistress interrupted to fold up her old dressing gown and order me to lift my hips so that she could shove it under me to raise my silk pantied ass off the bed.

‘Are you going to whip her through her panties darling?’ my mistress asked her lover.

‘Yea, I don’t think those flimsy things are going to offer much protection,’ he laughed as he undid and pulled his belt from his jeans, doubling it over and slashing it down against the mattress with a loud crack that made me jump.

The soft feel of my wife’s dressing gown against my thighs was making my cock struggle futilely against the confines of its cage and I could not help working my hips involuntarily trying pointlessly to gain some sort of friction for my bursting manhood.

‘Get the gag in place,’ I heard him instruct my Mistress and she pulled my hair to lift my head before shoving the big pink rubber ball between my teeth, buckling it tightly behind my head. Held in place with a series of straps going across my forehead , over the top of my head, round the sides and even under my chin, there was no chance of me pushing that thing back out and I began to panic, snorting through my nose.

My anxiety was ignored as the first blow was delivered without warning, right across the tops of my thighs above my stocking tops. I immediately stopped thrusting my hips and tried desperately but in vain to free my wrists. The next blow fell across the centre of my ass drawing a desperate cry from me that was effectively muffled by the rubber ball gag.

Despite my best efforts the leather straps held firm to my wrists and ankles as blow after blow came down. I was sobbing in pain, crying, begging unintelligibly, humiliated and helpless at the mercy of the man that had taken from me the woman I loved. This was my fantasy, to be treated this way and I was so horny that even the almost overwhelming sting of Mr Phil’s belt could not dampen my ardour.

Then suddenly, the blows ceased to fall. The mission had been accomplished. I was a sobbing – yet undeniably – thrilled wreck. My wife, my Mistress, with the help of her lover, had truly made me into her sissy husband. This was not a game and no longer a fantasy. This was reality.

When I opened my eyes I could see my wife kissing Phil deeply. Then, as I watched mesmerised, she sank to her knees in front of him, turning her head towards me to make sure I was watching before slowly licking her lips. I longed to reach over and touch her, if only I wasn’t tied down! But then what could I, a pathetic sissy maid offer a woman like her?

It was obvious that her performance was as much for me as for the pleasure it was going to give her boyfriend and that realisation only made me love her more. She was proving his point – my mouth was of no interest to him because he has her. So she undid his jeans and pulled them down along with his underpants, his rock hard cock bobbing free right in front of her face. Looking at me again she smiled before slowly flicking her tongue at the end of his cock. Then, opening her lips, she expertly took his shaft into her warm wet mouth. Even though she’d taken him right to the back of her throat there were still several inches to go and he groaned as she began to bob her head back and forth, slowly worshipping her man’s impressive cock.

She went on sucking him, slowly and gently, taking him as deep into her welcoming mouth as she could before pulling back to let him slide out so that she could circle her tongue around the head of his cock. Soon her lover could take no more and, taking her head in his powerful hands, he began to thrust his hips, fucking my wife’s mouth. Faster and faster he went, in and out of her tight puckered mouth, her bright red lips sliding over his cock. It wasn’t long before Mr Phil moaned and his cum gushed into my wife’s mouth, a little escaping and trickling down her chin.

Satisfied, Mr Phil pulled out, his cock still hard, and took my wife’s hands to lift her to her feet. ‘Now you see why I don’t need you Sissy,’ he taunted me.

‘Come on darling,’ my wife encouraged him, leading him away, ‘let’s go upstairs. I want you inside me. Bring your belt too babe, you know I love it when you’re rough with me. Our naughty maid can stay here and think about her position in life.’


Chapter 13:- A Change Of Ownership

‘Have you finished in the kitchen sissy?’ my mistress asked. I’d cleared the pots and cleaned the surfaces. I couldn’t talk with my ball gag in however so I curtsied once for yes.

‘Good, come and sit next to me, I want to discuss something with you.’ The confusion must have been etched on my face. I never sat in the presence of my Mistress. I always stood or kneeled. ‘Come on, its ok,’ she reassured me, sliding her hand up my stockinged thigh as I sat nervously beside her on the couch. My cock twitched inside its cage, was I going to be released I hoped.

‘Sit down gurl,’ she insisted. ‘I don’t have all day to waste on you. Now where was I? Oh yes, tell me what day it is tomorrow Sissy Melissa.’

I knew it was Valentine’s Day. This would be the first Valentine’s Day of our new lifestyle, with me serving my wife, my Mistress, as her sissy maid. It was a huge relief when she unfastened my ball gag and removed it. I worked my aching jaw and wiped away some drool from my chin. ‘It’s Valentine’s Day Ma’am.’

‘Yes it is,’ she smiled, ‘and this year is a little different isn’t it? I have Phil and you…well; you are now a fully-fledged sissy. Prancing around in a maid’s uniform locked up in your chastity device. No romantic meals or sexy getaways for you eh?’ she laughed. My embarrassment must have been obvious as she went on, ‘Sorry Sissy, I’m being mean. Remind me, how long is it since we put you in your device sweetie?’

‘Please Ma’am, it’s been six weeks now,’ I answered.

‘And how many opportunities for relief have I allowed you in that time?’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I answered carefully, ‘I had a ruined one on your boots then you let me cum in your hand when you were wearing the washing up glove.’

‘And what about when you disgraced yourself between my foot and my shoe?’ she queried.

‘I didn’t count that one Ma’am,’ I answered, ‘you stopped me cumming.’

‘If you didn’t cum then what was the disgusting slime in the condom?’ my Mistress demanded.

‘Please Ma’am, it just dribbled out, I couldn’t even feel it,’ I explained.

‘I don’t care if it’s an orgasm, a ruined orgasm or a pathetic dribble,’ she shouted at me making me cringe, ‘when sissy slime comes out of a sissy slut, that counts as relief, do you understand me?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I mumbled, ‘sorry Ma’am. You very kindly allowed your sissy maid relief three times.’ I curtsied trying desperately to put her back in a good mood.

‘Yes I did, didn’t I? So that’s three orgasms in six weeks, you are a lucky gurl aren’t you? Not as lucky as me though,’ she laughed, ‘not by a very long way, but you can hardly expect to have the same rights as your Mistress can you?’

‘No Ma’am, of course not,’ I pretended to agree.

‘So, three ruined little dribbles in six weeks, I really can’t imagine any real man putting up with that. Do you think Phil would accept that?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I whispered shyly.

‘So what would you say if I were to offer you the chance of relief right now? Proper relief I mean, not ruined, a real orgasm.’

‘Anything Ma’am, anything at all!’ I blurted in shocked delight, my imprisoned cock swelling painfully against its tiny cage.

‘Do you think about cumming often Sissy Melissa?’ my wife asked innocently.

‘Every day Ma’am,’ I gasped, ‘every minute of every day.’ I was breathless with excitement now.

‘Just as I feared, Phil too. Recite Sissy Rule 3 for me,’ she instructed. ‘Get up gurl, kneel in front of me and recite it, quickly,’ she yelled, all playfulness gone.

‘I stood quickly, curtsied and dropped to my knees, ‘Sissy Rule 3: I am to remain in chastity. Requests to be released will be denied and I will be punished severely. A sissy does not seek pleasure through orgasm, but through service.’

‘It seems to me you are failing in your duty Sissy,’ my Mistress stated coldly. ‘Instead of seeking pleasure through service to me, you are constantly hoping for sexual release. You think that if you prance around here, doing the bare minimum, that I will be satisfied and release you don’t you?’

The situation that had seemed so promising only a moment ago was suddenly turning sour and my mind was racing to figure out why. ‘Please ma’am I….’

‘Silence you little slut,’ she yelled, slapping my face so hard it brought tears to my eyes.

‘You have no idea how stressful it is for me,’ she complained, ‘I should not have to deal with that stress. You are my property, my sissy maid; you are supposed to make my life easier not add stress and complications.’

I really couldn’t see how allowing me three orgasms in six weeks, one of which was ruined and another of which was blocked could be stressful or complicated for her. She didn’t even have to lift to do anything either, I did all the work each time. I was the one suffering stress. The stress of being constantly horny, humiliated, punished unfairly, exposed to her friend as well as her lover. Losing my wife to another man, now that was stress! But I didn’t say any of that out loud, I couldn’t.

‘Things need to change,’ my wife declared, ‘that’s why, as a Valentines gift to me, Phil has agreed to take ownership of you from Valentine’s Day onwards. That way I won’t need to worry if you’re being good just to get relief because I won’t be in a position to grant it. He will hold the key to your chastity device and I will have no access to it and no say in when you are granted release.’

I felt like the floor was giving way beneath me and I was falling! This wasn’t my fantasy; I never wanted to belong to a man, especially not the man who was fucking my wife. There was always the chance that I could persuade her to take pity on me and grant me an orgasm. Why would Phil care if I ever got the chance to cum?

‘Don’t start crying,’ my Mistress ordered, ‘you wanted this. You were the one with the sordid little fantasies. All I’ve done is tried to make them come true for you and, in return, instead of gratitude, I get the stress of you constantly expecting orgasms!’

‘What, I never, I mean I only….I’ve only had three…well one really….I didn’t pester you, I didn’t ask’ I stuttered in complete confusion.

‘Silence!’ my Mistress shouted, ‘I don’t want the responsibility any more,’ my Mistress declared, ‘It’s an excellent way to show Phil he has absolutely nothing to worry about in terms of me being your wife. I want to prove to him that he is the only man I want to make love to. He needs the security of knowing that there cannot possibly be anything sexual between you and I. He only needs to look at you to see that I know, but I want to prove it to him. I want to make a commitment to him and I want to show him that my husband can never be anything to me but a convenience and an amusement. What better day to do that than Valentine’s Day?’

I didn’t know what to say. What was the point of saying anything anyway, she had clearly made her decision. I wasn’t her husband any more. I wasn’t even her sissy maid. I was the property of her lover. I belonged to the man my wife had fallen in love with.

‘Stand up Sissy Melissa,’ my Mistress ordered, shocking me from my depressing reverie. ‘Fretting Position now! Phil will be here tomorrow night to collect your key. He can’t stay long as he has an early flight the next morning. Nonetheless, this is an important moment so we need to mark it. I’ve got you something to wear, something special. Sissies should dress special for their owners on Valentine’s Day I think. I think you need to thank him too, properly, with your mouth.’

My eyes widened in shock and I tried to speak.

‘Shut up, I won’t tell you again! We are not going to discuss this. You are a sissy and as such you have no rights and nobody cares what you fucking think. You should be grateful that such a wonderful man is prepared to allow you to serve him and his woman. I know he wasn’t interested the last time you offered him your mouth, but he knows I’ve been making you practice on my dido and he knows too how much it will turn me on to see it. So, it’s happening, get used to it slut!’

I swallowed and stood wondering how this had all happened so fast. Eventually I realised my Mistress was waiting and I curtsied deeply, ‘Thank you Ma’am.’


Chapter 14:- Forced To Blow My Wife’s Lover

It was the following evening when I presented myself to my Mistress for her to inspect the new outfit she’d presented me with. I’d spent all day cleaning and making the house perfect for the visit of my wife’s lover.

‘Well, don’t you look a picture,’ she cried with delight, ‘absolutely darling, a little Valentine’s treat. There’s no denying your sissy status in that get-up is there? No wonder I need a real man like Phil in my life!’

I was wearing a pink crotch less teddy, a white garter belt, white stockings and pink six inch heels.

‘Just one last thing,’ Michelle smiled, and took my chastity key from her necklace. ‘You are going to greet Phil free from your device. I want him to see how excited you are at being all dressed up for him, not to mention having the opportunity to suck his cock as a thank you!  And, of course, he needs to lock you up personally when he takes ownership of you.’

My cock immediately sprang to life as it was freed from the cage, my erection standing even more rock hard than it would normally be as a result of the Viagra tablet she had made me swallow earlier. Her choice of a crotch- less teddy now made perfect sense, my sissy outfit wasn’t spoilt by any strange bulges and instead my cock was neatly presented in the crotch less area.

‘Look at that!’ my Mistress cried, clapping her hands. ‘Someone is enjoying their new outfit aren’t they? I bet it’s the prospect of serving my boyfriend that’s got you extra excited isn’t it you little slut?’

Actually I was terrified and dreading it but the long periods of chastity, her constant teasing and, of course, the Viagra were not going to allow me to appear anything but extremely eager to perform my thoroughly humiliating task.

‘You can stay like that Sissy but no touching,’ she warned, ‘we don’t want any accidents do we? You know what happened last time and Phil has been itching for another excuse to whip you. Not that he’ll need one when you’re his property I suppose. I imagine he’ll be keeping you well acquainted with his belt. He should be here soon, why don’t you go into the hallway and practice your curtseys in front of the mirror while you wait?’

It’s not easy to curtsy gracefully without a skirt to hold but I managed to adapt by holding the frilly sides of the teddy, watching myself in the mirror till I thought I had it right. I could not have looked more ridiculous with my straining cock bobbing in front of me, finally free of its prison but still effectively out of my reach. I was desperate to touch it, just for a second, just to get some tiny bit of relief; I was aching with desire as I stood staring at the pathetic sissy in the mirror. I knew I had to control myself, my Mistress would know if I even touched it briefly, she could always tell when I’d disobeyed her, not that I dared to do it very often. What was really unfair though was when she punished me because she said I’d been thinking about disobeying her! I couldn’t even argue with her because that would mean more punishment. I was coming to realise that fairness and justice where going to be no more a part of my life now than respect and comfort.

I was jolted from my reverie by Michelle who had been standing at the end of the hallway watching me. ‘Try telling me you’re not happy as my sissy maid husband now,’ she laughed. ‘I’ve never seen that little thing so excited. You love this don’t you? Which is why you need locking up and Phil needs to have the key.’

Before I had the chance to respond, the doorbell rang. I knew what was expected of me and, after checking through the peephole, I opened the door with a curtsy. ‘Good evening Sir, please come in, it is a great pleasure to see you again,’ I announced as I’d been taught.

‘I can see it’s a pleasure,’ Mr Phil laughed as he saw my erection, walking past me straight into the arms of my Mistress, his girlfriend. They kissed passionately as I stood trying to remember what it felt like to kiss my wife like that.

‘You are quite a picture aren’t you Sissy Melissa,’ Phil asked, finally breaking from his woman. ‘I think I’ll have some pictures of you,’ he stated as he fished his mobile phone from his pocket. ‘Curtsy for me and hold it,’ he ordered, ‘head up so I can see your face, that’s better. I think we have more than enough pictures to ensure there are no silly attempts by you to try and be all manly, but a few more won’t hurt. Apart from which, I know someone who will love these.’

Before I had time to wonder and fret over what Mr Phil meant by his last remark, I was ordered to serve drinks in the lounge and then it was time for my long rehearsed speech.

‘Sir,’ I began with another curtsy, ‘my Mistress has informed me of your kind agreement to take ownership of me to relieve the burden I have become for her. She feels and I agree, that you will be doing us both a great service by holding the key to my chastity device from now on.’ I finished with the most elaborate curtsy I could muster, my bobbing cock making a mockery of me even more than my outfit or my submissive speech.

‘Very nice Sissy Melissa,’ he smiled. ‘You may rest assured that you will be a burden no more. Instead you will be the convenience and occasional amusement you deserve to be and your Mistress deserves to have at her disposal.’

‘Yes Sir,’ I curtsied again, ‘thank you Sir.’

‘Now, I understand that you wish to ask me something?’ he queried.

‘Yes Sir,’ I began, blushing a bright red and sweating with nerves. ‘I….I….please Sir….I wanted to say, I mean ask you…’

‘You want to suck my cock, is that it?’ he demanded.

‘Yes sir,’ I blurted, further embarrassed by my apparent eagerness. ‘I mean, if you don’t mind Sir. I’ve been practicing,’ I added lamely. Why did I say that? I was dreading this. I wasn’t gay! My wife had forced this on me, given me no way out. So why was I acting like a desperately eager little slut? What was it about this man, my wife’s lover, that so destroyed the last dregs of my male ego?

‘On your knees slut,’ he commanded me. ‘Right my little sissy,’ he continued as he undid his belt, pulling it from the belt loops before dropping his jeans and his pants to his ankles.

I hesitated for a moment before leaning forward and nervously stretching my lips around the head of his big cock, looking up at him as I did because my wife had told me men liked that. I couldn’t believe this was happening. His cock was huge and I felt like such a faggot looser sucking it in front of my wife. I was just starting to take it a little deeper when I heard a whooshing sound and felt a sharp sting on my bottom. So that was why he’d kept the belt from his trousers.

‘Take it all you worthless bitch,’ he snarled as he whipped me again. The leather stung like hell as it bit into my ass cheek.

I took his cock deeper into my mouth but I was less than half way down the shaft when the head of it pushed against the back of my throat. How could my petite, once shy little wife take such a monster inside her? It was no wonder she’d chosen him over me. I wondered what it must be like to be so well endowed as a man. My gag and reflex action didn’t please him and another blow to my sissy ass was delivered. My mascara ran down my teary cheeks as I redoubled my efforts to please my owner.

He continued fucking my throat, whipping my ass any time he felt a little tooth or if I went too slow. I could see my wife leaning forward to caress the taut cheeks of his ass as she watched me, clearly enjoying her husband’s utter debasement at the hands of her lover.

I was surprised when he pulled his cock from my mouth. ‘You haven’t earned the right to take my cum in your mouth yet slut,’ he said, but my relief was short lived as he went on, ‘lean your head back and keep those little sissy slut eyes wide open,’ he snarled, rubbing  his cock against my cheeks, soaking it with my tears.

When he began to pump his manhood vigorously with his right hand and started choking me with the fierce grip of his left hand around my neck, I knew what was coming. I was terrified, desperate, humiliated, but I could do nothing to prevent it. I had a close up view as his enormous rod shot a big load directly into my eye. After a few seconds he switched to the other eye, making sure it got a good dose too. I cried and sobbed, the cum stinging as it pooled in my eyes and ran down my cheek, taking more mascara with it.

Finally sated, my wife’s lover bent to pull up his trousers and fasten his belt. I knelt there not knowing what to do until he spoke, ‘the feeling you have right now Sissy, the one of shame and humiliation. I want you to remember it. Think about what you just did, about your wife watching you do it. Think about what you are wearing for fuck’s sake! I intend to make it my mission to have you feel this way every moment I own you. Now go and get cleaned up and put your chastity cage back on. Come back here so I can lock it and do not keep me waiting. Move!’

I scurried blindly to the bathroom, holding my head back and cupping my hands over my eyes so as not to drip cum on my Mistress’s floor. I could hardly see where I was going and the fear of what the consequences of keeping my new owner waiting would be had me crying again. After washing my face I reapplied my makeup and retrieved the chastity device from Michelle’s dressing table. That’s when I realised that my cock was still rock hard. It was nowhere near the size of Phil’s but there was still no way it was going to fit into the tiny tube. Rushing to the kitchen I grabbed some ice from the fridge and held it to my groin. It seemed to take a long time before the swelling went down enough for me to force my cock into the tube and secure it ready for locking. I wondered how long it would be before it was removed again and the realisation that what was left of my pitiful sex life was now completely at the mercy of the man who was fucking my wife had two effects. Firstly I started to cry again and had to wipe my eyes carefully so as not to smudge my makeup. Secondly, the helplessness of my situation had my poor deprived cock trying to swell up again, fighting a painful losing battle with the unyielding walls of its tiny prison.

Finally back in the lounge, after knocking and curtsying twice, I stood before my tormentors as Michelle gave the chastity cage key to her lover.

‘This key belongs to me now Sissy,’ he began. ‘I understand that you’re now using hair removal cream so don’t need to have the cage removed as often as you did for shaving. Is that correct?’

‘Yes sir,’ I curtsied hoping that I might be about to find out his intentions for allowing me relief.

‘I’ll be here more often now,’ he said, turning to my wife and kissing her, ‘so I’ll be monitoring the situation carefully.’

‘Thank you sir,’ I curtsied politely hoping for good news.

‘Your releases for relief however,’ he said as he turned back to me, ‘have been far too regular in my opinion.’

‘Please sir….’ I begged.

‘In future you will devote your energy to pleasing your mistress and me and forget any silly notions concerning orgasms, ruined, blocked or otherwise,’ he laughed as he looked at my wife. She laughed with him before fixing me with a cruel stare of contempt.

‘Remember your Sissy Rules gurl; keep them always in your head.’ He ordered as he grasped my chastity cage and locked it before dropping the key into his pocket. ‘I intend to make absolutely sure that you live by them. Now go to bed. Your mistress and I want to be alone.’


Chapter 15:- Working For Mr Tom

True to his word my wife’s lover started spending a lot more time with my Mistress wife. My own days were filled with housework, the worst of which was laundry since I was now responsible for not just mine and my wife’s but her boyfriend Phil’s, her friend Lorraine’s and even Lorraine’s daughter’s. What little spare time I had was divided between providing amusement to my wife and Phil and downtime which was now largely controlled by Lorraine, much to her delight.

The amusement I provided consisted of being available for teasing and humiliation at all times. I was treated with contempt and unfairness at all times but I was more in love with my wife than ever. I was desperate to please her and prepared to sink to any level, to accept any torment just to be near her, to get a moment of her attention.

Downtime was ruled with an iron will by Lorraine who pushed my limits at every opportunity. Canings and whippings at her hands were regular and often completely undeserved or out of all proportion to the offence which might be real or imagined by any one of them.

Even worse than the beatings were the sensory deprivation bondage sessions which never failed to reduce me to a sobbing, pleading wreck. For these I was secured naked inside a rubber sleep sac. My head would be encased in a rubber hood with an inflatable gag and just two tiny holes to allow me to breathe through my nose. Headphones playing a constant white noise were placed over my ears and I would be strapped down tightly to my bed in the basement. Unable to move at all, with no way to see, nothing but static to hear and only the smell of rubber to feed my senses, I would lie sweating in my cocoon until such time as someone wanted to use me again.

Twice a week Lorraine would borrow the key from Mr Phil and use these sleep sac sessions to remove my chastity cage to apply hair removal cream. Erections were strictly forbidden but almost always impossible for me to refrain from, resulting in a prolonged and painful session with a wooden ruler. She then took great delight in coating the entire area in Tiger Balm before refitting my chastity cage. I could hear her giggling as she zipped the sleep sac closed and fitted the headphones. The burning sensation would have me screaming for mercy and writhing helplessly and pointlessly against my bonds, not even knowing if there was anyone there to hear me.

Occasionally, whilst serving time in the sleep sac, I would be visited by my wife or her lover. The headphones would be removed and I’d be treated to a glowing account of what they’d been doing to each other or how much they were in love. My Mistress, if she was feeling especially cruel, would often put her fingers over the air hole in my hood causing me to panic much to her amusement. On one occasion after a night out, they visited me together. Michelle draped her leather jacket over my face, intoxicating me with her smell but making it harder still for me to breathe. Then she lay down on top of me on her back, her lover joined her and they had sex. Secured as I was I could do nothing but plead unintelligibly around my gag for more air. With only tiny holes in my rubber mask, her leather coat over my face and the weight of the two of them pressing me down, I was suffocating while they fucked. Fortunately they must have been very excited by their treatment of me as they came quickly and got up laughing.

Then, with whispers and giggles, they removed the coat allowing me to suck desperately for as much air as I could pull through the tiny holes in my mask. I knew nothing good was happening when the zip of the sleep sac was undone over my groin and I felt a warm liquid  jetting through the gap falling all over my chastity cage and running down to pool in the bottom of the sac. I could smell piss as the zip was done up again and headphones replaced.

The next day, after Governess Lorraine had released me and I’d showered and dressed for duty in a freshly ironed black and white silk mads outfit complete with bell collar, I was instructed to pack what I needed for a weekend away and report to the garage. I waited there nervously for ten minutes before Phil and my wife appeared. Because I was standing still, the bell on my collar was silent and that was normally a caning offence. I jumped when they finally arrived.

‘It’s your lucky day Sissy Melissa,’ Michelle smiled. ‘A little bird tells me that, if you’re a very, very good gurl, you might get the chance to have a little cummies this weekend!’

What? The chance for an orgasm? How, I mean why, I mean…….

‘Put your case in the boot and sit in the back seat,’ Phil ordered. I was panicking at the idea of going outside. Even in a moving car I’d be visible in my uniform with wig and stupid cap, not to mention the exaggerated makeup that Lorraine insisted I wear. As I fastened my seat belt I could see Mr Phil kissing my wife before he got into the driver’s seat of what used to be my car, my pride and joy. Michelle waved to me and smiled sweetly; breaking my heart once more and making me ache to hold her as we drove out of the garage.

‘Do you remember Sissy,’ Mr Phil asked as he drove, ‘when I took those pictures of you and I said I knew someone who would like them?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I answered, feeling awkward because I couldn’t curtsy.

‘Well now you’re going to find out who it was. Your wife and I are having a weekend away together and Lorraine is not available to keep an eye on you. None of us trust you left on your own. You’d probably be sniffing around in your Mistress’s knicker drawer or whatever pansy faggots like you do when left alone. So I’ve arranged for my brother to take charge of you for the weekend. You get the supervision you need and he gets his house cleaned by a sissy maid. He’s right into the transvestite stuff, always has been and he loved the pictures I sent him. He’s really looking forward to the weekend I can tell you.’

I was close to crying in panic now. I was going to be exposed as the sissy maid I’d become to a complete stranger. Worse still, a pervert with a transvestite fetish!

‘You will, of course obey Tom in everything as you would me. While you are in his care you are representing me as well as your Mistress. I don’t think I need to detail for you the consequences if we get a bad report from him, do I?’ Mr Phil demanded menacingly.

‘No sir,’ I replied in shock at my unthinkable predicament. ‘I was going to be used as a servant by the brother of my wife’s lover, but what about the orgasm I’d been promised? What the hell was going on? I was scared, frustrated, humiliated, but above all desperately horny. It had been six weeks since my last relief which had consisted of a completely unsatisfying and totally frustrating blocked orgasm under my wife’s foot. I felt like I’d do anything for the opportunity to cum, anything!

To raise my anxiety levels higher still, Mr Phil dropped me off at his brother’s front door with my case and got back in the car. Winding down his window he leaned out to remind me, ‘I’m going to spend all weekend balls deep in your wife. You be a good gurl for Mr Tom or else.’ I could see him through the windscreen laughing at me before he drove away.

Mr Tom answered the door dressed in shorts and a white wife beater vest, with a gravy stain running down the front. The vest didn’t quite reach the top of his shorts leaving a gap that showed off his protruding hairy stomach. After looking me up and down he walked back into the house and I followed. Sitting down heavily in an old leather armchair he waved at me to take a seat on the couch. I held my knees together in ladylike fashion as I sat nervously. Mr Tom lived alone and the room looked untidy with empty bottles and take away cartons, dirty clothes and pornographic DVD boxes.

‘I’ve boon looking forward to this ever since our Phil sent me your picture. When he said he was fucking some sissy faggot’s wife I didn’t think he meant it literally,’ said with a leer. Then, leaning back in his chair and scratching at his protruding gut he sneered, ‘You’ll earn your keep here Sissy, you’re mine for the weekend. If you do a good job and play your cards right who knows, maybe I can persuade Phil to let you visit me regularly,’ he laughed.

I spent the remainder of the day and the next morning scrubbing floors, dusting, taking out trash, scouring toilets and anything else I was told to do. All the while Mr Tom sat in his chair and watched TV, occasionally shouting crude slurs at me. Several times I considered running out of the house but my poor little penis would squirm and beg me to keep working in hope that my Mistress had not lied to me. Besides, where would I go dressed as I was with no money? And what would my Mistress and her lover do to me when they found out?

Mr Phil must have been emailing photos to Mr Tom of his weekend away with my wife. Mr Tom would ridicule me as he showed me the pictures on his phone, revelling in my misery. Michelle looked so gorgeous in the stunning outfits and underwear she wore for her lover and my dicklet ached and leaked longingly.

Finally, at lunch time on the second day, Mr Tom told me I had almost earned my release. My heart skipped a beat and my tiny chastity cage strained to contain my arousal.

But almost was the key word.

‘We are going to make a video to send our Phil and your wife,’ he declared. ‘I want you to tell them what a great time you’re having here and what a wonderful master you think I am. Then you can ask them if you can come and be my maid on a regular basis.’

So, with bright red cheeks, I stood in front of him, my curtsy deep and long lasting before I began to beg for something I really did not want. I imagined Mr Phil and my unfaithful wife laughing when they saw it.

‘Please Sir, please Ma’am,’ I began, ‘Mr Tom is a wonderful master. He is very strict and demanding and it is a pleasure for a pathetic sissy like me to be allowed to serve him. Please, please, please may I beg your permission to serve him regularly if he will have me?’

Mr Tom then set his phone down on the coffee table, facing me, the video recording still running as I bent over the table and pulled my knickers down as I’d been told to do. My face was turned towards the camera as Tom wanted me to look directly at it while I took my discipline. He used a big wooden paddle with holes in it. He didn’t tell me where he got it from but it certainly did the trick. I looked at the camera as he paddled my ass, thanking him after each stroke and asking politely for another. The force of each swat made me gasp and bounce and I had tears running down my cheeks almost immediately. My stockinged legs trembled, the sting on both of my bright red ass cheeks matched by the sting to my pride. It was all I could do not to turn and run, but somehow I kept my place, squirming at each awful stroke.

When he finally decided I’d had enough, I stood and curtsied, thanking him for punishing me. ‘Right Sissy Melissa,’ he smirked as he turned off the video, ‘let me just send this to the happy couple then we’ll see about some sissy relief for my maid.’

I walked with trepidation towards Mr Tom’s garden shed. My heels kept sinking into the dirt as I walked, forcing me to bend down. He gave me a look that I found very disconcerting as I bent down to put my shoe back on. I pouted and pulled my skirt down, not enjoying his leer.

After opening the door of a large shed, Mr Tom flipped the light on revealing a floor covered in sawdust and a lot of partially completed woodwork projects. He didn’t say anything; he just pointed to the far end of the room where, standing by itself and bolted securely to the floor, was a homemade set of wooden stocks, with a hole for the head and two smaller holes for the wrists.

I shook my head and stepped back towards the door but he grinned and produced the key to my chastity device from his pocket. ‘Don’t you want that chance to cum Sissy?’ he laughed. Again my caged penis betrayed me and a few minutes later I was trapped firmly by the homemade bondage device. I winced as the hinged board closed shut and the hefty padlock snapped closed with a sickening click.

The stocks were mounted at waist height so my back was horizontal to the floor and I had to spread my legs slightly to make it less uncomfortable. I went to kick off my high heeled shoes only to be swatted hard across my ass as Tom ordered me to leave them on. Facing the wall, all I could see was a small mirror he had positioned so I would be able to see myself. As I wriggled against the heavy unyielding wood helplessly, he bent to place his phone beside the mirror. ‘Another nice home movie for your wife and my brother,’ he said as he activated the camera, ‘don’t forget to smile Sissy,’ he laughed.

I was beginning to panic now but my mood was instantly lifted when I felt Mr Tom fidgeting with the lock imprisoning my little clit. Suddenly I was free! It was incredible! I was instantly rock hard and Mr Tom chuckled, ‘They weren’t kidding, that thing is tiny. No wonder your wife replaced you with a real man in her bed.’

I didn’t care what he said, I just needed to cum. The sound of him unzipping something got my attention. ‘Okay Sissy Melissa,’ he began, ‘this is how it’s going to work. I’m going to fuck your little sissy fagot ass. If you can manage to cum from that then fine, if not then I’ll be locking that useless little excuse for a cock back up as soon as I’m finished.’

I couldn’t believe what was happening, a man, a virtual stranger at that, was going to rape my ass. I wasn’t gay, I didn’t want this! I’d never done anything like this! I just wanted to cum, why was he doing this to me? What could I say to stop him? The only thing that came out was, ‘You can’t touch me, I’m a virgin!’

‘Not for long slut,’ Mr Tom laughed, ‘do you want to cum or not? Up to you.’

I whimpered, stomping my heels on the floor and trying to hump the air with my desperate little penis.

‘Beg me for it Sissy,’ he said confidently. ‘Beg me to fuck you little ass and make you cum.’

Clenching my fists in helpless frustration I quietly muttered, ‘Fuck me.’ I was so horny I couldn’t think straight.

‘Louder,’ he shouted. ‘Beg me like the little slut you are or the cage is going right back on!’

‘Please,’ I said louder, ‘please fuck my ass. Don’t lock me back up; I need to cum so bad!’ My plea was met with silence so I tried again, ‘please, please Sir…..please pump my sissy virgin ass with your big cock….please make me your slut!’

That seemed to be what he’d been waiting for and he stepped around in front of the stocks, waving his cock in my face. It wasn’t as big as Mr Phil’s but I still gagged as he pushed it between my lips to hit the back of my throat.

The blow job warm up didn’t last long and he was soon behind me again, lifting my skirt and ripping off my panties. I cried out as he smacked my ass a couple of times and I felt cold lubricant being dribbled between my cheeks. He had me beg again as he pressed the head of his cock against my cherry and slowly slid inside. I watched my own face in the mirror, mortified as I thought of my wife seeing this.

Mr Tom grabbed my ass cheeks with both of his hands, squeezing and pinching as he began to grind. I moaned loudly, embarrassed that it actually felt good. I closed my eyes, feeling his rod thrusting in and out of my most private place.

It didn’t take long for the feelings of submission to mix with the shear desperation of being denied for so long to produce my orgasm. I felt it oozing out from the tip of my clitty in little spurts. I rocked my hips, desperate for a little sensation on my penis but it was no use. My cum just dribbled out without any of the usual amazing orgasmic relief. I needed more; it wasn’t satisfying so I begged him to fuck me harder. I caught the occasional glimpse of myself in the mirror as he slammed into me again and again and it was clear that I’d become the sissy slut my wife and Mistress said I was.

I dribbled a little more but it was even less satisfying. I cried and sobbed as I felt him slow and push as deep as he could, moaning as he shot his huge load into my squirming sissy ass.

‘Good gurl,’ he said as he pulled out. There was no emotion, no sign of affection. The penis cage was locked back on without ceremony and he smacked my thigh before collecting his phone and walking out. I watched myself cry, mascara running down my cheeks as I felt his cum leaking from my sore backside and running down the inside of my thighs.


Chapter 16:- Being Mr Tom’s Slut

My wife was very excited to hear about my time at Mr Toms, wanting to hear every embarrassing detail from me and, because she’d watched the video, there was no point in me lying. I tried to make it clear that what happened was in no way enjoyable for me. I didn’t dare criticise Mr Tom however, for fear of what the recriminations might be from his brother. Also, despite my embarrassment at the humiliation of the whole thing, it was all I had by way of a sex life. I was constantly horny, constantly aroused to the point of insanity by the cruel teasing of my sexy Mistress and her best friend Lorraine. But it was made clear that my only hope for any kind of relief was an encore with Mr Tom.

Two weeks later found me kneeling on the hard wooden floor, focussing every bit of effort into pleasing Mr Tom’s hard cock. I looked up at his face as I sucked, hoping against hope that he would reward me by taking my ass again.

After spending what felt like an eternity locked in chastity, it had been at least a slight relief to have my ass fucked until I managed to dribble out some of the heavy load backed up in my swollen balls. Getting that feeling of release again was all I could think about. But Mr Tom was definitely making me earn it; spending hours cooking for him, doing his laundry and, worst of all, worshipping his stiff cock, kissing, licking and sucking until my lips were sore and my tongue ached.

I wondered what it must be like to have someone giving you blowjobs on demand. It sounded wonderful. I imagined myself from his perspective; a desperate slut, eagerly sucking cock and begging to have her ass fucked.

I had taken extra time and trouble with my makeup and outfit before being driven to his house. My perfectly ironed frilly little skirt and white stockings were enhanced with a suspender belt and silk garter. My makeup was especially tarty and I wore my highest heels despite them being so unbearably painful to walk or even stand in. Michelle and her boyfriend had made fun of me for taking such trouble to look good for my boyfriend.

‘It’s hard to tell who’s most eager for cock these days Sissy,’ Phil laughed, ‘you or your wife!’

So, as I knelt between his legs, I raised my ass and swayed it from side to side. I could feel my little skirt bouncing, barely covering my sissy bottom. I was learning what it meant to be a desperate bimbo.

For his part though, Mr Tom was happy to relax in his chair with a little slut worshipping his cock. He grabbed the remote beside his chair and flipped on the TV. I moaned in frustration as I realised I would be sucking his cock for a long time as he used me without any consideration of my desperate needs.

When he finally told me to stop and stood up himself I could have cried with relief. My hard work was about to pay off, or so I thought. What actually happened was that he pointed at his chair and told me to sit on the floor with my back to it. I then had to tilt my head right back so it was resting on the seat cushion. I didn’t understand what was happening at first but realisation soon dawned as I saw his bare hairy backside above me. He was going to sit on my face!

‘Tongue out slut,’ he ordered, ‘I want to feel it right up inside there.’

As the sweaty flab of his arse engulfed my face he grabbed my wrists pulling them to his groin and ordering me to play with his cock. As his full weight settled onto me I realised I couldn’t breathe! I started to panic and squirmed under him trying to find enough air to scream. He grabbed my flailing wrists and bore down harder still.

‘I can’t feel that tongue yet slut,’ he cried.

Desperate and helpless I shoved my tongue as deep as I could into the tight ring of his ass hole. ‘Work it in and out whore!’ he yelled.

I was seeing stars and knew I would pass out soon but I used the last of my energy to obey him, hoping desperately for mercy. Suddenly he lifted and cool air rushed in.

‘Take a deep breath this time,’ he warned, ‘we’re gonna keep doing this till you get me off.’

Then it was down again, no light, no air, just his hot sweating hairy ass over my face. Knowing I had no choice and desperate to end this horrific torture, I slid my tongue as far inside him as I could, grabbing his cock with one hand and wanking it as my other hand gently massaged his balls.

Half a dozen more times he lifted to give me air before he finally came. Each time he could tell I was on the point of passing out as my manipulation of his cock and balls slowed. When he finally came his thrusts lifted him slightly which was enough to allow me a couple of quick breaths before he sank back down to enjoy the afterglow of his orgasm. I could feel his slimy spunk draining over his balls and down my neck to stain the dress I’d worked so hard to make perfect for him. My own hopes for a chance to cum drained away with it and I started to cry in shear frustration when he lifted off me, his only comment ‘get me a beer slut and clean up this fucking mess you made!’

The following day Tom ignored me other than to tell me what housework to do or complain that I was a lazy little slut and I was not working hard enough or fast enough. Then, with just over an hour to go before Mr Phil, my wife’s boyfriend was due to collect me, Mr Tom walked into the lounge where I was dusting and simply ordered me to take off my panties and get on all fours on the rug in front of the fireplace. I was disappointed when he did not produce the key to my chastity cage immediately but assumed he would soon as obeyed him, trembling in anticipation, spreading my stocking clad knees reaching back to pull my little latex skirt up over my ass for him. I hoped he liked what he saw as I swayed my smooth backside like a cheap whore.

I wasn’t looking back so the forceful blow from his palm across my thigh caught me off guard. I yelped as he reprimanded me, ‘Hold still bitch! You’re not as sexy as you think you are.’

I stopped immediately, deeply embarrassed by his put down. I just moaned softly as he grabbed me with both hands, pulling my ass onto the tip of his cock. Cold lubricant squirted making me jump which earned another swat to my ass. My own little manhood was as stiff as it could get in its little trap and I wondered when he was going to release me.

The sensation of his warm cock invading my ass caused me to slip into sissy delirium. Then, when he started to thrust in and out, holding me firmly in position, I knew my cage would not be coming off. As he started speeding up, he occasionally smacked my ass, reminding me who was in charge and I let out a girlish yelp each time.

As Mr Tom slammed into me I was surprised to feel a pulsing sensation as the pressure on my prostate started cum oozing slowly out of my caged little clit. The feeling of frustration was unbearable as I was milked without any feeling of satisfaction at all.

He verbally abused me as he fucked my sissy asshole, telling me I was just an ugly faggot bitch to be used and thrown away. I cried and nodded my head meekly, wishing I was prettier.  I told myself I would work harder; I would become a perfect slut. I would make my Mistress proud of me.

I arched my back and moaned louder, hoping he was enjoying using me. He didn’t say anything to confirm his enjoyment but soon a load of sticky goo filled my ass.

I thanked him as he pulled out of me, wishing it had lasted longer. I felt empty without his hard cock inside me. Any afterglow, however, was immediately squelched for me when I noticed my little cum puddle on the rug.

‘Did I tell you to cum Slut?’ Mr Tom demanded.

I cried and shook my head then bent forward trying to lick up my cum as it soaked into the rug fibres.

‘You useless stupid little slag,’ he raged, reaching from behind and grabbing my balls as I licked the floor. I squealed as he held my precious little balls in place with one hand and slapped them again and again with the other. I tried to continue licking my cum from the rug as I sobbed, the pain shooting through me at each swat. I started begging and pleading with him to stop through choking tears and sobs. When he finally did I was a mess. I fell to the floor, crying uncontrollably. He just stood watching me, shaking his head.

Ten minutes later, when I was able to gather myself, I knelt in front of him and thanked him for fucking me. I could feel his cum leaking out of my ass, soaking my panties as I lowered myself to kiss his boots. I heard him unzipping his pants and I knew what to do. While he turned on the TV to watch football, I got comfortable kneeling between his legs and began gently worshipping his balls.

I was still there when the doorbell rang and I had to run to answer it. Mr Phil had brought my wife with him to collect me and I had to serve them all tea then stand in the corner while they talked about me. Michelle was keen to know whether I’d been a good gurl and if Mr Tom was happy with my service. Much to my embarrassment a lot of winking and fist bumping together with barely disguised innuendo went on between Mr Tom and Mr Phil. When it was time to leave my wife insisted I kneel and thank Mr Tom for having me before kissing his boots once more. I could still taste his salty balls on my tongue as we drove home, my wife and her lover teasing me about what a little slut I’d become.


Chapter 17:- Merry Christmas

It was Christmas Eve and I had just finished cleaning up the bathroom after my wife. Now that she had a full time maid she seemed to delight in making the most mess she could. Towels were just dropped on the floor, shampoo bottles with tops removed and tipped over, soap suds and water splashed everywhere. Towels were used only once now before I had to launder and iron them and I was carrying an arm full out of the en suite into the bedroom my Mistress now shared with her lover Mr Phil. As I walked through I sighed in frustration looking at the mess in here now. Dirty clothes dropped on the floor, clean clothes that I’d spent hours ironing tried on and discarded. Half full wine glasses and empty Champaign bottles, the list went on and my work was never ending even on Christmas Eve.

‘What’s wrong with your face,’ my wife asked as she stepped out of the walk in wardrobe. My breath caught in my throat as I looked at her. She was going out tonight to a fancy dress party with Mr Phil, her lover, and her outfit had my eyes on stalks and my long deprived little cock trying in vain to express its interest through the uncaring walls of its little prison. She was a Christmas fantasy, her short red velvet dress trimmed with white fur barely reached the tops of her white hold up stockings with their red bows and tiny silver bells. She looked taller than normal in ankle length red velvet boots with platform soles and long spiked heels. Her slim tanned arms were highlighted by red velvet fingerless gloves that reached up to her elbows. The whole stunning festive outfit was finished off with a cute fir trimmed red Santa hat. Her hair and makeup were perfect and I noticed her long red nails as she stood smiling at me, head cocked cutely on one side, one hand on her hip, the other resting on the handle of the wardrobe door.

‘Sorry ma’am,’ I said, curtsying and moving quickly for the door. Dawdling with my housework was a caning offence as was staring at my Mistress. I had so much to do! If Phil, or Mr Phil as I had to address him came into the bedroom and saw the mess I would be sure to get a whipping, even though it wasn’t my fault, I was going as quickly as I could.

‘Come back here,’ Michelle shouted after me. ‘I asked you a question Melissa, why are you looking so sad? It’s Christmas Eve, you should be happy. How many Christmases did you wish for a life as my sissy maid? Well now you have one. You have the life you dreamed of and I’m having a pretty good time too. I’m sure Phil is happy, or at least he will be when he sees me in this outfit,’ she laughed.

She was right, I’d fantasised and dreamed for years of becoming my wife’s maid, of her taking a lover and denying me her body, teasing me, frustrating me, humiliating me, treating me like dirt on her shoe. It was insane but I couldn’t help it, I was obsessed. Well now I had it, a life of drudgery and sexual frustration while the woman I loved enjoyed a life of luxury and sexual freedom. She had a point, I should be ecstatic; she’d made it all happen for me, and then some!

I’m sorry Ma’am,’ I curtsied again; it was an ingrained habit now, ‘it’s just that I was looking forward to spending Christmas with you, even if I have to be your maid instead of your husband. I just need to be near you but Mr Phil said he’s taking me to Mr Tom’s house for a few days.’

‘Of course he is you silly gurl,’ my Mistress responded. ‘Phil and I are going to a party tonight, you know that. Then tomorrow is Christmas Day, our first one together. We want to wake up and open our presents together, you can understand that can’t you? And after breakfast we’re driving up to Scotland to Phil’s parents. They’re desperate to meet their son’s new girlfriend; I think they’re even having a little party for us, isn’t that nice?’

‘But we’ve never been apart at Christmas Ma’am,’ I whined.

‘I know sweetie,’ she soothed, ‘but things are different now. I’m with Phil and you are our sissy maid now.’

Was this supposed to make me feel better, that my wife of twenty years was going away for Christmas with her lover to meet his parents? No, my wife was smarter than that. It was to drive me deeper into submission, to remove any lingering doubts that this was real, to stamp out any last hope that we might go back to how we were!

‘Just think sweetie,’ she smiled excitedly; ‘I’ll be sleeping with my boyfriend in his childhood bed! The bed he probably fantasised and masturbated in so many times, dreaming of fucking a hot chick like me,’ she laughed. Phil says his parents still have the bed and the rest of the room just as he left it. I can’t wait; it will be so romantic, warm and cosy in my darling’s bed, holding him, kissing his lips, his nose, his cheeks, stroking his hair as he makes love to me. I’ll think of you slaving away for Tom, putting up with all his abuse just to prove how much you love and worship me. That’s going to make me cum so hard!’

I didn’t know what to say so I just curtsied once more, unable to meet the challenge of her eyes.

‘I hope you’ll think about me too Sissy Melissa,’ she pouted, ‘while you’re doing whatever Tom makes you do,’ she giggled.

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I managed, ‘I think about you all the time, every minute.’

‘Ahhhh, sweetie,’ she smiled, stepping closer to caress my cheek and lift my chin to make me look at her, ‘that’s so nice! You know I….’

Just then the bedroom door burst open and Mr Phil barged in, smelling slightly of alcohol.

‘What’s going on here?’ he demanded.

I quickly curtsied and tried to leave but he blocked my path. ‘Stand still slut!’ he ordered me.

‘Darling,’ my wife soothed him, ‘we were just talking about you and I…..’

‘Shut up,’ he snapped at her. I’d never heard him talk to her like that. ‘I’ll deal with you shortly.’ I watched in amazement as Michelle meekly sat on the edge of the bed with her head down.

‘Now you,’ he turned to me, ‘why are you standing around engaging in idle chit chat with your betters? Have you no work to do?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I squeaked, feeling totally flustered. ‘Sorry Sir, I was just….’

Crack! He slapped my face hard and tears sprang to my eyes. The humiliation of being treated that way, especially in front of my wife was still strong even now. I was angry too, at myself for not standing up to this bully, for not even protecting my wife from his anger. What sort of man was I? But then I wasn’t a man at all was I? I was a sissy and my wife had drummed it into me that she wanted me always to behave as one hadn’t she?

‘Do you think that because it’s Christmas you are somehow excused from your housework gurl?’ he growled angrily, ‘this bedroom is a fucking mess. You are a lazy useless little slut just like my brother says you are. Now get out while I fuck your wife in her Santa outfit. You can wait outside the door and listen. When I’m finished I want you back in here tidying up. This house better be spotless before we go out!’

‘Yes Sir,’ I curtsied.

‘Get your things ready too, we’ll drop you off at Tom’s on the way,’ he added, walking over to my wife and lifting her chin in his large hand. ‘I’ve told you not to waste your time talking to that haven’t I,’ he asked her, pointing at me.

‘I’m sorry babe,’ she took his hand and kissed his fingers. ‘It won’t happen again.’

‘Make sure it doesn’t. The only thing that slut should get from you is your contempt.’

‘I know baby,’ she smiled sweetly at him, ‘it’s just that it’s Christmas and I’m so happy to be with you. I wanted to tease her about that.’

‘Well in future tease without touching, ok? The only time she ever gets near you is with my permission and me in the room, we agreed, right?’

‘Yes darling, I’m sorry, please don’t be angry with me,’ Michelle cajoled him.

‘How could I stay angry with you in that outfit?’ he smiled, ‘now lie down, I need to fuck you before we go.’

‘But darling,’ she moaned, ‘your cum will be leaking into my knickers all night at the party.’

‘So?’

‘So I won’t have our maid there to clean me up will I?’

‘Alright I’ll have a blow job then. It’s your fault for getting me all hard with that outfit.’

‘You’ll ruin my makeup when you cum babe. You know I can never swallow it all, it always leaks out and I want to look perfect for you in front of your friends,’ she smiled up at him. ‘I know,’ she declared, ‘Sissy come here and kneel down, I’m going to give your master a lovely blow job. When he’s ready to cum you’re going to be ready to drink it all down.’

Feeling like the worthless cum dump they clearly both regarded me as I watched in awe as my beautiful wife sat there on the edge of the bed, her white stockinged legs crossed seductively and her incredibly sexy costume looking painfully cute as she gave her lover the most incredible blow job I’d ever seen. It was all the more painful for me as she’d always refused to even consider doing such a thing for me, declaring that any woman who did such things was a slut. When he was close to cumming she gently moved his rock hard cock, glistening with her saliva to my waiting mouth. Then as his thick ropy cum filled my mouth and overflowed from both sides to run down and drip from my chin, she held his hand, kissing his fingers and telling him she loved him.

As soon as he’d finished he withdrew and wiped his cock dry in my hair then I was forgotten about as the two lovers melted into each other and I took the opportunity to leave, closing the door quietly behind me and standing there, arms full of used towels, clitty refusing to stop swelling against its cage, waiting to be called back in to tidy up, the only thing I was good for.


Chapter 18:- A Party At Mr Tom’s

Just before we left the house I was called into the lounge where Michelle and Mr Phil were waiting for me. I was expecting a lecture and probably some teasing so I was somewhat taken aback when my wife handed me a small carefully wrapped present and wished me Merry Christmas. At her urging I opened it to find a fine silver necklace on which hung my wife’s engagement, wedding and eternity rings. They were a set and had cost a fortune but now she was giving them to me, what did that mean?

‘If I’m going to be Phil’s girlfriend I can’t be wearing those,’ Michelle explained, ‘so I think it’s only right you should wear them Sissy. They’ll remind you every time you look at them that you gave me up to a real man so that you could be my sissy maid.’

‘Where are your manners Sissy Melissa?’ asked Mr Phil.

‘Thank you Ma’am,’ I curtsied, my mind reeling from this new development this further step on my road to total subjugation.

‘I got you a present too,’ he said, passing me another, larger package, ‘I hope you like it, Merry Christmas Sissy Melissa.’

‘What now?’ I thought with dread as I unwrapped the box. My fingers were trembling as I pulled out a stainless steel chastity cage, even smaller than my current plastic one.

‘Put your finger inside,’ Mr Phil smiled.

‘Shit!’ I thought, ‘there were little sharp spikes at the end. My blood ran cold as I realised what it meant. Attempts at erection were already very uncomfortable and a little painful. If I had to wear this they would be agony! Maybe it was a joke, I thought. Or, at worst, just for wearing for short periods of teasing or something, right?

‘Here is your chastity key Sissy,’ Mr Phil laughed when he saw my expression, ‘take your plastic cage off and fit your new one. Get some ice from the fridge to help you but no unnecessary fondling. Remember we can see you on the camera in your bathroom.

It was a real squeeze to get it fitted and it felt heavy and constricting. Mr Phil clicked the lock shut and took the old cage from me. ‘We won’t be needing this in future,’ he informed me.

‘Please sir, it hurts,’ I moaned.

‘When does it hurt slut?’ he asked, smirking at me as I squirmed.

‘When I try to get hard sir, ‘I gasped.

‘Then it’s doing its job,’ he laughed. ‘Tell him Chelle,’ he said to my wife, using the shortened form of her name that previously only I had ever used.

‘Erections are for men, not for sissies,’ stated my wife coldly. ‘Kneel and recite Sissy Rule 3.’

‘Sissy Rule 3,’ began from my kneeling position, ‘I am to remain in chastity. Requests to be released will be denied and I will be punished severely. A sissy does not seek pleasure through orgasm but through service to her mistress.’

‘Good, so if sissies don’t seek pleasure through orgasm they don’t need little erections do they?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I mumbled. This was a disaster, how would I cope with this? How could I concentrate on my housework? I was constantly getting hard! The lack of orgasms, the teasing and the whole situation made me insane with horniness for fuck’s sake! I’d be in constant agony! ‘Please Ma’am, it hurts,’ I begged.

‘Stop trying to get that tiny useless thing hard and the pain will stop,’ she smiled tilting her head on one side in that incredibly cute way that drove me nuts with desire for her,’Ahhh!’ more pain!

‘You’ll learn Sissy,’ Mr Phil admonished me, ‘sooner or later, you’ll learn. Now get our coats, it’s time to go.’

‘Just a minute darling,’ interrupted my Mistress, ‘Sissy didn’t say thank you for her present, did you Sissy? Now come here,’ she ordered as she sidled up to her boyfriend and pulled down his zip, fumbling to pull out his relaxed but still impressively large organ. ‘Come and say thank you to Mr Phil Sissy and give my boyfriend’s cock a little kiss. Oh look, it’s getting hard,’ she laughed as I kissed it and she gently masturbated him. ‘Can you remember what that feels like Sissy Melissa? I hope so because memories are all you’re going to have now.’

‘Thank you for my present Mr Phil Sir,’ I said feeling light headed with sissy and cuckold delirium.

The drive to Mr Tom’s was filled with excited festive chatter between my wife and her lover, leaving me ignored in the back seat, idly fiddling with the necklace my wife had given me. Michelle did not say goodbye and did not even look at me as I got out of the car, her boyfriend’s warning no doubt still fresh in her mind. Mr Phil took me inside and talked for a while with his brother whilst I was left stood in the hallway. I heard them laughing and wondered if Mr Phil was telling his brother about the new cage he’d put on me, I supposed he’d see it for himself eventually.  Before he left Mr Phil made a point of informing me how much he was looking forward to a blow job from my wife in his bed at his parent’s house. He even made me wish him Merry Christmas and kiss his boots before he turned and left.

I expected to be put straight to work but to my surprised delight, Mr Tom told me to take off my coat so that he could check my sissy uniform, then  after pawing me like a piece of meat he ordered me to his garden shed. The walk down the garden path was cold and I was pleased to find the large shed was being warmed by a log burner in the corner. There was a Christmas tree too and tinsel everywhere.

‘Like it Sissy?’ asked Mr Tom as he came in behind me, locking the door and putting the key in his pocket.

‘Yes Sir,’ I curtsied, wondering what it was all for.

‘Don’t worry,’ he went on, ‘there’ll be plenty of time for housework tomorrow.’

Brilliant, I thought, I’m going to be doing housework for my wife’s boyfriend’s brother on Christmas Day! I really was a no account slave!

‘Tonight we’re going to have a little party,’ he smiled. ‘Now get over here and put your hands behind you.’

‘Shall I take off my panties Sir,’ I asked, trembling with the need for release and cringing as the spikes in my new chastity cage did their job. Would I even be able to cum with this thing in place? I’d managed a weak dribble in the previous cage when Mr Tom had taken my ass on the rug but what was I supposed to do now? Surely Phil, sorry Mr Phil had left the key for Mr Tom and he’d be releasing me soon.

‘Yes, you can take off your sissy panties,’ laughed Mr Tom, ‘you’re an eager little slut aren’t you?’ he commented as he watched me remove my panties and then turn away from him placing my hands behind me.

Leather cuffs were secured around my wrists and fixed to a chain which was hanging from a ceiling joist. My legs were then strapped together at ankle and just above knee height before Mr Tom returned to the dangling chain and shortened it forcing my arms up behind me. As he continued to pull I had to bend at the waist, whereupon the chain was shortened even more lifting my bound wrists painfully higher up and pulling my arms straight. Another belt was used to pull my elbows closer together and I cried out in pain.

‘Don’t worry Sissy Melissa,’ he smiled, ‘I’ve got something for that too,’ he assured me as he forced a ball gag into my mouth and secured the strap at the back of my head. A blindfold was fitted next plunging me into darkness. The final item was a wide leather collar that was fastened tightly around my neck, attached to which was a lead that went from under my chin to the strap around my ankles. Pulled tight it forced my head down lower than my ass. A final tightening of the wrist chain and there I was, tightly secured in painful and inescapable bondage. It was agony but the helplessness of my situation was arousing me and causing my insistent little cock to try to get hard only to be thwarted by the damned spikes.

‘There you go Sissy,’ Mr Tom smiled as he swatted my ass. All wrapped up like a slutty little Christmas present. I’m going back in the house now to wait for my guests to arrive. I’ll see you soon.’

Guests!? What guests? He wasn’t going to bring them down here was he?

‘Oh,’ he remembered as he unlocked and opened the door, stepping outside, ‘Just let me know if you need anything won’t you?’

The key turned in the lock and then I could hear his laughter receding as he walked away. How long was he going to leave me here? My arms were killing me and my back! I couldn’t move a millimetre to get any respite. This was too much, I couldn’t stand it. But what choice did I have?

I lost all track of time alone in the dark silence, my whole body crying out for release. My chin was wet and cold where the saliva had slowly dribbled out from the sides of the rubber ball gag that was beginning to make my jaw ache. I tried for the umpteenth time to wriggle and bend my knees a little to ease the discomfort but it was no use.

Then I heard voices coming closer and the key in the door.

‘Here we are boys,’ Mr Tom said, ‘she’s all yours, Merry Christmas!’

I strained my ears to determine how many men were in the room and I jumped when I felt warm breath on my cheek as Mr Tom said, ‘I brought some friends to join our party Sissy Melissa, you don’t mind do you?’

I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to please him in the hope that he’d release me from the damned chastity cage and allow me some relief, but I was also frightened about where this was going. My hesitation must have angered him and a sudden crack of his hand across my sissy ass made me jump.

‘I asked you if you mind slut,’ he stated more forcefully.

I shook my head, knowing it was the only option.

‘Good gurl,’ Tom said more softly, ‘I would introduce you to these two lovely gentlemen but who they are is no concern of yours. What is important is that they are important men and my good friends. You are here for their entertainment, is that clear?’

I nodded, unable to speak around the large rubber ball gag.

‘Very nice, I do like a little sissy dressed all pretty,’ said a deep voice I didn’t recognise (I’ll call him no1) ‘and I love your stockings little gurl.’ I flinched as a hand lifted my skirt to stroke the tops of my white stockings. ‘You can leave her gagged for the moment Tom my friend,’ he went on, ‘I have plans for this tight little ass.’

‘We won’t hurt you Sissy,’ said another voice from in front of me (I’ll call no2), with a foreign accent this time, ‘not yet anyway,’ he laughed.

‘Don’t worry,’ Mr Tom assured them, ‘this shed is well soundproofed and the neighbours are away for Christmas anyway. Consider the little slut your property to use as you please.’

‘That’s very kind of you Tom,’ no1 said.

‘Well its Christmas and I’m feeling generous,’ Mr Tom laughed. ‘Besides, whatever you do to her it can’t be much worse than her wife or my brother has already done. In fact Sissy here looks forward to visiting me don’t you Sissy?’

I nodded helplessly. I had been reduced to an item of property by my wife, then her lover, followed by her best friend. I thought it was getting out of hand when I was given to Mr Phil’s brother but now even he was giving me away. And it was to two complete strangers to boot.

‘If she gives you any trouble there are some garden canes over there in the corner,’ offered Mr Tom, but I don’t think she will.’

‘It’s hard to see how she could the way you’ve got her trussed up like that,’ laughed no2.

‘Such a pity,’ said no1, ‘I do love to cane little sissies,’ he sighed as he stroked my naked ass, ‘but fucking them is fun too!’ They all laughed.

‘If you don’t mind my friend,’ no1 said, ‘I will go first. It’s been a few days and I’m ready for this.’

A few days, I thought, try a few months and see how that feels!

‘Don’t stretch him too much for me buddy, ’no2 said.

‘I can’t promise anything,’ laughed no1 and I felt cold lubricant running between my cheeks. I jumped as far as my bonds would allow when I felt a large blunt finger invading my passage. As it moved slowly in and out more lubricant was added and then, as I groaned in frustration, another finger joined the first. I felt disappointed when the fingers were withdrawn even though the pain from the spikes in my chastity cage was terrible. What had I been reduced to, trussed up at the mercy of anyone who cared to take me and all I could do was groan helplessly for more.

More soon came as I felt a huge cock head pushing relentlessly against my sphincter. It hurt and I tried to move away as I squealed into my gag.

‘Oh dear,’ said no1, ‘she’s tensing up and trying to keep me out. She’s like a little virgin. I think we will have to make use of the cane after all. Pass me one will you Tom?’

‘She was a virgin until I popped her cherry a little while ago, weren’t you Sissy Melissa?’ teased Mr Tom. ‘There you go my friend, try that for size.’

The first stroke was across the top of my ass and I screamed in pain and fear of what was happening. The second stroke felt like it landed about an inch below the first. Then came another and yet another, each one a bit lower until my thighs were taking the same punishment as my poor sissy ass. I struggled futilely; begging unintelligibly through my gag, trying to say I was sorry, trying to say I’d do whatever they wanted just please, please stop the pain!

‘She doesn’t like that does she,’ I heard no1 laughing. ‘I think she’s trying to tell us something.’

I felt my gag being loosened and the large rubber ball being pulled free. I was gasping to catch my breath and working my jaw to ease the ache from the gag. ‘Please Sir,’ I gasped, ‘I’m sorry, it’s just so big, please let me try again, please!’

‘Alright Sissy, calm down now,’ reassured no1 in his deep voice. ‘If I let you try again though you have to be a good gurl, ok? We are going to fuck you tonight whether you like it or not, there is nobody here to stop us. Tom is over there filming it to send to his brother and your wife. Nobody is going to help you. Everyone wants this to happen. You are nothing to me gurl, to any of us. You are just a piece of ass. Now start behaving like one.’

I bit my lip and struggled not to move or make a sound as I felt no1’s huge weapon attacking my asshole once more. There was no way I could stop him raping my ass. I was a helpless worthless sissy, what could I do? It felt like a baseball bat when he finally overcame all resistance and slid inside me. It hurt like hell but the pain turned eventually to a submissive pleasure as his huge cock head slid into and over my prostate.

My loud moans were suddenly stifled when no2 grabbed my hair and lifted my head pushing his dripping cock between my lips. ‘That shut her up,’ he laughed, ‘now fuck her properly my friend.’

No1 needed no more encouragement and as he pulled out and thrust back in again I screamed loudly around the cock in my mouth allowing it to plunge to the back of my throat. Slowly, as my ass got used to the monster that was filling it, no1 began to move faster and faster, each stroke gathering force, his hands gripping my hips tighter and tighter, pulling me back onto him. The necklace my wife had given me with her wedding rings attached was swinging free from my neck and no2 grabbed it and asked, ‘what’s this?’

‘It’s the sissy’s Christmas present from her wife,’ laughed Mr Tom. ‘She doesn’t want them anymore now she’s with our Phil.’

‘She must be a real fucking bitch man,’ laughed no2. ‘Here let me hold them for you Sissy while you suck my cock.’

The thought of this pig holding my darling wife’s wedding rings sickened me, even more than having his dripping cock in my mouth, but there was nothing I could do about it.

Soon my legs began to buckle as my mind got swept away feeling two firm synchronised cocks moving deep inside me. Only no1’s grip on my hips kept me from collapsing and pulling my shoulders from their sockets. I needed to cum so badly but the spikes were digging in forcing my poor clit to deflate, spoiling my arousal, making it impossible to get the last bit of stimulation I needed to tip me over the edge.

‘I think the little faggot is going to cum,’ yelled no2.

‘Not if her other Christmas present does its job,’ laughed Mr Tom. ‘Phil’s put a spiked chastity cage on her!’

‘That’s fucking cruel man,’ groaned no1 as he gripped my hips so tightly I could feel his finger nails digging into my skin. Then, with a loud bellow of release and short staccato strokes he emptied his load deep inside me. As he lay forward over me panting for air, I felt his huge cock softening before it slid out of me releasing a warm flood of spunk that trickled down my thighs to soak into my stocking tops.

The hand holding my hair let go and the cock was pulled from my mouth. ‘My turn!’ no2 declared.

I let my head fall forward and tried to steady my legs as I felt another slightly smaller cock slide into me. My muscles offered no resistance as the whole length filled my belly and I felt his hairy thighs against the backs of my stockinged legs. With long slow strokes no2 fucked me, calling me a whore and a slut and slapping my sore backside until, after just a few minutes, I felt him shudder to a halt, spraying my insides with his hot cum. He pushed his softening cock inside me as far as he could and held it there but it slowly slipped out accompanied by another wave of warmth running down between my thighs.

‘I don’t think she was trying very hard,’ complained no2.

‘Maybe she needs some more encouragement from the cane,’ suggested no1 as he wiped his cock clean in my hair.

‘The night is young gentlemen,’ declared Mr Tom. ‘We’ll have a couple of drinks and come back. But first I’m afraid I’m going to have to bust a nut in the slut myself. I was going to wait but she’s got me all fired up with her moaning and squealing and those cute little stockings,’ he announced as, without further ado he dropped his trousers and my sissy ass was fucked for the third time that night. He must have been telling the truth about his state of arousal because it was only a couple of minutes before he let go, high fiving the other two as he hosed my insides with his cum.


Chapter 19:- Serving Mr Tom’s Friends

Mr Tom sent the other two men back to the house to enjoy a few seasonal drinks while he released me from my stringent bondage. I collapsed onto the floor in a flood of blessed relief until I was ordered to get up and walk over to a small but solid looking work bench. It was much more comfortable to be lying on my back on the bench and I was grateful for that, even when he bound my wrists together and pulled them over my head to be fixed at the end of the bench above my head. Next he had me shuffle down until my ass was hanging half off the edge of the wooden bench. I had to raise my knees towards my chest and then spread them so that he could tie them to the bench legs either side. I felt very exposed, like a lady in a gynaecological chair awaiting an intimate examination.

‘There you go Sissy Melissa,’ Mr Tom smiled, ‘all ready for round two, just your hood to go on. You’ll like this, your wife told our Phil you have a thing for breath play,’ he said, pulling a latex hood over my face and raising my head to zip it down the back. The hood was shiny black all over except for a baggy translucent panel on the front that had a small air hole. As I breathed in the latex stuck to my face and breathing out inflated it like a balloon until I inhaled again. There was only a limited amount of air exchange through the tiny hole which meant I could not get all of the oxygen I wanted. ‘Don’t panic Sissy,’ Mr Tom soothed, ‘just slow your breathing down, you’ll be fine. Good gurl, I knew you’d like it,’ he said. 

‘Now, I think I’ll go and see if the boys are ready for some more sissy pussy, you just make sure you keep my friends happy when we come back you little cum slut.’

As I lay in the dark I wondered what my wife was doing right now. Probably enjoying herself with her boyfriend at a Christmas party, talking, laughing and kissing. I wondered if I would even cross her mind. I loved her so much and missed her terribly. Had I done the right thing by encouraging her to take control, to become a hot wife, to cuckold me and reduce me to this? I was nothing more than an amusement for whoever wanted to take me. Oh no, the spikes were biting again! Would I ever be able to cum?

I don’t know how long it was before I heard their voices again outside the door. They got closer and louder until I heard a key turning and the door opened.

‘Ready for more cock Sissy?’ Mr Tom asked.

‘Yes Sir,’ I responded from inside my strong smelling latex hood.

‘That last fucking seems to have improved her manners,’ said no.1.

‘Not too much I hope,’ no2 said, ‘I need an excuse to cane her again.’

‘No excuse necessary,’ laughed Mr Tom, ‘it’s Christmas and you’re my guests, my home is your home and my property is your property!’

‘In that case,’ no1 declared, ‘I think I’ll join you, pass me one of those canes will you?’

I was shaking involuntarily in fear of a further beating to my helplessly exposed rear, panting for air as the sweat-slicked latex clung to my face and I tried to make out the figures of my tormentors through the translucent rubber.

Suddenly there was a sting to the back of my left thigh, followed immediately by a similar sting to my right. They were standing either side caning me alternately, laughing and comparing the red lines they were raising on my flesh. Without the hindrance of the ball gag I was able to beg and plead for mercy more coherently this time but the result was the same. The beating continued as I gasped for air, promising to be good, offering my ass, my mouth and anything else they desired if only they would stop the pain.

When the attack on my thighs finally ended my shoes were removed and the bottoms of my feet became the focus of abuse from their bamboo canes. The pain was terrible and I knew I would be struggling to stand tomorrow, never mind do all the housework that Tom would surely demand of me.

I was a screaming, sobbing wreck and it took several moments for me to realise when the beating stopped.  There was no build up this time and no warning as I felt something large and hard pushing against my hole. There was more resistance for no2 this time as my muscles had begun to tighten and I willed myself to relax, dreading further punishment. I heard him spit on his cock before rubbing it around my sphincter, then, with a loud grunt he was inside me once more.

‘That’s it slut, let me in,’ no2 grunted, ‘you don’t want another caning do you?’

I shook my head vigorously and cried out in lust and shame as he pulled back and thrust forward burying his cock balls deep in my helpless sissy ass. I closed my eyes tightly as he leaned forward to grab my necklace again, lifting from my heaving chest the three precious rings that signified my love for my wife and hers for me and began to fuck me with slow deliberate strokes.

‘I wonder,’ asked no2, ‘if your precious little wife could see you now, do you think she’d want these rings back?’ I heard him spit and presumed it was onto the expensive rings. I hated him even more now but I was powerless to do anything as I heard the other two laughing at his cruelty.

The pressure on my prostate increased as the strokes got faster and more powerful. I could feel the pressure in my balls increasing even as the dreaded spikes did their job in denying me release.

The world began to shrink away and all I could think about was my need to cum. ‘Please,’ I begged, ‘please make me cum, please; I can’t stand it, pleeeeeeease!’ The fact that I was begging and pleading with a man I hated did not escape me but perversely only added to my arousal.

‘Shush now Sissy,’ I heard Mr Tom saying from beside my head before a hand covered my mouth, pressing the wet latex of my mask against my face and covering the air hole. I couldn’t breathe! I tried to wriggle free of my bonds, tried to shake my head, tried to scream for air, all to no avail. All of which must have excited no2 as, grasping my balls in his fist he came with short sharp thrusts.

As he withdrew, the hand over my face was gone and I gasped for air, heaving as much as I could through the tiny hole. When my breathing slowed I became aware of the laughing and joking going on around me as I felt yet another load of cum drip from my poor abused asshole.

‘Did you enjoy that Sissy,’ Mr Tom asked.

‘Yes Sir,’ I replied, blinking sweat from my eyes.

‘So what do you say to the nice gentleman?’ he prompted.

‘Thank you for fucking me Sir,’ I said.

‘My go now Sissy,’ announced no1, ‘I hope you’re not too tiered now. I want to hear lots of noise from you to show your appreciation. When a sissy gets fucked from behind with a gag or a cock in her mouth she can’t be expected to say much. But you’re on your back now, lying there like a desperate little slut, so I expect you to sound like one, is that clear?’ he finished, grabbing my balls and twisting till I yelled.

‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir,’ another twist, ‘Fuck me Sir, fuck your little slut, please Sir!’

‘Don’t mind if I do,’ he laughed, forcing his huge cock into my now slightly stretched asshole. At least this time I’d been stretched a bit first before having to take on his huge battering ram of a cock.

‘Squeal for me slut,’ he demanded as my muscles gave up and he slid into me.

‘Ahhh, please, I’m your little slut Sir,’ I yelled shamelessly. I had little choice but to play along with their degrading games if I wanted to avoid another beating from the cane. Besides that, I needed to cum so badly; I couldn’t think straight, I just needed relief! If that meant being the sissy slut they wanted me to be then so be it! Anything! ANYTHING!

‘Release her legs,’ no1 said and as I felt my legs freed he ordered me, ‘wrap them round me slut and show me how much you want me to fuck you.’

So I did, I locked my heels into the valley between his ass and the top of his thighs and pulled him into me as he slowly fucked me.

‘Arms too?’ I heard Mr Tom ask.

‘Would you like your arms free slut,’ no1 asked me, ‘so you can hold me while I fuck you?’

‘Yes please Sir,’ I answered in a daze.

Arms freed I reached up towards him and he leant forward to allow me to take him in my arms. He was huge and his back was covered in hair. I should have felt revulsion and I wanted to I really did. But his cock was hitting my prostate, rubbing forcefully against it, could it be? Could it? I felt like I might be going to cum!

‘Please,’ I gasped, ‘please!’ I didn’t know what else to say.

Then suddenly I couldn’t say anything as his mouth came down on mine, the front of the latex mask between us. He was gripping me in a bear hug, forcing the air out of me, I couldn’t breathe, no air, oh fuck, I was almost there! So close, so close!

I felt his huge cock expand even further as he groaned against my mouth, his breath forcing its way through the tiny hole in my mask. I could feel it on my face but I couldn’t breathe in, he was crushing my ribs too tightly as he exploded, forcing out a huge wad of spunk that penetrated me so deeply I could taste its saltiness on my tongue. Again and again he thrust into me, lifting me bodily from the table. I think I managed to find enough air to call out a weak, ‘thank you,’ then it happened, I could feel my own release, but only dimly and marred by the pain of those damned spikes digging in to my poor little clitty. But I was cumming, I was finally cumming! I think I was about to pass out and I had no idea if it was from lack of air or sexual exhaustion.

Finally he dropped me to the table with a thud and stepped back, his still huge but now slightly softer cock slipping from me leaving me feeling empty and hollow. I kept thinking, ‘what would Michelle think of me now?’ I became very emotional and turned on my side into a foetal position, crying into my mask.

‘Wow,’ no2 said.

‘Yea,’ agreed Mr Tom, ‘fucking wow man!’

‘I thought you were going to kill the bitch,’ laughed no2.

‘For a fuck like that, it would have been worth it,’ roared no1.

‘Then you’d have owed me a sissy,’ Mr Tom pointed out.

‘True,’ no1 admitted, ‘it would have made a hell of a video for you to send to its wife though right?’

‘Yea, it would have,’ Mr Tom admitted, ‘I think the one I took is going to blow her mind though. I’d get in trouble if you snuffed it anyway.’

‘Why?’ asked no2.

‘Well she’d have nobody to do her housework would she?’ he answered.

There was a lot of laughing and some back slapping before Mr Tom’s two friends said it was time to go. Mr Tom told me I could take off the mask and go take a shower while he saw them out. I was still standing under the water trying to get my thoughts in order when he came into the bathroom.

‘Hurry up in there Sissy,’ he shouted, ‘I want my bed warmed. Then I think I’ll have a nice long slow blowjob. You can sleep on the floor beside my bed tonight. After all those beers I’m going to need to piss a few times. I don’t see why I should have to walk all the way to the bathroom when I have a sissy maid right there beside me. It’ll be a new skill for you to add to your CV won’t it slut? Sissy Melissa the human toilet, ha!’


Chapter 20:- Birthday Cheers

It had become clear what the real purpose of the spiked cage was when Governess Lorraine began testing me on the couple of occasions each week when the cage was removed for hair removal cream to be applied. I was always tied down securely for this, often in the rubber sleep sac. She would put on latex gloves followed by heavier washing up gloves, emphasising her disgust with my tiny appendage. Then she would warn me not to get an erection before manipulating my clitty slowly and caressing my swollen balls. The sensations were completely mind blowing for me and, the first couple of times I got hard and was punished with the application of deep heat to my misbehaving cock followed by a severe caning. The next few times I only got semi hard which wasn’t good enough for Governess Lorraine and I received the same punishment. Eventually though, even her most skilful handling of my tiny soft cocklett had no effect. The spiked cage worn for so long, coupled with the negative reinforcement of Governess Lorraine’s canings had achieved their objective, I was now essentially impotent. My last vestige of maleness was gone but the frustration remained.

The first time it happened Governess Lorraine could not wait to tell my wife of her achievement and the two of them celebrated by taking turns to mount my face, grinding themselves to orgasm repeatedly while laughing at my cock as it lay there soft and small. They then sat either side of me as I lay between them mouth wide open, competing to see who could spit from the greatest distance and still hit my mouth. It was a thoroughly degrading experience designed to show me my place and my purpose in their lives.

It was a couple of months after Christmas when I was ordered to prepare the house for Mr Phil’s birthday. There was not going to be a party, just him and my wife and her best friend Lorraine. It had been another two completely sexless months for me with constant teasing from my wife who was wearing the most beautiful sexy clothes around the house flaunting her new sexuality and laughing at my frustration. Governess Lorraine took great delight in ruling my life with an iron grip; doing everything she could to reduce me to a pathetic snivelling sissy slave. Even the selfish attentions of Mr Tom on my fortnightly visits did nothing to ease my desperate state, the spiked chastity cage ensuring that an orgasm or even a sissy dribble remained just out of my reach.  

I worked especially hard all day under the relentless supervision of Governess Lorraine, as I was now to call her. Everything I did was examined and, when found imperfect, which was most times, had to be done again after suitable punishment had been administered. Just to add to my difficulties and, I’m sure, for Governess Lorraine’s amusement, I was given a new maids outfit, my Victorian Uniform. This consisted of a long tight dress of very heavy material that finished just an inch from the floor. It was worn with ankle length high heeled lace up leather boots and ankle straps that were linked by a short chain, all of which meant I was forced to walk very slowly with short unsteady steps. A whale bone corset, tightened till I could hardly breathe went over a white cotton slip with petticoat on top. My smooth legs were encased in thick nylon support tights with woollen stockings over the top held up with the suspenders that hung from my girdle.

My wrists had leather cuffs that attached them via short chains to a belt at my waist. This served to restrict my hands within a short radius of my waist. A wide posture collar kept my head up and my eyes forward and an inflatable gag filled my mouth, the inflation bulb hanging just under my chin. Any attempt to protest or speak for any reason, I’d been informed, would result in another couple of pumps filling my mouth ever more tightly and forcing my cheeks to bulge.

It was impossible for me to get into or out of this outfit unaided so, I’m relieved to say, it was only to be used when Governess Lorraine was there to help me. It was very heavy and extremely restrictive but that was in no way considered an excuse for ‘slacking’ as Governess Lorraine called it. I could not even go to the toilet while wearing it so had to wear an adult diaper covered with plastic pants under my large silk directoire knickers. Inevitably though, I would end each day sweating and crossing my legs, desperate to pee. The nappy was for pee pee emergencies only and was checked by Lorraine on a night when she helped me undress. If it was even slightly damp, which it often was with sweat or the pre cum that now leaked constantly from my caged clitty, I was given a severe caning. It was especially bad when I had to drink pee which was a regular thing for me now. Mr Phil, my wife and Governess Lorraine all delighted in making me consume their piss, sometimes poured over my food which I always ate from my dog bowl on the kitchen floor other times by licking it from the bathroom floor where they had deliberately missed the toilet bowl. Licking that up made me feel wretched and worthless which was precisely their intention.

Worst of all was when I was placed on toilet duty by Mr Phil, which usually happened when he’d been drinking alcohol which meant he would need to pee several times during the night and, as he said, why should he have to get up and walk to the bathroom and back when there was a sissy maid lying idle. So on those nights I had to get ready for bed and then sleep on the floor at the side of the bed he shared with my wife. When I heard the command, ‘Sissy piss,’ I had to kneel up beside the bed, stick my head under the duvet and find his cock with my mouth. He always slept nude so there were no clothes in the way. Then he’d sleepily piss down my throat with me panicking to swallow fast enough, dreading spilling anything on the sheets. When he’d finished I would have to give his cock a few shakes into my wide open mouth to catch any lingering drops before thanking him politely and returning to my post lying waiting to be used as his human toilet again. If he’d been out with friends and had a few pints I’d often be used three or four times during the night. I always tried to get some sleep before the first time as afterwards the horrible taste in my mouth always kept me awake. Mr Tom’s prediction had come true; I really was Sissy Melissa the human toilet.

The first time he used me like that I felt so disgusted and humiliated I complained to my Mistress when he was out. She gave me the impression she was on my side but actually took the opportunity to betray me and told him I’d complained about him and needed to be put in my place. That night, as I lay on the latex covered thin strip of foam that served as a mattress on my old iron prison bed, dressed in my long Victorian night gown, mohair cardigan, woollen booties and mittens, he bounded down the stairs to my basement bedroom. In fright I jumped up and curtsied knowing I was in trouble from his expression. I was told to lie back on my bed whereupon he unzipped his fly, took out his cock and proceeded to piss all over me.

‘If you ever complain about me again faggot,’ he yelled, ‘I’ll collect my piss in a bucket and fucking drown you in it!’

I had to lie there all night, cold, wet and stinking. I never complained again but that didn’t stop him thinking of ways to hurt and humiliate me with his piss. Sometimes he would have me raise my dress and slip so that he could pull the top of my diaper open and piss into the gap. The indignity of being treated like that and the shame of walking around for the rest of the day in a diaper soaked in the piss of the man who was fucking my wife was awful. But the punishment I got from Lorraine when she discovered my ‘accident’ at the end of the day was even worse. Of course I didn’t dare tell her it wasn’t me who’d wet the diaper!

Breathing wasn’t easy for me anyway because of the unbearably tight corset I had to wear as part of my Victorian Uniform. It was made more difficult still when Governess Lorraine decided to punish my ‘lazy little slut ways’ as she called them. Producing a clear plastic bag she used a pin to put several tiny air holes in it before placing it over my head and sealing it against my neck with a tight leather posture collar.

Upstairs in the kitchen Governess Lorraine said, ‘there’s your bucket and your sponge, I want to see this floor sparkling.’

As I sank to my knees and reached awkwardly into the bucket for the sponge I knew I was faced with an impossible task. I could see virtually nothing through the condensation running down the inside of the bag and my tears of frustration and self-pity made things even worse. How could I possibly clean the floor to the exacting standard required by this cruel bitch when I couldn’t even see the bloody floor? I was wasting my time, a beating was inevitable but, if I showed any sign of slacking I’d be beaten for that too. Governess Lorraine was punishing me unfairly and excessively as usual. What really upset me and had me crying inside the plastic bag was the nature of my crime. After months of teasing, denial, frustration and humiliation I’d dared to have a pathetic little dribble. Not even a hard on much less an orgasm, just a dribble of excitement because my unfaithful wife had deigned to show me an ounce of pity, allowing me to kiss her stocking clad foot as she lay with her lover in post coital bliss.

‘Inspection Sissy,’ announced Governess Lorraine. ‘Oh dear, not very good is it? It seems to me that our maid needs a lesson in how to clean her Mistress’s floor.’

My wrists were unclipped from the chains at my waist and refastened behind my back. ‘Now, Sissy Melissa,’ she announced, ‘you may continue.’

How was I supposed to……? I didn’t understand. I didn’t even see the sharp crack across my plastic covered face coming.

‘Use you mouth slut!’ Governess Lorraine yelled in my ear. ‘You don’t deserve the privilege of having your hands free so you’ll have to manage without them. Get moving you lazy little whore!’

It took me three goes dunking my head into the water to grab the sponge between my teeth. The plastic bag over my head made it difficult to grasp anything in my mouth. I had no way to ring the excess water out of the sponge and it slipped out of my mouth, soaking the front of my uniform.

When Michelle walked into the kitchen I struggled to my feet and curtsied to her, panting for breath and wet through as she laughed at my plight and congratulated her friend on her inventiveness adding, ‘I wouldn’t have bothered giving her any air holes.’ Eventually Governess Lorraine removed the plastic bag and, after reacquainting my sore hands with her tawse, she allowed me to clean the kitchen floor properly. When I’d finished she strolled around spitting on the floor and ordering me to lick it up. ‘If you’ve cleaned the floor properly Sissy there’s no reason why you should object to licking it is there?’

‘No Governess,’ I answered, forcing a smile to show I had no objection to licking up her spit, ‘thank you Governess.’

Later on Governess Lorraine helped my Mistress to dress in a very cute and sexy pink latex dress she’d bought as a birthday treat for her lover. I’d spent a long time polishing it and seeing her wearing it, with the white silk stockings and sexy high heeled shoes I’d also shone to a gloss finish that morning was heart-breaking. I remembered when she would dress sexily for me but those days were gone and they were not coming back. Now the most I could hope for was to be allowed the privilege of helping her get ready for another man.

Governess Lorraine chatted happily with Michelle as she helped her with her hair and makeup. They giggled like schoolgirls about how strong and virile Mr Phil was. Occasionally one or other of them would snap at me to get them more wine then they would deride and mock me as I rushed to obey while trying my best to keep the bedroom tidy. They both delighted in dropping things on the floor or throwing them around the room, laughing at me as I panicked over what would happen to me if Mr Phil came back from the pub and found his bedroom a mess.

Eventually I was told by Governess Lorraine to go to my room to get changed. She would be there soon to help me out of my restrictive Victorian Maid’s dress. To my horror I was going to be dressed as Baby Melissa for the evening. I was also going to be providing the entertainment when Mr Phil returned. Governess Lorraine had made me practice several new nursery rhymes with incredibly humiliating actions to go with them.

Once I was ready she had me look at myself in my dressing mirror. I was pink girly ruffles and bows from head to foot. My hair was in ribbons, my bottom swollen huge with diapers and frilly plastic pants and my lipsticked mouth sealed with a huge dummy fastened in place. There was not the smallest sign of male remaining. I looked thoroughly ridiculous and would look even worse next to the rough manliness of my wife’s lover.

‘There now, don’t you look pretty Baby Melissa? Now let me see you go through your nursery rhymes once more. Where did I put my taws? Are there it is,’ she said, slapping the split leather strap menacingly across her palm, ‘and remember, you’re a sissy baby so talk and act like one. I want a nice high pitched girly voice, lots of lisping and really graceful feminine movements. This is for Phil’s birthday and Michelle wants everything to be perfect. Woe betide you if you make any mistakes or she thinks you’re not trying hard enough. Let’s have your dummy out first, there now pick up your dolly, right you may begin.’

Over and over I sang and danced my way through the songs Governess Lorraine gave me. No matter how hard I tried, no matter how much I demeaned and humiliated myself, it was never enough for her and, when she finally called a halt, my legs were bright red and bruised and my hands were sore and swollen from her repeated application of the taws. I was sobbing pitifully as she pushed the dummy back in my mouth.

‘You can stop the tears Baby Melissa,’ she said coldly, ‘you should be used to this by now. I’ve told you before and so has Michelle, you need to forget about who you were or what you had. This is your life now. Accept it; you’re a pathetic little pansy, a cuckold, a sissy maid. All of which, I might add, you fantasised about being. But unlike most sad perverts like you, you actually get to have your fantasies become real. Do you think this has been easy for Michelle, do you?’ Lorraine demanded.

‘Now Governess,’ I was able to answer meekly when she pulled the dummy out of my mouth.

‘Right, so stop feeling sorry for yourself, stop fighting what you are and start concentrating on giving your poor wife something back. She is my best friend and I want her to be happy. I really don’t care what it costs you or what I have to do to you to make it happen. You will make my friend happy. She’s in love with a real man now and she wants to give him a special birthday. If that means you have to suffer then fine, nobody cares about that. In fact, we all love it when you suffer and, because you’re a fucking pansy faggot you love it too don’t you?’

‘Please Governess,’ I begged, ‘I love her so much! I’ll do anything she wants, anything you say.’

‘Good,’ Governess Lorraine smiled cruelly as she spat on the dummy before shoving it back in my mouth and fastening it in place, ‘now get upstairs, Michelle wants you to be pushing your dolly around in her pushchair when Phil gets back.’

Michelle looked so stunning as she sat on the couch chatting and drinking wine with Lorraine. It was really hard for me not to stare at her. She belonged to someone else now, I had no right to lust after her but that didn’t stop me. It was two months since I’d had any kind of relief and that had been only partial when I’d been fucked by Mr Tom’s friends. My poor clitty had learned its lesson and now rarely bothered to try to become erect, fearing the inevitable pain from the spikes in my chastity cage. Unfortunately, that did not mean that my horniness was in any way depleted. In fact it was probably worse and added to by my fear that I had lost the ability to get even a partial erection. I had still been holding on to the hope that one day, if I really pleased my Mistress wife, I might be allowed to cum, to enjoy the perfect ecstasy of a full orgasm, even if it was at my own hand. If I couldn’t even get hard though, even that tiny hope was denied to me.

When Mr Phil returned he burst into the lounge and my wife ran to him, throwing herself into his arms and wrapping her legs around his waist, kissing him and wishing him happy birthday. As he stood her back down on the floor she turned full circle to show him her outfit.

‘Fuck me,’ he exclaimed, ‘let’s get you upstairs!’

Michelle laughed sweetly, pleased with his reaction but insisting that he must have his birthday tea first. Then, she informed him, there would be some entertainment from Baby Melissa.

‘Fuck Baby Melissa,’ he cried, ‘I want you in bed!’ But he allowed Michelle to guide him to the table which I’d set earlier. Then, while the three of them enjoyed a meal of birthday treats washed down with Champaign, I had to continue with my baby waddle, pushing my dolly around the room, sucking my dummy. It sounds absurd but I knew there was method to this madness. My Mistress was showing both her lover and her husband their roles, reinforcing their relative positions and making sure that each of us knew where we stood. Mr Phil was head of the household, the alpha male, the masculine object of my wife’s desires. I, on the other hand, was a pathetic sissy, neither man nor woman, with no rights and no status, a convenience and an object of ridicule. She wanted to reassure us both what we were to her and that nothing would be changing, ever.

After the birthday tea Michelle and ‘The Birthday Boy’ as she called her boyfriend, sat together on the couch. I was stood right in front of them by Lorraine who sat on the arm of a chair with taws in hand in case I needed help remembering the words or the movements for my nursery rhymes. I had to begin by wishing Mr Phil happy birthday and informing him how I’d been practicing very hard in the hope of providing him some amusement on his birthday. He paid very little attention to me but seemed infatuated with my wife, pawing her and kissing her as he whispered lewd comments into her ear.

Regardless of the distraction I had to continue with my show, taking great pains to behave as effeminately as possible. I lisped so much I doubt if he could have understood the words even if he’d been interested, which he clearly wasn’t.

About half way through the fourth rhyme I forgot the words and froze bright red in the face and shaking with fear of the consequences, which just made it harder still to concentrate. Governess Lorraine was on her feet immediately, lashing the backs of my already very sore legs.

‘Ohhhh, Lorraine,’ my wife tried, ‘she was trying really hard, give her another chance.’

This unexpected show of pity from my Mistress upset me even more than the pain of the taws and I sobbed pathetically.

‘No Michelle,’ Governess Lorraine insisted, ‘she’s had ample opportunity to practice, she’s just a lazy little bitch and I’m not having it,’ she said, timing each word so that it was accompanied by a vicious slash to the back of my legs.

Mr Phil laughed at me, finally paying me some attention. But as I tried to calm my heaving sobs to begin again he lost interest and snogged my wife instead.

‘Yea very good, faggot,’ he congratulated me as my Mistress and Governess Lorraine clapped when I finally finished with a deep curtsy.

‘Do the last one again,’ urged my Mistress, laughing as Mr Phil slid his hand up her stockinged thigh.

I despaired that this nightmare would never end as I repeated the last rhyme. Michelle made her lover pay attention this time and as he watched me I shrank from the contempt writ large across his face.

‘Right,’ he said when I finished, ‘I’m sorry Lorraine but I need to take my wife upstairs now to enjoy my birthday present.

I wanted to cry again as the realisation hit me that he had just called Michelle his wife! She clearly loved it too as she smiled and took his hand, standing up to lead him to their bedroom.

‘Come on husband,’ she laughed, ‘come and open your present! Baby Melissa, you can come too, you know what to do.’

With a quick glance at Governess Lorraine, I waddled after them up the stairs and into the main bedroom. By the time I’d taken my position kneeling at the side of the king sized bed Mr Phil had ripped off his clothes and the happy couple were on the bed, their lips locked in a deep passionate kiss as his hands explored her latex covered body then slid up her stockinged thigh to grab her tiny panties and rip them from her. I stared longingly at them feeling like a very unnecessary third wheel.

Part of me knew this was how it was meant to be. My beautiful wife needed a man in her bed, a real man and I needed to be her cuckolded sissy husband. Unfortunately that didn’t stop me wanting so badly to be the one on top of her, thrusting deeply into the soft moist folds of her tight pussy.

I looked down between my legs despondent that my tiny clit was not even attempting to rise to the occasion. I had been truly emasculated; castrated but with the desire to cum remaining, indeed magnified a hundredfold. I tried to remember what it felt like to be inside my wife and I bristled with pointless jealousy as her delicate fingers encircled his rock hard cock, pumping it gently and lovingly.

He held himself above her, their eyes locking for a moment before their lips met. She nibbled his lips and moaned, lifting her hips from the bed, begging for penetration. Mr Phil’s cock was pulsing with lust, its huge glistening head just inches from my wife’s hungry pussy. The tattered remnants of my masculine pride were putting up a last pitiful fight. It was just so incredibly hard to watch another man take the ultimate prize. The moments of waiting were excruciating, making it almost a relief when he finally pushed that solid bar of meat into her most secret place. He’d been fucking her for months now, when where and how he pleased but seeing it up close, witnessing their lust, their love for each other, was both breath-taking and heart breaking.

Then, as she gripped his back urging him deeper and deeper; begging him to fuck her, to make her belong to him, I slowly stood and tried to organise myself for the last part of my performance. I knew I was witnessing something I’d never again get to actually experience and it was breaking my heart as I began to sing once more in the high pitched lisping voice I’d been ordered to use by Governess Lorraine.

‘Happy birfday too you, happy birfday to you, happy birfday Mithter Phi-oo, happy birfday to you!’ I cried.

They didn’t do the variety of positions I’d heard my Mistress telling Governess Lorraine they normally did. He just kept her pinned down under him, her spread stockinged legs in the long black leather boots I’d bought her a year ago for Christmas bouncing rhythmically as he thrust deep, his huge hairy balls slapping against her ass again and again.

As I began my birthday song again I could not distinguish my beautiful wife’s moans and screams. She seemed to be in a constant state of orgasm, screaming his name and declaring her love for him over and over. I had to sing louder and louder to rise above the volume of her lust.

Then, just as I got to ‘happy birfday Mithter Phi-oo’ his thrusts started slowing and as, with a deep animal groan, he emptied his balls into my darling wife I finished my song with, ‘happy birfday to you!’

I was jumping up and down, clapping and cheering, ‘free cheers for Mithter Phi-oo, hip hip huway, hip hip huway, hip hip huway!’ as a man I loathed and hated locked his mouth to my wife’s and pumped the last of his copious orgasm into her unfaithful pussy.

It must have felt amazing for Mr Phil as he relaxed beside my wife, her head nestled into his barrel chest. He had utterly conquered our marriage. He had claimed possession of another man’s wife and in the process reduced that other man to a pathetic simpering sissy.

When he motioned me forward with a curled finger I knelt between Michelle’s legs, looking with teary eyes at the sticky cum dripping from her pussy. Mr Phil’s cock was still draped over her upper thigh, and his hand rested firmly above her hip forming a clear picture of ownership. When he pointed I crawled forward to lick the drops of cum oozing onto the sheets. He made sure his cock was just inches from my face as I took my first tentative lick.

I cleaned up what I could from the sheets first. I had become used to the taste of cum by now but I still found it disgusting. Then I respectfully licked the outside of her pussy, before sucking to get what remained without delving inside, ever fearful of upsetting either of them by overstepping the mark.

Mr Phil’s load was enormous and it just kept oozing out as they tenderly made out. I tried to remember my Sissy Rules and be a good maid, suppressing my raging jealousy and focussing on licking up the man goo that kept coming out of my Mistress. I felt my own useless little balls rub against the inside of my diaper as I gently worshipped my wife’s used body.

‘Take off my boots Baby Melissa,’ sighed my wife between kisses with her lover.

I moved down immediately to kiss the polished black leather of her boots before unzipping them and pulling them off. The smell of warm leather mixed with Michelle’s expensive perfume was a heady cocktail for me as I slid off the bed to place her boots carefully beside her dressing table.

The two lovers were kissing deeply, tongues delving into each other’s mouths when I turned back towards the bed. I was wondering if I should leave when my wife reached out one white stockinged foot towards me, inviting me to worship it as her knee bent and it hung over the side of the bed. On my knees immediately I respectfully placed light kisses all over her tiny perfect toes. I couldn’t believe I was being allowed such intimacy. With this one small gesture she was showing me she still cared and I was filled with such love for her I cried. Then I realised I was leaking. Cum was flowing steadily into my diaper as I worshipped at the gorgeously beautiful and precious foot of my Mistress. There was no orgasm; no sensation of cumming, not even an erection so I knew there would be precious little relief. Nevertheless I redoubled my efforts desperate to show my love and complete devotion to the amazing woman who had seen fit to allow me, her sissy slave, a tiny show of affection.

All too soon though, my wife’s foot was withdrawn as her lover grabbed her and flipped her, like a rag doll, onto all fours. I looked up to see his cock was rock hard once more and I knew it was time for me to leave the room, their room, so I quickly rose from my knees and scurried off, turning at the door to curtsy. It occurred to me that my wet diaper would earn me a thrashing from Governess Lorraine if she inspected it but, for the first time, I didn’t care.

Governess Lorraine was waiting just outside the door where she’d been standing trying not to laugh too loudly the whole time.

‘When you broke into cheers I thought I was going to wet myself I was laughing so hard,’ she declared.

As soon as we got downstairs it was back to work for me, clearing the table and washing the dishes from Mr Phil’s birthday tea. There were a few scraps on the plates that Governess Lorraine allowed me to scrape into my dog bowl before presenting it to her.

‘Let me see you do the three cheers again Baby Melissa, and then I’ll let you have this,’ she demanded.

I was starving so I didn’t hesitate, recreating my humiliating display much to her amusement. When she finally stopped laughing and dried her eyes she spat several times into my bowl before placing it at her feet. She then had me remove her boots and socks so that she could shove her bare feet into my food bowl. Then, as she squashed the food with her feet I licked it from between her toes.

While I was still at Governess Lorraine’s feet, Mr Phil came into the kitchen and I was surprised to see he was dressed again. Michelle followed him into the room, now wearing a fluffy white short dressing gown over her pink latex dress and cute little ‘Me to You’ fluffy white slippers with little grey teddy bears attached on her white stockinged feet. They seemed to be arguing and, as I went to stand up in order to curtsy, Governess Lorraine forced my head back to my bowl with her foot.

‘I told you I’m going out with the guys from Rugby,’ Mr Phil told my Mistress.

‘But you were out with your mates this afternoon baby,’ she complained.

‘And now I’m going out again, different mates different pub,’ shouted.

‘But darling,’ my wife pleaded with her boyfriend, ‘I want you to stay with me.’

‘It’s my birthday and I’ll do what I fucking like!’ he roared. ‘I just fucked you didn’t I? Did that faggot you’re married to ever fuck you like that? Now get off my case or you can fucking go back to him, or her or whatever the fuck it is!’

I felt so angry at that pig of a man for shouting at her, for failing to appreciate her, for upsetting her! But what could I, a mere sissy currently dressed as a baby girl, do about it?

‘Look,’ Mr Phil relented, moving towards my wife and grabbing a handful of her stunning mahogany tresses, ‘I won’t be late, ok? Keep it warm for me!’ he laughed.

‘I love you,’ my wife told him. ‘Please come home soon.’

With a casual smack of her ass, he was gone and I pretended to be engrossed in sucking potato salad from Governess Lorraine’s toes as she consoled my wife with a cry of, ‘Girl Power! Let’s open another bottle of wine, who needs men anyway?’

‘Absolutely,’ Michelle smiled through her tears, tugging at my heart strings. ‘Baby Melissa, wine for your mistresses in the lounge now, move your fat sissy ass!’

Much later, after Governess Lorraine eventually went home, I was called to my wife’s bedroom. Mr Phil was still not home and I knew she was angry.

‘Take off your diaper and kneel in front of me Sissy,’ she ordered from where she sat at her dressing table. ‘I hope it’s dry or you’re going to be in trouble with Lorraine young lady,’ she threatened.

‘No Ma’am,’ I admitted fearing the consequences of being found out if she checked.

‘Oh dear, did you have an accident Baby Melissa?’ she teased. ‘Did you go pee pee without permission?’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I curtsied, diaper in one hand, ‘I mean no Ma’am….It’s not pee pee it’s……’ Then I realised I could be making a big mistake.

‘Go on,’ she ordered coldly, ‘It’s what?’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I curtsied again, ‘I couldn’t help it I promise it was just your foot in your stocking your beautiful foot and your toes and when I saw you and when he I mean Mr Phil when he made love to you and…’

‘Stop!’ My mistress shouted. ‘Are you telling me you actually had an orgasm you little slut?’

‘I didn’t feel anything Ma’am I swear; I couldn’t even get h…. I mean I wasn’t….the spikes stop me, they hurt so much…I can’t...’

‘Enough,’ my wife ordered. ‘You couldn’t get hard because of the spikes but you dribbled your disgusting sissy slime anyway, yes?’

‘Yes Ma’am.’

‘And that was my fault because I felt sorry for you and let you kiss my foot?’

‘No Ma’am.’

‘And it’s my fault you can’t get a hard on as well is it?’

‘No Ma’am, it’s my fault, it’s all my fault for being a stupid little sissy slut.’

‘Well at least we agree on something,’ she laughed, ‘but what are we going to do about it? The wet diaper is Lorraine’s territory. You will tell her what you did tomorrow and suffer the consequences is that clear?’

‘Yes Ma’am, I’m sorry Ma’am,’ I curtsied yet again.

‘Why aren’t you on your fucking knees pansy?’ Michelle yelled at me. ‘I don’t expect to have to repeat myself to a fucking sissy maid, do you understand?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I blurted, shaking in fear of this woman I adored.

‘Now, the unsuitable thoughts you must have been having about me, your Mistress, I think my boyfriend should be the one to deal with that. He’ll be tiered when he gets home so you can tell him all about it tomorrow. He’s been looking for an opportunity to put some distance between us anyway. He thinks I’m still far too accessible to you and I think he’s right. I believe he intends to stop you looking at me anywhere above my knees, stop you touching me even to clean up his mess with your tongue and ban you from speaking to me. He said there is no reason why you should ever need to say anything to me but yes Ma’am anyway. He is so possessive of me and I love it! Anyway, if you have any problems with his rules you can take it up with him tomorrow. I’m sure he’ll be all ears, don’t you think?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ fuck I was in a universe of shit tomorrow.

‘Now, before you so rudely interrupted me, Baby Melissa,’ she smiled, in contrast to her earlier outbursts, ‘I was intending to reward you for your behaviour tonight and for swallowing what’s left of your silly male pride and working hard to please your owner and master on his birthday. I loved your happy birthday song while he was making love to me and the cheers at the end, while Phil was coming, were hilarious. I wasn’t expecting those, I presume that was Lorraine’s idea was it?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I answered. ‘Governess Lorraine said I had to show him that I am a completely broken sissy faggot and totally submissive towards him. That was my birthday gift to him,’ I explained, shamelessly trying to get back in her good books.

‘I see,’ she laughed, ‘well, as I said, I was intending to reward you with these,’ she announced, holding out her feet towards me in those incredibly cute little slippers. ‘I thought it would be a real treat for you to be able to go to sleep tonight on your shitty little bed in your shitty little basement, cuddling my slippers.’

‘Oh yes,’ I cried, ‘please Ma’am, thank you, thank you Ma’am!’ I loved those slippers so much, partly for their cuteness but mostly because they had been on the feet of my wife, now my revered Mistress. I knew I would be in heaven holding them, especially after being denied the opportunity to hold her for so long. Not to mention facing the probability that I’d never be allowed to hold her again!

‘Just a moment Sissy Baby,’ she warned. ‘I said I was intending to. That was providing Phil was pleased with your performance for him. Which I’m afraid he wasn’t.’

What? How could he not be pleased? I’d belittled myself, humiliated myself, done everything I could to show him I would not and could not ever challenge his authority over me or his ownership of my wife. What the fuck did he want?

‘He said you didn’t put enough effort into it and he wasn’t convinced of your sincerity,’ my Mistress explained.

‘But please Ma’am,’ I begged, ‘I did everything, I tried so hard, I really meant it, I gave him everything, please Ma’am!’ I sobbed. How could he be such a bastard to me? It wasn’t fair that he could do this to me!

‘Sorry Sissy,’ she sighed, ‘I’m just telling you what he said, now stop crying. Maybe he’ll let you try again on his next birthday. In the meantime it’s no slippers for you. What I do have for you though is a wet patch on my bed sheet. I want you to be a good gurl and suck it clean and then you can replace it with a fresh sheet.’

‘Please Ma’am,’ I said, confused, ‘why do I need to suck it clean if I’m replacing it?’

‘Because, my silly little slut,’ she smiled coldly, ‘I’m going to use my riding crop on your sissy ass while you do it.’

‘But Ma’am, you said that Governess Lorraine and Mr Phil would see to my punishment tomorrow. Have I done something else wrong?’

‘Not at all my pet, I’m in a bad mood, that’s all. I’m angry with my boyfriend but I can’t take it out on him so I’m going to take it on on you. You are a sissy maid and it’s part of your role to take the brunt of your mistress’s anger. Whether or not you caused it is irrelevant, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ I simpered, ‘of course,’ I agreed staring lustfully at those sweet little slippers, imagining the tiny perfect toes with red-painted nails inside white stockings and nestled cosily in the warm furry interior.

‘Fairness is not going to be playing a big part in your life I’m afraid sweetie,’ my Mistress informed me. ‘Now up you get, onto the bed, let me see how keen you are to suck my boyfriend’s cum from my sheets. If you’re really good and don’t make a sound maybe I’ll let you kiss my slippers goodnight.’
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