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Chapter 1: Early Days

Linda summoned her husband to follow her up to her bedroom where she undressed and let him see her rather red and swollen labia. Her lover and her had used a condom (two, actually) so there was no evidence for him to see except for her engorged clitoris which wanted more attention.

As she lay back on the bed, her stockinged legs splayed wantonly over the side, and stared up at the bedroom ceiling, her sissy husband, dressed in his apron and spike lined chastity tube knelt to begin licking the moist lips of her pussy. Neither of them needed reminding it was now over six weeks since he had any kind of orgasm. The freedom to enjoy sex without any expectation of reciprocation was one of the things Linda loved most about her relationship with her husband now. After some initial misgivings, alleviated by reassurances from her husband, Chris, she had discovered the enormous pleasures to be had from being selfish. She had, in fact, become addicted to them.

After she had climaxed, Linda gave her husband the key to unlock his chastity cage. His fingers shook as he struggled to insert the key into the lock & he actually started to cry with frustration. Linda knew that he was panicking that she might get angry with him and demand back the key.

‘Take your time sweetheart,’ she soothed him. ‘You know these opportunities are only going to get more and more rare for you. You need to learn to get the most out of them. Now take a deep breath and try one more time. If you don’t manage this time, we’ll just forget about it until next time. I don’t have all night to waste on you.’ Being a bitch, that was something else she’d taken to like a duck to water, she loved it! What was more, so did her poor chastised husband.

With tears of panic and frustration rolling down his cheeks, Chris managed to insert the key and unlock his little chastity cage. Linda loved the tiny red dots the spikes left when her husband became aroused. When she said he could put his erection inside her for five super-slow strokes he could not believe his good fortune.

‘You need a condom first though,’ she warned him. ‘You can use these,’ she smiled as, from her handbag she produced the two condoms her lover had used earlier. They were loosely knotted so as to retain their slimy contents.

Linda could see from the look on her husband’s face that he desperately wanted to object but didn’t dare risk annoying her and having this long-awaited opportunity snatched from him. He grimaced as he slid the first used condom over his rock-hard little penis. Linda laughed out loud because the stretched condom was far too large for his little sissy clit.

Chris wasn’t sure what to do with the second overflowing condom until his wife ordered him to put it in his mouth. ‘Roll it around in your mouth girl, use your tongue to get inside and lick out my lover’s manly cum. You’ll see its nothing like your feeble, watery offerings’.

Being addressed by the woman he loved as a girl always made Chris feel simultaneously emasculated and deeply aroused and he groaned with desperation as he pushed one condom into his mouth, unknotted the other one slid it over his erection and eased his throbbing penis inside his wife’s unfaithful pussy bit by bit, in and out, holding the open end of the condom to stop it slipping off. While he did so, Linda talked to him. She asked him if her pussy felt different? He gasped no. She told him that his cock did feel different. It felt smaller, thinner, shorter than her lover’s. He whimpered. She instructed him to pull out after only four strokes as she was disappointed.

Linda sat up propped on her elbows and said he could wank himself while she watched. Then she continued to chatter, while he frantically worked his shaft between his thumb and first finger. She could hear a sloshing noise as his sissy penis worked her lover’s cum into a foam inside the used condom. She asked him, one final time, if he regretted their new relationship and her freedom to date other men. His eyes were gazing into hers as he gasped, ‘No,’ around the rubber sheath still in his mouth. She told him she wanted to see real enthusiasm for her sexual progression and his further demotion over the months to come. He nodded, on the brink of orgasm and unable to speak.

Suddenly Linda snapped for him to stop! He somehow tore his hand away and his erection bobbed between them, her lover’s cum running out of the loose-fitting condom and coating her sissy husband’s little blue balls. His expression was a picture; of awe and adoration, deference and desperation.

With a cold smile Linda reached out and started rubbing his cock. She was very out of practise. He had such an adorable look of alarm on his face that she might stop at any time or at least ruin his orgasm. After just a few strokes she told him she was bored so he could finish himself. The look of pathetic gratitude on his face made her burst out laughing at him.

After only about 30 seconds his knees were buckling and he was almost crying with lust. She ordered him to bite through the latex of the condom in his mouth, then suck out and swallow the contents. The look of disgust on his face made her laugh.

Just before he could reach the point of no return, Linda ordered him to stop. As he opened his mouth, no doubt to beg and plead for permission to finish himself off, she leaned forward and spat into it. A severe slap across his face started a flood of tears of utter frustration which, of course, she ignored as she knew, deep down, his submissive personality needed her to do, and ordered him back into his little chastity cage.

Five minutes of desperate fumbling later, encouraged by threats of even further extensions to his chastity periods, Chris was securely locked once more. Over the next few hours and days, Linda was extremely demanding and mocking. She called him ‘cuck’ quite a lot, playing on his anxiety over her unfaithfulness and ‘stud’, playing on the endlessly frustrating fact of his hopeless chastity and his inability to be any such thing.

Linda made no bones about her intention to find a boyfriend with whom she could conduct a proper affair; discreet but much more than just one-off or casual sex. Chris was daunted and excited at the same time. It would be the culmination of the journey they had begun two years ago. Progress had been slow and halting at first as Linda struggled to throw off the chains of decency and what she had grown up to believe was acceptable behaviour. It took a long time for her to understand how her husband could not just desire but need her to treat him the way he did. Fortunately, as time went on, she began to realise that, not only did she have some natural talents as a cold-hearted Mistress but that she actually enjoyed exercising and developing those talents.

Her goal was to find a man with whom she could have a proper sexual and, to an extent, romantic relationship and who could be integrated into her lifestyle with her sissy maid husband. Initially they were both concerned that the reality could affect their marriage in a way that fantasy obviously didn’t. But by the time it happened Chris had become so used to the idea of his wife cuckolding him he was mentally prepared for it.

Becoming ever stricter about her husband’s orgasm denial was hugely important. He had a total love-hate relationship with it. He loved his sexy teasing wife imposing it. He enjoyed the intensity of frustration and how ‘alive’ he felt. His fetish was the contrast between them. But, at the same time, he hated the actual reality of being denied any kind of release for weeks on end.

His steel cage had proved the most wonderful training tool.  Being made-to-measure it was wearable 24/7, hygienic and comfortable so long as he remained soft but rather less so when he became aroused which he did a lot. The model Linda had chosen came with sharp spikes that could be screwed through the walls of the tube with a special key. Linda made him tighten the spikes each morning and loosen them overnight. However, she liked the spikes fully extended when he was performing orally. Making him control his erection while he was focused on her was absolutely one of her favourite things!


Chapter 2: Wife Finds Her Bull

Linda thought she may have found the man she was looking for. Sam was a true tireless stallion and had some experience of BDSM with a previous partner. After some initial reservations he started showing, to Linda’s delight, signs that he might enjoy dominating her husband with her.

The possibility of being exposed and submissive to his wife’s lovers was something that Chris dreaded and, when Linda announced that Sam would come to visit her, she saw on his face and in his eyes, a truly, deep and indelible despair; a mixture of terror and discouragement and imploration and resignation; all of which excited her enormously!

Later that same day Linda was coming to the end of her inspection of her sissy maid’s housework and had, so far, found no faults. But just when he thought he was in the clear Chris’s hopes were dashed. They were in the ensuite bathroom and Linda was using a small compact mirror to examine the underside of the toilet rim while her husband stood to attention in his sissy maid uniform.

‘Oh dear, sissy,’ Linda sighed. ‘What’s this? A spec of dirt in my toilet bowl. Come and see!’

When he looked Chris was sure the spec of dirt was on the mirror not the toilet but he knew better by now than to correct his wife. He was long overdue for relief, had even dared to hope that, if he worked extra hard on his housework… ‘

‘Oh well,’ his wife sighed. ‘I suppose I should add more time to your chastity, but the excitement of my lover’s upcoming visit has put me in a good mood. So, rather than cancelling your release we’ll just make sure that the circumstances of your relief are appropriate.’

With that Linda reached up under her skirt, pulled down her panties and sat on the toilet to pee. Rather than flushing the toilet she ordered her husband to go and fetch her some rubber washing up gloves. On his eager return she told him to remove his own sissy panties and drop to his knees, then had him insert his head into the toilet bowl, wrapping his arms around it and linking his hands together. Sitting herself down on his back, facing his feet she snapped on the gloves as she spoke, ‘I think this is as good a time as any to get a few things straight. Sam has no desire to enter into a conventional relationship or replace you as my husband. However, the idea of cuckolding you and helping me to dominate, humiliate and frustrate does appeal to him.’

Linda reached forward and between Chris’s legs to pull back his chastity cage, insert the key she kept on her necklace and unlock it. As his cock sprang immediately to life, she pulled it back between his legs and began short slow strokes that made him groan with desperate need into the piss smelling toilet bowl.

‘He wants you to know that, if you agree for him to become my regular lover, he will be fucking me any time he likes, any way he likes and anywhere he likes with his huge black cock, stretching my pussy way beyond anything you’ve ever been able to do. He said you need to understand that I will belong to him and that he will make sure my unfaithful married pussy is constantly full to the brim and dripping with his cum.’

After using her free rubber gloved hand to spank pipsqueaks buttocks several times, she then grabbed his swollen sensitive balls, kneading them as she pumped his bursting erection. ‘So, make your mind up husband darling,’ she demanded. ‘Are you sure that’s what you want, for your sweet little wife to be owned by another man?’

‘Yes!’ Chris moaned, on the verge of cumming for the first time in weeks.

‘Say it properly,’ Linda demanded as she paused the movement of her hands, knowing that her poor husband would say anything to persuade her to move her hands again.

‘Yes, please,’ the helpless sissy gasped. ‘I want you to belong to him. I want him to fill you with his cum whenever he likes, please!’ he cried with his face just millimetres from his wife’s piss and toilet water.

‘Good gurl,’ Linda smiled as she jerked him roughly, once, twice, three times then, timing it perfectly, just as he felt the spunk boil from his blue balls to race along the inside of his cock, she closed her grip tight, essentially blocking her sissy husband’s orgasm, laughing at the sound of his desperate cries for mercy echoing around the toilet bowl.

‘When you can complete a few simple housework chores without careless faults I might consider allowing you a full orgasm,’ Linda scolded him. ‘Until then you’ll be treated like the naughty sissy maid you are!’

On Thursday, Sam’s arrival day, Linda had her maid take the day off work and, from 6:00 in the morning, she used it to polish the house to perfection from the attic to the kitchen, and to prepare dinner.

When he brought breakfast to her in bed at 9:00 am his appearance excited her incredibly. What a power rush it was to be awakened in bed with a splendid breakfast by a devoted sissy slave who had been working as a servant for hours, just to prepare everything for his Mistress and her lover. The look of her already tired and pleading but, at the same time, adoring sissy husband immediately put Linda in a good mood and she masturbated with her vibrator to a very strong orgasm.

She then wandered around the house before bathing and getting dressed while the sissy continued her work. At around 1pm the sissy had finished the preparation and Linda was ready to go out for lunch with the girls. She locked her maid in the dark cloakroom closet with hands tied behind his back, ankles tied together, on his knees, wrists attached to ankles and a ball gag in his mouth. She looked into his sad and pleading eyes and spat straight in his face.

‘You are a pathetic useless excuse for a man, aren’t you? A miserable subspecies of sissy slave whose only role in the world now is to suffer and be submissive to her Mistress!’ Another spit in the face, followed by several light kicks to his balls and she closed him inside, excited by his sad sighs of despair and his sobs of humiliation but knowing that those sighs were also the result of desperate and frustrated excitement.

She returned home around 4 PM, excited about her bull’s visit but, first, she freed her poor sissy and led him by the ear from his closet. What an exciting and decadent vision! The sissy had a desperate look, totally defeated and subjugated from several hours in bondage and darkness, hours of work in the morning and, not least, the thought of what still awaited him! Yet when she took the gag from him, his thanks and his oaths of love and obedience to his Mistress wife were sincere and amusingly heartfelt!

Seeing him in that state made Linda completely wet and she had to masturbate again. She allowed the sissy to lick her shoes, including the soles, while she lay back on the living room couch and brought herself to a powerful, explosive orgasm. Then, bending him over a stool in the kitchen, she whipped him with a leather belt, for no reason but the fact that she felt like it. She then sent him to find a bowl and bring it to her in the bathroom where she proceeded to fill it with her golden nectar, placing it on the floor for the sissy to drink, after which he thanked her with great sincerely. Finally, she ordered her loving husband, shaking with nerves and excitement, to the spare bedroom to dress for the evening.

On the way to his room, he looked at his Mistress imploringly, terrified of the kind of outfit she would impose on him. Terrified with reason! She had decided on a particularly humiliating outfit, in a splendid pink latex. Despite his worried face she soon had him stripped naked except for the chastity cage and she started dressing him.

First came a pink corset, laced so tight he could hardly breathe, delightful pink frilly latex Panties, with an opening at the front to let the chastity cage pass through and make it evident. Special suspender straps started from the panties to which she hung sheer white nylon stockings. Then the pink and white latex maid uniform with cute, short, puff-ball sleeves and wide latex trim in the shape of hearts.

The dress was elasticated just under the bust, which gave it a typical prissy sissy look. It had a full skirt, which had wide, contrasting latex hearts trim at the hem. The skirt sat on top of a beautiful little underskirt that had layers of folded latex that pushed it up and out, and every layer was trimmed in more latex hearts. On top, a white rubber apron. Everything was so short as to leave the chastity cage partially uncovered. On her feet were a pair of Lady Jane shoes with 100 cm heels in a pink colour, finished on top with pretty pink silk bows.

Then came the bondage: wrist cuffs in shiny pink PVC with a wide lace trim at both ends of the wrist and cute satin bows. At the ankles a sexy pair of wide ankle cuffs in shiny PVC that had an adjustable buckle strap that went under the heel and ensured that the shoes could not be removed. A wide pink leather collar with lace trim at both ends kept her chin up and together with the corset, prevented any disrespectful slouching.

On the maid’s head there was a long blonde wig topped by a cute little pink PVC maid’s cap. Finally, a pair of long false eyelashes, pink nail extensions and heavily applied slutty makeup completed the sissy maid’s devastatingly humiliating uniform.

Linda joined the anklets with a chain of about 20 cm and I did the same with the wristbands, which she then joined to two chains, one around the maid’s waist and the other fixed to her collar. The effect was to restrict the silly gurl to very short mincing steps and a very limited range of hand movements. Throughout the dressing, pipsqueak trembled with despair and tried to beg his Mistress not to impose that type of clothing on her, yet every time that, she shouted at him, ordering him to keep quiet, she saw his chastity cage jump in a desperate erection attempt.

‘Such a wonderful creature my sissy husband is!’ Linda mused.  ‘About to be subjected to the most humiliating experience of his life and yet his body reacts with incredible excitement to the smell and feel of the latex and any insult or cruel gesture from his Mistress!’ Linda found it beautifully exciting!

Seeing himself in the mirror, the sissy sighed, subdued and kept repeating obsessively, ‘Please Mistress no! Not in front of your lover Mistress! Please Mistress!’ But Linda, delighted with the state of her sissy maid, started another mind fuck, which she loved. She told him how ridiculous and pathetic he was dressed that way to wait to serve his Mistress and her lover, how inferior his condition was compared to hers and how much his life was destined only to become more and more harsh and humiliating as hers became more exciting and satisfying.

To every affirmation he answered with a respectful curtsy, a sigh of resignation and a humble, ‘Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.’

Linda’s excitement was now at fever-pitch and she therefore decided to secure the sissy for the wait and get ready for her lover. She took the pathetic sissy back to the closet and made her kneel. She stuck a large black fake cock with a sucker on the wall and ordered her to hold it in her mouth and to remain so until her return. To the maid’s submissive, ‘Yes Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!’ garbled through a mouth full of plastic cock and with a look full of desperate humiliation, Linda closed the door and went to get ready; not without having first masturbated to her third orgasm of the day.

While she showered, dried and perfumed herself Linda cast her mind back to an earlier stage in their journey together. Chris had asked if he could do some housework wearing a French Maid’s outfit that he had bought Linda for Valentine’s Day a couple of years previously. It was far too small for him and she could not help laughing out loud when he presented himself to her in the lounge where she sat reading a magazine and sipping a glass of chilled white wine.

‘I’ve finished cleaning the bathroom,’ he reported.

After composing herself, Linda stood, the heels she was wearing making her almost as tall as her husband, and slapped his face.

‘I will tell you when you’re are finished wimp!’ she had yelled before spitting in his face. Chris loved it when she bullied and mistreated him during their ‘Mistress Games’, as they called them, but she had never gone that far. At first, she was worried what Chris’s reaction might be, but his expression of delighted shock proved to her she needn’t be. What really surprised her though, was her own reaction. Seeing her husband in such a ridiculously humiliating outfit and dominating him so forcefully gave her an unexpectedly powerful rush.

‘Follow me upstairs wimp!’ She ordered him. ‘And you’d better not be staring at my ass! It’s way beyond the reach of a wimp like you!’

‘Yes Mistress, I… I mean no Mistress, I wasn’t.’ It was the first time he’d called her Mistress and she liked it.

‘Why?’ Linda stopped on the stairs and turned to look down at him as he stood on a lower step. ‘Don’t you like my ass? Isn’t it sexy enough for you?’

‘Yes Mistress, of course it is! It’s stunningly beautiful!’

‘Far too good for a pathetic sissy who gets off on wearing his wife’s clothes, wouldn’t you say?’ Before he could answer she spit in his face again. ‘Follow wimp!’

In the bedroom Linda retrieved her favourite vibrator from her bedside cabinet and lay down on the bed.

‘Stand at the side of the bed and watch what you can’t have sissy Chrissy,’ she taunted as she lifted her skirt and applied the buzzing wand to her pantied crotch. ‘I’ve decided you will not be cumming today. You can watch me cum instead. What do you say?’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ Chris breathed as he watched his previously shy wife bring herself to the edge of orgasm. He knew she masturbated but she had always refused his requests to let him watch.

‘Curtsy for me,’ Linda moaned.

‘What?’

‘You heard me,’ Linda yelled. ‘And it’s excuse me Mistress… not ‘what!’ ‘

‘Sorry Mistress.’

His first attempt was clumsy and awkward so she made him try again.

‘Again! Keep doing it. Keep curtsying like a little sissy maid while I show you why I don’t need you for sex anymore wimp!’

Watching her husband in a French Maid’s outfit curtsy repeatedly, staring wide eyed with longing at her was a revelation. Previously she had just gone along with the domination games to please her husband. Now, for the first time, she was beginning to see what was in it for her.

‘Get your eyes down maid! Ooooohhhhhhh!’ she moaned as she came harder than she ever had in her life up to that point.

In honour of her prospective boyfriend’s visit Linda wore a pair of black mules with a 15 cm heel and 5 cm platform, black lace underwear with suspenders, silk stockings and a black leather dress short enough to reveal the tops of those stockings. Her long shiny chestnut brown hair and sexy but tasteful and sophisticated makeup were the finishing touches. By the time she was ready it was 6pm and the bell rang, Sam had arrived.

As soon as they met, they hugged and kissed with passion and desire and, rubbing against him, Linda felt his erection through his jeans. He held her in his arms and, with one hand, squeezed her bottom, getting more and more excited, just as she was. He gave Linda a beautiful bouquet of red roses and asked her where her sissy husband was. Amused, she took him to the closet and together they opened it.

At the sight of the pathetic sissy on his knees, Sam started laughing out loud telling Linda what a nasty and terribly exciting little bitch she was to treat her devoted pipsqueak of a husband like that! Then, laughing, they brought out the poor slave sissy, trembling and desperate.

Sam slapped him for not paying him homage immediately and the slave, with real tears in his eyes, prostrated himself to kiss the shoes of the man who was about to fuck his wife! A terribly humiliating thing for Chris but a hugely exciting thing for his wife!

Linda was not satisfied with the humiliation of her slave though and demanded that he lick Sam’s shoes devotedly and thank him profusely for being his wife’s lover, for being a real man unlike him and for satisfying his wife in ways he could only dream of. Finally, as an afterthought she had her sissy husband thank her lover for re-naming him ‘pipsqueak’

When she heard her husband say, between sobs of humiliation, ‘Thank you Master Sam for allowing this pathetic sissy the honour of licking your shoes, for being such a wonderful lover for my Mistress and for naming me pipsqueak,’ she had to take Sam and drag him to the bedroom immediately!

From the stairs, she ordered her maid to prepare dinner for two and to put his bowl with yesterday’s leftovers on the floor near the dining table. Now beyond all humiliation, the sissy replied, ‘Yes Mistress,’ and started into the kitchen while Sam and Linda bounded up to the bedroom!

Linda was a virgin when she married Chris and had never had a real man like Sam inside her. She loved cumming on her husband’s tongue but often wished she could cum while he was inside her. Dominating the sissy always made her cum hard too but, after so long she really just needed a good fucking!

She had two orgasms practically simultaneously because while she was just coming down from the first one, she had the vision of her sissy husband in the kitchen alone, humiliated and desperate, whereupon she immediately had another orgasm! So, they continued until, eventually, Sam reached a very strong orgasm of his own which caused another one in Linda too! Satisfied for the moment, she removed Sam’s condom and loosely tied the end, retaining his copious load.

When they went down to the dining room Linda and her young lover were greeted by her maid with a curtsy. Dinner was served and, between courses, Linda announced to the sissy that Sam had a surprise for him, whereupon she emptied the condom onto the pathetic leftovers from the day before that made up the sissy’s dinner. With a desperate sigh of humiliation pipsqueak saw what his wife was doing and, resigned, humbly thanked her lover.

The lovers then watched laughing at the sissy as, between sobs of disgust and humiliation, he had to eat up to the last crumb and thank his superiors. Sam and Linda continued their splendid dinner served to perfection by their sissy maid, who they totally ignored except for giving her orders. Once they had finished dinner, they retired to the living room, where Linda ordered the sissy to join them. Here the real fun started!

Sam and Linda started kissing and touching each other on the sofa, while the once proud husband had to kneel at their feet to lick their shoes. They laughed and commented on the absolute power that they could exercise on their poor slave, destined as she was to a life of total submission and frustration in the face of the total pleasure that they drew from dominating her!

Then Linda decided it was time to get serious. Ordering pipsqueak to the garage, Linda looped a rope over a wooden beam, instructed the sissy to lie on the floor on her back and tied one end of the rope to her ankles before enlisting the help of her strong, handsome lover to pull the other end of the rope raising pipsqueak’s legs upwards, so that only her head and shoulders touched the ground. Then Linda positioned herself behind the wimp with the cane in her hand.

Sam sat on a stool at pipsqueak’s head and placed his shoes on her face. Then Linda ordered the slave to lick the soles of her lover’s shoes with devotion while she started hitting his sissy’s butt with increasing ardour as her excitement grew! She didn’t know how many blows she gave him, certainly not less than thirty and, judging by the implorations of the sissy, they were very strong blows. Then, they untied the sissy and took it to the bedroom where they made it kneel while they started fucking again.

After cumming for the first time in the missionary position, while her husband licked her feet, Linda turned onto her front to get fucked doggy style and had the sissy placed with his head under her pubis to watch helplessly as another man rammed his huge cock into his wife’s unfaithful, dripping wet pussy. After she enjoyed two more sensational orgasms, Linda felt her lover stiffen, dig his strong fingers into her hips and bellow like a bull as he came inside her. By prior agreement there was no condom this time so she made the sissy beg Sam for permission to first lick clean his cock before then swallowing his wife’s cream pie.

This was pipsqueak’s first time with another man’s cock in his mouth but many hours of conditioning, threats and promises of reward had combined to produce in him an obedience that greatly excited his wife. Unfortunately it was too hesitant for Sam, ‘Suck it faggot!’ he yelled at pipsqueak as he grabbed the back of his head and forced his manhood into the back of the sissy maid’s throat causing him to gag.

‘I’m sorry babe,’ Linda interrupted, making pipsqueak think she was intervening on his behalf until she continued, ‘She hasn’t had any practice with the real thing, you’re her first.’

‘Well, she’d better fucking learn fast!’ was Sam’s answer.

Sam and Linda rested a little while the sissy, defeated by fatigue, humiliation and frustration, sighed desperately on her knees at the foot of the bed.

By now the lovers were both exhausted but Linda took her pansy husband into the bathroom where she reassured him that she was proud of him for swallowing his silly male pride and being so obedient to her and her lover. Then, ordering him onto his back in the shower stall, she used him as a toilet, crouching over his prone form to piss into his wide-open mouth.

Before she went to sleep in her lover’s arms, Linda sent her sissy maid to clean the kitchen and ordered her to wake Sam up at 7:00 AM the next morning with a blowjob. The sight of his defeated, humiliated expression as he curtsied and wished them both goodnight stirred such feelings of power and desire in Linda that she had to reach once more for her lover’s cock, coaxing it to life one last time as she kissed him deeply and begged him to fuck her unfaithful pussy again.

The next morning, Linda saw her sissy husband waking up Sam, as ordered, at 07:00 AM. The sight of his duvet-covered head bobbing up and down as he worshiped her lover’s cock was hilarious. Lying in bed snogging her handsome lover as her sissy maid husband licked and sucked her lover’s cock was an incredibly erotic experience she would not soon forget. It had been worth every minute of the hours of ‘prior persuasion’ she had subjected pipsqueak to in anticipation of them reaching this milestone in his sissyfication. There could be no going back from here. She had a lover and her husband had sucked his cock! He’d done it for her, to prove his love, to prove he really did want to be her sissy maid! Wow! She certainly hadn’t seen that coming when they got married twenty years before!

She doubted if her lover would soon forget the experience either as she watched him thrusting his hips and using one hand on the back of the sissy’s head to force himself further into pipsqueak’s mouth and down his throat, groaning into Linda’s mouth as he hosed the wimp’s tonsils with his thick, potent seed.


Chapter 3: Wonderful Lives

After Sam left, pipsqueak got dressed to go to work. When Linda woke later, she was totally happy and completely satisfied, both from the sexual point of view and, more importantly, from the point of view of her total sadism and subjugation of her husband.

Sam sent Linda a message to thank her for the wonderful evening. As for her sissy husband, on returning from work he immediately dressed properly as her maid, not in the sissy humiliation outfit she had made him wear for her lover’s visit, but in a more suitable floor-length dress with high collar and full sleeves, ladies leather ankle boots with two-inch heels, petticoat, thick woollen tights and directoire knickers.

To keep his uniform clean she insisted he don a rubber pinafore apron which looped around his neck and tied in a bow behind his back. The apron was heavy and thick, squeaked as he moved and gave off a heady aroma of rubber which she knew would very much appeal to her sissy husband’s fetish for latex, driving him mad, adding to his frustrated lust as his now largely redundant little manhood struggled to grow inside its cold steel prison.

Once dressed and having applied his wig and makeup and carefully checked his appearance in the hallway mirror, pipsqueak literally threw himself at his wife’s feet swearing his eternal, unconditional and absolute love. Laughing, Linda told him how pathetic he was and how much she had enjoyed watching him grovel to her lover and having a real man in her bed. Then she informed the suitably cowed looking sissy maid of her duties for the evening; cleaning her Mistress’s bathroom from top to bottom and washing and ironing yet more of her clothes, all whilst staying alert for the sound of the little silver bell Linda had taken to ringing whenever she required his services; bringing drinks and snacks, passing the TV remote, adjusting the cushions on the couch where her Mistress was sitting or simply kissing her feet and swearing his love and obedience just for her amusement.

Linda knew that despite being thoroughly annoyed and frustrated by the unfair treatment, her little maid would work very hard to please her in the hope that he might be allowed to accompany his Mistress to her bed later. Not to sleep with her of course; such privileges were far beyond his reach now; but perhaps to be allowed to get under the duvet to kiss and lick his wife’s tiny feet until she fell asleep with a satisfied smile of superiority on her face. Linda had a surprise for the sissy maid though.

‘When you’ve finished your housework, I’d like you to write me a nice letter pipsqueak,’ she informed her husband with a smile. ‘I’ll leave it up to you what to write, but perhaps you might include details of how wonderful you think I am, how much you love and worship me, how you live only to serve my every wish, accommodate my every desire and see that my every need is met. Mostly though, I want you to write about how the recent developments in our relationship make you feel. What do you enjoy? What do you hate? What has humiliated you the most? What has made you so desperately sexually frustrated you feel you cannot stand it a moment longer. How did it feel to suck my boyfriend’s cock for me? I want to hear about all of those things because, my little pipsqueak maid, I’m keen to learn. We’ve come a long way but there is much further we can go. And we will, I can promise you that. However hard you think I’ve been on you, however cruel or teasing, I want you to understand that it can only get worse for you. The ratchet only goes one way. You face a future of ever-increasing drudgery, sexual frustration, humiliation, pain and discomfort. All whilst I look forward to a vastly improved sex life, erotic adventures, endless leisure and pleasure. Not to mention the joy of taking from you what little is left of your manhood and reducing you to an even lower state of existence than you currently occupy.’

‘I want you to tell me how happy you are that I find real men like Sam to provide me the pleasures you can’t because you are not a man but a sissy maid,’ Linda went on, revelling in pushing her husband’s submissive buttons. ‘Convince me how much you admire Sam and how grateful you are to him for putting you in your place and treating you like the pathetic wimp you are.  I want to hear how much you love and adore me for giving my lover such power over you and allowing him to use you like a cheap whore.’

The look of resigned dread on his face, the worshipful humility as he knelt to obey his wife’s instructions, the feelings of total power and the sweetly addictive pleasure of knowing she could and would abuse that power, that in fact, her poor sissy maid husband longed for her to abuse it, had Linda wet between her legs and she knew she would soon be making use of her vibrator.

‘Right, off you go then, and sweetheart…. when you write your letter, you might want to bear in mind, your releases in future will require, not just my permission but Sam’s too. So, I’d be very careful to impress him with your respect, admiration and humility whenever he is here, if I were you. Keeping in his good books is going to be very important for you, don’t you think? Anyway, that’s all going to be between you and him now, I won’t be interfering. Except maybe to suggest to him that the spikes in your chastity tube be fully extended during his visits in future, just as they are when I allow you the honour of worshipping my unfaithful pussy. It will make sure you are fully focussed on your role as our maid and not distracted by thoughts or feelings unbecoming a maid.’

‘Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress. You know I always loved you as my wife but I love you even more as my Mistress. The more cruel and heartless you are, the more you tease and humiliate me, the more unfairly you treat me, the more I worship you, I’ll do anything to please you, to make you happy!’

‘Well, I should hope so, now off you go. I hate to see a maid standing idle.’

As he minced away, his rubber apron squeaking, Linda rang his little bell, forcing him to hurry back and curtsy again before awaiting her demands.

Scrutinising his expression for the slightest sign of annoyance, Linda smiled, the training of her husband really did seem to be working. ‘Fetch my vibrator pipsqueak, you’ve made me horny again, you naughty gurl. It really is remarkable that you have that effect on me so often now. You are definitely much more useful to me as my maid than you ever were as my husband. You were a bit of disappointment as a husband and a complete waste of space as a man, weren’t you dear?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress.’

‘Oh, don’t worry, I’m sure you will make it up to me as my maid, won’t you dear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Off you go then, chop, chop!’

When he returned with his wife’s vibrator and handed it to her with a respectful curtsy, Linda immediately and unselfconsciously lifted the front of her skirt, selected her favourite vibration speed and spread her legs to press the buzzing head between her stockinged thighs.

‘Do you remember what your life was like as a man?’ Linda asked her nervous maid as he stood wide-eyed and fidgeting, not knowing whether to leave or stay, embarrassed by his wife’s behaviour but unwilling to tear himself away from the sight of his Mistress enjoying a freedom that was now permanently lost to him. Seeing with his own eyes the undeniable proof that his wife preferred the attentions of a buzzing piece of plastic to anything he could provide was a truly humbling experience.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he groaned with frustrated anguish.

‘I don’t,’ she smiled coldly. ‘It’s of no interest to me. I suggest you get rid of those memories; you won’t be needing them’.

‘Yes Mistress, thank you, Mistress,’ he curtsied.

‘We have wonderful lives now because we have both adopted more suitable roles. I was meant to live a life of pleasure while you were meant to suffer to provide that life for me. Don’t you agree?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ yet another curtsy, head down eyes staring at his wife’s now involuntarily thrusting hips as she approached yet another glorious orgasm. How many was that today? Probably more than he would have in a year the way things were going!

‘Then stop dawdling and get on with your work, you worthless little slut!’ Linda moaned as she came hard.


Chapter 4: Her Lover’s Next Visit

For Sam’s next visit he and Linda had devised a devilishly exciting (for them) and torturously humiliating (for pipsqueak) plan. Just like last time Linda had her sissy maid working her girly socks off making sure the whole house was immaculate for her lover’s visit. She dressed him in the same ridiculous sissy maid outfit too but that would not be where the humiliation ended.

Firstly, pipsqueak would be reading out loud to Sam and her, the letter she had instructed him to write. Then, as if that would not be devastatingly embarrassing enough; he would be performing for their amusement, a little song and dance routine she had been making him practice every night. There had been a lot of pleading and begging and even tears over that. In the end though, as always, Linda got my way.

‘If this is going to work, you really must stop thinking of yourself as a man, certainly as my man,’ Linda explained one night after pipsqueak had thrown a little tantrum that earned him a trip over her knee for a prolonged hairbrush spanking. ‘Sam is the man of this house now. You are our sissy maid. Get that into your head; you are not a man but not a woman either. You are a thing. A possession. Something to be used and abused as either of us see fit. The sooner you accept that, you stupid gurl, the easier this will all become for you and the less sore your sissy bottom will be.’

On the night in question, Linda made pipsqueak stand in front of a full-length mirror in the hallway for half an hour, staring at himself, taking in how ridiculous he looked and practicing his little routine. To give him his due, he really did try his best, even though she mocked him and laughed at him openly, ‘Wow, what a hunk I married,’ she taunted. ‘You must be so proud of what you’ve become. You really are every woman’s dream, aren’t you?’

‘Yes… I mean no Mistress,’ he simpered pathetically. ‘Please Mistress, I do it for you to prove how much I love you. I do everything for you, to make you happy!’

Linda had come to the realisation some time ago that, the more her husband gave up for her, the more he submitted to her increasingly unreasonable demands, then the harder she wanted to push him and the more unreasonable and demanding she felt she wanted to be. She couldn’t help it. She demanded absolute obedience and simpering sissyhood, but when she got it, it was like a red rag to a bull. She simply could not believe what a sadist she had become. It was just as well that her ever-growing desires to dominate her poor pipsqueak were matched by his ever-growing desires to be dominated. They were perfectly in sync, in a symbiosis of Mistress and slave that excited them both so much it took their breath away!

‘Don’t give me that, you do it because you’re a pathetic excuse for a man who gets off on dressing as a sissy and being ordered about by his wife! Now let me see the little song and dance one more time, but this time use a high-pitched girly voice. With a sexy little lisp too,’ Linda smirked. ‘Don’t just stand there gawking at me gurl! Go ahead, do it! If it’s not perfect I’ll take my crop to the backs of your legs!’

The poor dear, he tried so hard, all red-faced and teary eyed, but she whipped him anyway. ‘It won’t do any harm to put you in your place before my boyfriend gets here,’ she told him as she whipped her leather riding crop across the backs of his shaved and stockinged legs. ‘In fact, I quite like the look of those bright red and sore-looking wheals across your legs. Someone in your position should carry the marks of their inferior place in the household. I bet Sam will like them. I dare say, if your letter or your little performance doesn’t sufficiently impress him, he’ll be adding to them in due course. I do hope so. You know how horny it makes me to see him bullying and humiliating you.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ poor pipsqueak answered with a little curtsy.

‘You know I really like Sam, don’t you pipsqueak,’ Linda teased, seeing yet another opportunity to tug his strings.

‘Yes Mistress,’ another curtsy, eyes respectfully cast down at his wife’s feet; How far they had come! How many women could say they, not only cuckold their husband with his full knowledge and complicity, but amused themselves by rubbing it in his face too.

‘I mean really like him. He’s so big and strong, so masculine, so amazing in bed. I feel like a teenager on her first date every time I’m with him. When I’m away from him I miss him so much, I ache to feel him inside me. I want to keep seeing him, but even if it doesn’t last,’ Linda mused, ‘There are plenty more men out there who would jump at the chance to bed a classy lady like me. I’m sure we could soon find one that would be happy to play a role in your subjugation. Whatever happens though, you know you will never be inside me or any other woman ever again, don’t you?’

‘I… I thought,’ Chris mumbled, highly aroused by his sexy bitch of a wife’s teasing but shocked by the idea of never making love to his gorgeous wife ever again. Surely, she was just pulling his strings.

‘You’ll never be a man. After your last embarrassingly inferior attempt, I think it’s for the best that we just consider you a sort of ‘born again virgin’. I wanted you to know that now, so that, if Sam allows you to watch us make love tonight, you can think about what you’ve lost, what you’ll never have again, while he shows you how a real man treats a lady.’

‘Please Mistress… ‘

‘Knowing that you are thinking about it, being acutely aware of how devastatingly frustrating and humiliating that must be for you…you know how that will excite me, don’t you? How it will fuel my orgasm as I wrap my arms and legs around my lover, mash my lips against his and suck his tongue into my mouth? You know it won’t be just his magnificent cock that drives me over the edge and almost makes me pass out as I cum. No, it will be you too, what I’ve done to you, what I’m going to do to you, what you’ve allowed me to do to you, what you ache for me to do to you next.’

‘I love you so much. I worship you. I would do anything, suffer anything, to please you…or even just to amuse you.’

‘Did you notice I’ve started saying Sam and I make love now? It’s not just fucking; it’s gone way beyond that. So, if you really want to please me and amuse me as you say, then think about that fact when you stand in front of us and read your sad little letter and do your pathetic little sissy dance. Can you do that for me pipsqueak?’

‘Yes Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,’ the little sissy maid answered with a wobble in his voice and a final curtsy before she sent him to wait at the door for her lover’s arrival.

Sam was late arriving; deliberately, as he told Linda afterwards. Well aware of how anxious poor pipsqueak would be, he thought it would be amusing to keep him waiting and draw out his torture. When he finally turned up, he made it clear what his priorities were and how little regard he had for the nightmare of embarrassment facing the sissy maid. He made pipsqueak kiss his boots in welcome and take his coat then, as the hapless maid went to hang Sam’s coat in the closet, he told him to stay in there until he was called then closed the door on him.

It must have been a full hour later when Sam called out for pipsqueak to get out of the cupboard and join them in the lounge. There was a strong smell of sex in the room. The lovers had obviously been in such a hurry they had not even taken the time to undress. Linda had unzipped Sam’s flies and he had simply ripped her silk panties out of the way. Linda was still straddling her lover’s thighs, his softening cock still inside her and her pussy leaking some of the huge load he’d deposited inside her, when the gurly servant entered the room, curtsied in front of them and stood to attention, hands clasped in front of her and eyes respectfully down.

‘Your wife tells me you have something you’d like to read to me pipsqueak,’ Sam addressed pipsqueak as he helped Linda off his lap.

‘Yes Sir,’ the sissy responded.

‘Right, well you’d better clean us both up and bring us some cold drinks first, then I’ll give you a couple of minutes before I take your wife upstairs to bed. Apparently, she wants me to give me her ass. I understand you’ve never been there, is that correct?’

‘Yes Sir.’

‘Well, I seriously doubt you ever will now,’ he grinned as pipsqueak looked up giving his wife an anxious glance. Linda smiled knowing how jealous he must be feeling. He’d only ever suggested anal sex once in their marriage and she had made it very clear that she found the idea disgusting. Now here she was freely offering it to another man.

‘Any man can take a woman’s pussy,’ Linda grinned at her sissy maid husband. ‘Well, any real man anyway. But, when a man takes a woman’s ass, he owns her.’

Embarrassed by his wife’s words, pipsqueak knew he had no choice but to kneel to lick Sam’s monster cock clean of their combined juices after which he laid on his back while Linda sat on his face to drain Sam’s thick ropey spunk into his mouth. Then, humiliating duties complete, pipsqueak shuffled off in his heels to get drinks for his wife and her lover while they adjusted their clothing. Then, red-faced with embarrassment, he stood in front of them to carefully read out the letter he’d been made to write, detailing his love and devotion to his wife and his high regard for her lover while they sat holding hands and grinning in cruel amusement.

Sam was itching to get his woman upstairs by then and Linda could clearly see his cock hardening again already through the denim of his jeans. She wanted more though, more of the humiliation and degradation of her sissy husband that she had come to crave almost as much as she did her lover’s rock-hard cock. So, scratching her long, perfectly manicured finger nails along Sam’s impressive bulge, she told pipsqueak to hurry up and show her lover what he’d been practicing in his honour.

Linda wasn’t entirely sure her sissy husband would actually go along with it, or what her lover’s reaction would be if he did. She need not have worried though, as they both performed their roles admirably while she filmed the whole thing on her phone. Poor pipsqueak looked utterly cowed by his self-humiliation and Sam made his contempt very clear. It would have been really hot if Sam had laughed at him but the contempt was even better and Linda could feel the wetness between her legs as she bore witness to this major development in the utter subjugation of her poor pathetic husband. There was no going back now, no possibility of undoing this, not for either of them.

‘You forgot the girly voice pipsqueak, apologise to Sam and do it again,’ Linda spoke into the horribly uncomfortable silence that greeted the end of pipsqueak’s utterly degrading performance. ‘I’m videoing it again so make sure you get it right this time, or else.’

‘The videos and pictures I’ve taken of my sissy husband in all his glory since we began this journey constitute a cast iron assurance of her continued cooperation in her own demise as a man,’ Linda explained to her lover. ‘She knows what will happen to them if she tries to back out of our new arrangement, don’t you pipsqueak?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled with a curtsy. He’d promised his wife repeatedly that he would never do that but she had insisted that, in order to take their relationship as Mistress and sissy maid as far as she wanted to and as far as he said he wanted her to, she needed an ace up her sleeve, a means to ensure he wouldn’t and couldn’t change his mind or refuse to obey her, no matter what she demanded of him.

Linda knew she would never do the things she threatened; she loved her husband. But she had to convince him that she would, or at least that she might, in order for their relationship as Mistress and maid to continue to develop as they both wanted it to. There had to be a means of enforcement. Pipsqueak had already had to go way outside of his comfort zone and they were only just getting started. There would inevitably be times when he would want to rebel and Linda needed to be able to get them through those times. Sometimes his love and devotion to her would be enough, other times persuasion or the dangling of a carrot would be required, but for some things she would need to be able to threaten her maid with consequences even more unacceptable than the thing he was rebelling against.

‘I thought I understood what a pathetic fucking loser you are,’ Sam addressed pipsqueak when he finished his second rendition. ‘But you are something else! It’s no wonder at all your wife needs to go outside her marriage for sex, is it?’

‘No Sir,’ pipsqueak responded, so quietly Linda barely heard him.

‘Apologise to your wife for being a worthless, waste of space who couldn’t satisfy her. Then thank her for cuckolding you with a real man.’

Pipsqueak obeyed but could not look his wife in the eye as he spoke, so Sam made him do it again, looking straight at her and with a curtsy before and after.

‘Now both of you upstairs,’ Sam ordered. ‘You are going to get the fucking that you’ve been waiting for your whole married life,’ he said to Linda. ‘And you,’ he smirked as he turned to her sissy maid husband, ‘are going to watch and see how the wife you love and adore so much responds to being properly fucked. By a man instead of a fucking sissy!’


Chapter 5: Wife’s Bull Takes Charge

After ordering his woman to undress but keep on her stockings and heels, Sam turned to pipsqueak and told him to stand at the bottom of their king-size bed and bend forward over the iron bedframe. The sound of Sam unbuckling his belt had a nervous pipsqueak twisting his head around to see what was happening.

As Linda climbed onto the bed and rearranged the pillows to make herself comfortable Sam snapped at pipsqueak, ‘Don’t look at me sissy, look at your wife. I want you to look her in the eyes and keep looking her in the eyes while I give you the thrashing you deserve!’

‘But I haven’t done anything…Sir,’ the wimp moaned.

‘You don’t get to decide if or when you are punished pipsqueak,’ Linda laughed. ‘You promised me you would be a good gurl and an obedient maid for Sam’s visit. Now do as you’re told or, when Sam is finished with his belt, I’ll take my crop to your sissy backside!’

Swish, CRACK! Sam’s belt whistled through the air to lay into pipsqueak’s bottom cheeks. He tried to pretend it didn’t hurt at first. Presumably some small remaining vestige of macho pride. It didn’t last though and by the fifth stroke his head was down as he tried to muffle his cries in the duvet.

‘Head up sweetheart!’ Linda reminded her husband with a smile. ‘I want to see right into those baby blues as you submit to my lover’s belt. I want to know you’re looking at my sexy body as I lie waiting for a real man to join me in my bed. When Sam has finished beating you, I’m going to give him something I never gave you. Do you know why I never gave it to you?’

CRACK!

‘Answer the lady pipsqueak!’ Sam yelled at him.

‘Because I didn’t deserve it Mistress?’ the sissy mumbled.

‘Are you asking me or telling me?’ Linda scolded her.

‘I don’t know Mistress,’ the poor thing pleaded, clearly unable to focus on the question and afraid of incurring his wife’s or her lover’s further displeasure.

‘You’re right pipsqueak, you didn’t deserve it,’ Linda smiled. ‘But mainly it’s because you were never man enough to take it. Just like you were never man enough for a lot of things!’

CRACK!

‘Ahh! Please it really hurts! Please, no more!’

‘I’m sorry sissy,’ Linda consoled her poor maid, ‘I’m not the one holding the belt. If I tried to stop Sam, he might just decide to give me the same treatment. I couldn’t stop him and neither could a wimp like you. So, you’ll just have to suck it up and make sure you try extra hard to avoid any future whippings by being a really good gurl for him.’

CRACK!

‘Please, Sir!’ pipsqueak tried pleading with Sam.

‘One more sissy,’ Linda’s lover smirked as he raised his arm, his bicep bulging and making her even more desperate to feel him inside her, taking what her husband had never dared to take but what Sam considered his right as her lover and her husband’s cuckolder. The last one had twice the force of those that preceded it making poor pipsqueak scream and drop to the floor, kissing Sam’s boots and telling him he would be a good gurl.

‘Stand up and undress me,’ Sam ordered. ‘Be quick about it unless you want another dozen like the last one faggot!’

The humiliation of being made to undress another man must have been awful enough but it was added to by the knowledge that he was preparing that man to fuck his wife. Pipsqueak’s hands shook as he removed each item of clothing, folded it carefully and laid it on his wife’s dressing table stool.

‘Now get on your knees,’ Sam looked over at Linda and winked as pipsqueak dropped to his knees, clearly trying not to look at Sam’s rapidly growing cock as it waved right in front of his face. ‘New rules for you pipsqueak,’ Sam smiled down at him. ‘That,’ he pointed at Linda, ‘is my property. You don’t touch my property, not even to do something like holding hands. You don’t kiss her anywhere except her feet or her pussy and then only if I give you permission. Bear in mind if I do give you permission that you’ll be kissing her feet to thank her for keeping you in chastity and cuckolding you. And you’ll be kissing her pussy to clean up my spunk as it leaks back out of her. Out of the pussy that should belong to her husband alone but that, because her husband is a pathetic sissy faggot who can’t satisfy her, belongs to me. Have you got all of that pipsqueak? If there’s anything you’re not entirely sure about you can get back in position for another whipping to help you concentrate.’

‘No Sir, I’ve got it, I understand. Please, I can’t take another belting!’

‘Tell me who your wife belongs to then,’ Linda’s alpha lover mocked.

‘You Sir, my wife belongs to you.’

‘Tell her,’ Sam demanded as he smiled at Linda, making her tremble with lust for him.

‘You belong to him,’ the beta husband muttered, unable to look at his smiling wife.

‘Who’s him, faggot?’ Sam yelled at him.

‘You belong to Mr Sam, Mistress,’ pipsqueak hurried to correct his mistake.

‘Now show me you mean it,’ Sam demanded. ‘Suck me. Get my cock ready to fuck your unfaithful slut of a wife! Tell you wife first though why you’re gonna suck my cock!’

‘Please Mistress, I’m going to suck Mr Sam’s cock,’ the wimp mumbled.

‘And why are you going to do that honey?’ Linda mocked her husband, cocking her head to one side in the innocent playful way that made him almost explode with love for her.

‘To get him ready to fuck you Mistress.’

‘I don’t think that’s the only reason now, is it?’ Linda smiled. ‘I think you like sucking Sam’s big cock almost as much as I do. Isn’t that right?’

‘Please Mistress, I… ‘

‘Answer me properly pipsqueak or I’ll ask Sam to take his belt to you again, then send you off to do your housework so you won’t get to watch!’ Linda yelled him, making him cringe.

‘Please Mistress,’ pipsqueak began, knowing he had no choice but to admit to his wife and her bull that he really was exactly that – a cocksucker, a sissy cocksucker. A sissy who sucked cocks because he liked it. ‘I like sucking Mr Sam’s huge cock to get it ready to fuck you, Mistress.’

‘That’s better,’ Sam joined in as he wiped his giant black cock across pipsqueak’s lips until he opened up. ‘Now show your sexy wife what a good gurl you are. Suck that cock, slut. Suck it good!’


Chapter 6: A New Experience

Linda’s first experience of anal sex began with a great deal of excitement mixed with quite a lot of trepidation. Seeing the way her husband’s lips were stretched to their limit to accommodate her lover’s impressive organ made her wonder how her virgin ass could possibly accommodate it. She’d been using a butt plug for a few days to try to get used to the stretching and lots of lubricant helped but it was still painful at first, so painful she twice lost her nerve and begged her lover to stop. Fortunately, as it turned out, Sam was not the kind of man who took no for an answer. He backed off momentarily both times, ordering the worried looking pipsqueak to apply yet more lube. In the end Linda’s tightness was no match for her lover’s determination or his rock-hard weapon and, with a squeal of pain she felt the bulbous head force its way into her body.

Sam was gentle at first, giving her time to become accustomed to the novel intrusion of a real cock into her most private place. As Linda relaxed though, his thrusts became longer, forcing his battering ram of manhood deeper and deeper into her bowels. Gradually the pain turned to pleasure and Linda’s squeals turned to moans, her protests to encouragement. She wanted this, not just for herself but for her husband too, knowing full well the overwhelming effect it must be having on him as he knelt submissively at the side of the bed staring wide-eyed at the love of his life being possessed, on her hands and knees being owned and properly broken in by another man while the sharp spikes inside his chastity tube did their work, denying him even the small compensation of getting a partial hard-on.

When the pleasure sensations became too much Linda’s arms and legs collapsed and she fell forward onto her face, cumming in waves of almost unbearable pleasure. Her lover relaxed his huge arms, falling forward on top of her, pinning her to the bed, their sweat-soaked bodies sliding against each other. Turning her head to look at her sissy husband to make sure he was watching; Linda moved her hands to cover those of her lover as they lay flat on the bed either side of her head. Entwining her tiny delicate and perfectly manicured fingers with his much larger ones, she begged Sam to cum inside her, to own her.

For his part Sam had never felt anything so soft and tight as the sexy ass that gripped his penis, seeming to milk it desperately. He felt relief that his conquest wanted him to cum now as, despite his experience and prowess he knew he could not last much longer. So, burying his face in Linda’s long dark silky hair, he bellowed his triumph as he unloaded what felt like a gallon of thick ropey spunk so deeply inside her he half expected to see it erupt from her mouth.

‘I own you now baby!’ the huge black conqueror gasped.

‘Yes!’ Linda laughed. ‘Yes, you do, you really do!’

‘You!’ Sam yelled at pipsqueak, making him jump. ‘Look on the dressing table, your wife left the key for your chastity cage there. Unlock your little embarrassment and kneel in the corner facing the wall. Get my underpants too, put them over your head and find your wife’s panties, you can use them to jerk off into.’

Still in a state of shock at the emotionally devastating scene he had just witnessed, but also hardly believing his luck and desperate not to do anything that might change Sam’s mind, a timid and nervous pipsqueak rushed to comply. It seemed to take an age to remove the cage as he had to unscrew the spikes before he could unlock it and slide the hated tube off his bursting cock. The embarrassment of wearing his wife’s lover’s underpants over his head and the disgusting smell of cock they gave off paled almost into insignificance as he felt the soft silk of his wife’s panties against his bobbing cock. This was what weeks of chastity and teasing had reduced him to and the awareness of that fact had him instantly erect.

‘How long should we give it to dribble its slime?’ he heard Sam asking Linda.

‘Probably about thirty seconds will be enough I should think,’ she answered and they both laughed.

‘Alright pipsqueak, you heard the lady. You have exactly thirty seconds then you leave go of that little thing no matter what. Do not disobey me or you might never get another chance. Got it?’

‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir,’ pipsqueak squeaked.

‘Go!’

Thirty seconds went by in a flash and when the poor little wanker heard ‘Stop!’ it required such a supreme effort of will to remove his grip that he swooned and almost passed out. He hadn’t cum! It wasn’t enough time! It had taken most of the thirty seconds to get past the unconscious conviction that getting hard would be punished by the spikes. He hadn’t cum, he hadn’t fucking cum…. then suddenly, as he stared down at his knicker wrapped erection, it began to jump and a wet patch began to form inside his wife’s discarded knickers. He was cumming! After almost eight interminably long weeks of denial, he was finally draining his swollen blue balls.

His groan of release soon turned to one of despair as he realised there were none of the sensations he’d hoped for and dreamed of for weeks. No spurting, no orgasmic waves, no mind-blowing explosion of release. No. Just a couple of weak spurts and then a slow dribble. He had ruined his own orgasm!

‘Get that cage back on faggot!’ Sam yelled at him. ‘Your wife shouldn’t have to look at that pathetic excuse for a cock. It will just remind her of how many years she wasted on it. And make sure you screw those spikes right in! Then get over here so your wife can check it’s locked away properly.’

‘Well pipsqueak,’ Linda smiled up at her husband as she lay back in her lover’s arms. ‘Did you enjoy your little ruined sissy dribble?’

Staring down under the underpants still on his head at his once more securely caged manhood (could it even be called that now?), his wife’s cum soaked panties still held rolled up in his hand, pipsqueak realised his conundrum. If he said no, he had not enjoyed it, either his wife, her lover or both of them might take his answer as a sign of ingratitude and sentence him to an even longer period of chastity to teach him a lesson. But if he answered yes, he had enjoyed it, that might give them carte blanche to ensure all future orgasms were ruined too.

‘Answer you wife, pipsqueak,’ Sam growled.

‘I…I’m not…I mean it was…thank you Mistress, thank you Sir.’

‘Fucking loser!’ Sam sneered.

‘Don’t be so cruel you big bully!’ Linda laughed as she playfully slapped her lover’s thigh. ‘Don’t listen to him sweety, you did very well. Now you’d better pop those panties in your mouth. You can suck them clean while you run off to get Sam and I some nice cold drinks. And keep Sam’s underpants on your head, it’s a good look for a sissy.’

The sound of the front door slamming closed woke Linda from a deep and satisfying sleep. Waking to find her lover gone, she rose, slipped on her fluffy white dressing gown and the cute little fluffy slippers with tiny stuffed teddy bears attached to the tops that Chris had bought her for her birthday and slowly she descended the stairs. Her intention was to tease her husband about the latest developments in their female led relationship, his ruined orgasm and her cuckolding of him, but she could not find him.

After calling his name several times she thought she heard a muffled answer coming from the hallway. After calling him again Linda finally traced his voice to the cloak cupboard. Opening the door, she burst out laughing at the pathetic sight that greeted her. Poor pipsqueak was kneeling facing her, still in his sissy outfit but with a crudely made cardboard sign hanging around his neck. The sign read ‘I Am A Worthless Sissy Who Can’t Satisfy His Wife’.

‘Well,’ laughed Linda, ‘I can’t accuse you of false advertising, can I? Come on out of there.’

‘I can’t,’ Chris responded. ‘Sam… I mean Mr Sam said I had to stay in here on my knees until he calls and tells you to let me out. He said if I disobey him, he won’t be back and you will never see him again. He said you would blame me for that.’

‘He’s right, I would,’ Linda answered. ‘Oh well, see you later then pipsqueak,’ she smiled as she closed the door leaving him in darkness once more.

Sometime later a flushed looking Linda opened the closet door again, ‘Your master said you can come out now, you little sissy. I just need to take your picture first. There, now out you come. I just finished talking to him. We had phone sex; I’ve never done that before, not even with you. It was very exciting!’

As pipsqueak rose unsteadily to his feet, Linda was staring thoughtfully into the cupboard behind him. ‘You know, you’ve given me an idea. There’s actually quite a lot of room in there isn’t there? Almost enough for you to lie down flat. I think it would make a nice little maid’s bedroom. After all, the way things are going, we can hardly have you sleeping with me in my bed, now, can we? It would be entirely inappropriate, not to mention very disrespectful to my lover and confusing for you. And the spare bedrooms are far too nice to waste on a servant. No, you need to know your place, I need my privacy and Sam needs to be reassured that there won’t be anything inappropriate going on behind his back.’

‘But I’m your husband,’ pipsqueak moaned, somehow hanging on to the idea that gave him the right to expect some sort of preferential treatment.

‘Precisely,’ Linda agreed. ‘You are my sissy husband and Sam is my lover. So, he belongs in my bed and you belong in the cupboard, now the maid’s room. The subject is closed. You can move your things out of my room tomorrow and store them in the smallest spare bedroom. I’ll allow you to use that as a dressing room but I don’t want you sleeping in there. Now you’d better tidy the lounge and the kitchen then you can get yourself off to bed. I’m sure you can find time tomorrow to make yourself a nice little bed in there but, for tonight, the floor will have to do.’

‘Please Linda,’ pipsqueak tried to break through to his wife of over twenty years. ‘I don’t want to sleep in there on my own. We’ve never slept apart before; we should be together. I love you.’

‘I love you too,’ Linda answered coldly, ‘But if you think I’m going to sleep in a cupboard you are sadly mistaken.’

‘You know what I mean,’ snapped pipsqueak, ‘I mean in bed, in our bed.’

‘There is no ‘our’ bed, not any more. In case you haven’t noticed my darling husband, I have a lover now, a boyfriend. Just like you wanted me to, yes?’

‘Yes but…’

‘No buts! This is your life now; I suggest you come to terms with it. You have been demoted. You are no longer the man in my life. I like having a maid and I want it to be you but it doesn’t have to be. You know as well as I do that there are plenty of ownerless sissies out there who would happily take your place in a heartbeat. Shall I make some enquiries?’

‘No, no, I don’t want you to have someone else. I want to be your maid; you know I do!’

‘Then I suggest you spend the first night in your new room coming to terms with our new relationship and your place in my life. Now get out of my sight! Oh, one more thing before you go. If you ever fail to address me properly as Mistress in future, including with a submissive curtsy, I will tie you down and have my lover use a cane on your sissy backside instead of his belt. Is that clear, maid?’


Chapter 7: Cuckold Bondage

Linda and Chris had played bondage and teasing games before. Chris had purchased a latex bondage sack that Linda would zip him into before pulling a latex hood over his head and zipping it up the back. The hood had an inflatable gag and a small hole over each nostril to breathe through. Chris had spent many an afternoon dreamily encased in hot slick latex, mumbling and groaning through his gag and heaving for air through the tiny nose holes as his sexy wife opened the zip over his groin and playfully teased his bursting erection. She had become incredibly adept at judging precisely just when to stop to avoid letting her husband cum, leaving him to suffer and recover his breath for a while then starting in again with her tiny delicate fingers. Eventually she always gave in and let him have a long-awaited orgasm that made him see stars as he bucked and heaved like a landed fish.

If Chris expected the present situation to pan out in a similar fashion he was in for a surprise. Linda had suggested, much to Chris’s joy and excitement, that they get out the sack and play. Being over eight weeks since his last orgasm, which he had been forced to ruin himself, Chris was in no mind to argue and soon found himself naked and securely cocooned in tight latex, blind to the world, thoroughly gagged and breathing heavily through the holes in the mask. The first surprise was the feeling of being pressed down into the mattress of the single bed in the smallest spare bedroom as Linda used ratchet straps at his ankles, knees, hips and chest to tie his cocooned body down onto the bed. With his arms held tightly inside the internal sleeves of the bondage sack there was no way for him to escape anyway. But now he did not even have the option of raising or moving any part of his body except his head.

Finally, even that small freedom was denied him as his devilishly scheming wife pushed a pillow under his head, rolled a small towel and placed it across his forehead then secured one more ratchet strap over the top. It was a strange feeling to be held so tightly and so completely immobile; worrying and yet incredibly arousing at the same time. Chris’s cock responded to this new predicament by valiantly but futilely attempting to expand inside its metal prison. Grateful for small mercies he was glad his wife had not decided to extend the sharp spikes.

‘There now,’ Linda beamed. ‘All trussed up with nowhere you can go! Now you just relax my little pipsqueak, let me take care of everything.’

He heard the sound of latex gloves being snapped on then felt the zip above his groin being pulled down. He could not help attempting to make an involuntary thrust of his hips as he felt his darling wife manhandling his metal chastity tube.

‘Now I know how desperate you are but we don’t want any accidents do we pipsqueak? Maybe I’d better get these spikes screwed in so your naughty little cocklet can’t disgrace itself.’

‘Shit!’ he thought, having hoped she was about to actually remove the cage.

Each spike hurt as it skewered the flesh of his cock, forcing him to try to think of something that would temper his arousal and deflate his misbehaving cock. But with the tight bondage, the overpowering smell of rubber and the closeness of his wife, it was a losing battle.

‘There, all done sweetheart. I need a nice glass of wine after that. Be back soon. Don’t go away, will you?’ Linda teased as she retrieved her jacket from the wardrobe and draped it over his face, adding to his torment with the smell of leather mixed with her perfume.

As Chris or pipsqueak as he was increasingly beginning to think of himself, drifted semi-consciously, dreaming of his incredibly sexy wife and how dominant she was becoming, then trying to come to terms with the pain of the spikes as they mercilessly denied him even the hint of an erection, he was suddenly aware of someone coming into the room. No, not someone, two people. There was the sound of his wife’s sexy mules on the hardwood flooring but also the heavier sound of boots, a man’s boots.

‘Wakey wakey sleepyhead,’ Linda called as she lifted her coat from her husband’s face. The rush of fresh air was welcome but the intrusion of what he assumed was his wife’s lover was not.

‘Hey pipsqueak,’ Sam said, ‘How you doing? Your wife invited me over to watch her tease you. I told her I wasn’t really interested but she promised it would be fun for me too. Hope you don’t mind.’

‘Of course she doesn’t mind, do you pipsqueak?’ Linda laughed. Chris hated it when his wife referred to him as a she, especially in front of her lover, but he could not deny it excited him too. Everything she did lately excited him so much he could hardly stand it. The more cruel she was, the more demanding and heartless, the more it excited him. It scared him but he could do nothing to change the fact.

‘We’re both really happy you’re hear, isn’t that right sissy? Oh, silly me, you can’t answer, can you? You can’t even nod your head. Never mind, I know this is what you want, because it’s what I want and that’s all that should matter to a sissy husband. So, this is what we’re going to do. Instead of the usual bondage sack game we’ve played before that revolves around your pleasure, we’re going to play one that revolves around mine. Well, mine and Sam’s actually.’

Pipsqueak felt his wife climb onto the bed to straddle his chest then suddenly he could not breath. Linda had pinched closed the two tiny airholes in the mask. Sucking in only pulled the sweat soaked inside of the latex mask tighter still against the skin of his face. Breathing out made it balloon away from him.

‘No point in struggling sweetheart,’ he dimly heard through his panic. ‘You’re stuck with whatever I want to do to you.’

She left go and Chris heaved his chest against her weight, struggling to draw life-giving air through the two small holes and into his lungs.

‘I’ll explain when you’ve calmed down a little,’ Linda soothed her poor latex encased toy, making no move to relieve the weight on his chest.

Inside the bondage sack pipsqueak was already soaked in sweat and trying to calm himself. He had enough air, he just needed to stay calm. They’d played breath play games before, mostly at his suggestion. His wife would never let anything happen to him; it was just a game. Relax. Relax.

‘There now pipsqueak,’ Linda smiled down at the form of her latex cocooned sissy husband. ‘Now I’ll explain. You see I need you to understand that you are no longer my priority. I’ve demoted you because you failed me as a man and as a husband. Sam is my man now and he is my priority. I belong to him now and I’ll do whatever he asks me to in order to make him happy and keep him as my lover. What the cost of that is to you is of no interest to me.

‘So, in order to show you both what I mean, I’m going to torture you with a little breath play. But, because Sam and I are a couple now and we do things together, he is going to join in too. So, if you find yourself desperate for air it might be because I don’t want to give you any or it might be because I’m waiting for him to say you can have some. I’m going to be a good girl and obey my lover, to show him how much his happiness and pleasure means to me and how little yours does. By the time we’re finished here neither of you will be in any doubt at all what my priorities are or what your places are in my life. So, let’s begin. Sam darling?’

‘Sit on its face,’ Sam smiled as he sat down on a chair he’d brought from the dining room. ‘Stay there until I say you can move.’

The lifting of Linda’s weight from pipsqueak’s chest was a relief that lasted only until he felt that weight drop down onto his face. Unable to move his head to either side, the poor sissy only had time to quickly fill his lungs before the damp silk gusset of his wife’s panties stretched over the nose holes in his latex hood.

Barely a minute passed  before pipsqueak’s nerve broke and he tried to cry out around the inflated latex bulb that filled his mouth making his cheeks bulge. To his horror he quickly discovered that the only parts of his entire body he could move were his fingers and toes and even then, it was only by a few millimetres.

After what felt to pipsqueak like ten minutes at least but was actually less than two, Sam told Linda to lift up and allow the sissy to breathe. Pipsqueak wanted so badly to protest, to try to reason, to explain he couldn’t take this, it was too much; but there wasn’t time to even try to make himself understood around the damned gag before his unfaithful wife dropped her pussy back onto his face.

Sam kept an eye on his watch, as Linda watched him. At two minutes she was asking with her expression for permission to let her husband breathe. Her lover just smiled and shook his head. ‘Be a good girl for me like you promised,’ he encouraged her.

After another thirty seconds he nodded to her and she lifted up and slid down to lie full length on top of her desperately gasping husband. To pipsqueak’s amazement he felt her fingers caress his face and her lips lightly touching the latex of his mask, kissing it once, twice, three times.

‘You know I love you sweetheart,’ she was telling him. ‘But I have Sam now. I belong to him and I have to do what he says. You want me to be happy, don’t you? Well, you have to accept that making Sam happy makes me happy. A little bit of suffering isn’t too much for me to ask of my sissy maid husband, is it?’

The whisper was deliberately loud enough for her lover to hear and he smiled as she looked over at him. He’d never met anyone like her. So beautiful, so sexually adventurous and such a bitch to the sissy she was married to. She was way too much woman for that wimp. He could not believe she’d stayed faithful to him for so long. Or what the wimp got out of being treated so badly by his wife. But anyway, who cared. He was going to enjoy this for as long as he could make it last. They’d come a long way very quickly but he still wanted more, a lot more.

‘Use your feet,’ Sam suggested making Linda giggle as she rose upright again to sit on her bound husband’s chest and bring her stockinged legs up to rest her tiny size four feet on his face. Chris had a huge fetish for his wife’s feet, especially in stockings, a fact she’d divulged to her lover. She was wearing white ones today, partly to tease her husband but also because she loved the way they contrasted with her lover’s dark ebony skin when she wrapped her legs around his naked body.

In choosing Sam, Linda had been looking in particular for a black guy. She had teased pipsqueak that she wanted to see if it was true that black guys were hugely endowed. Well, she couldn’t say for sure about all black guys but with Sam it was certainly true. His size, his physique and his contemptuous attitude to pipsqueak were all points very much in his favour but she could not deny loving the fact that she, a middle class, highly educated and well respected married white lady, had a black lover. There was just something so erotically taboo about it. Plus, of course, it added greatly to her poor cuckold husband’s humiliation. There was no way Chris could possibly compete on any of those points. All she had to do was convince poor pipsqueak that they were the things that turned her on and mattered most to her. That was not necessarily the case, but she had no complaints!

‘Poor little pipsqueak loves his Mistress’s feet, don’t you pipsqueak?’ Linda teased her captive husband as she used the big toe of each foot to cover the air holes over his nostrils. Her head tilted to one side and she smiled as she thought about how sexy her red-painted toe nails looked through the white fifteen denier stockings. The contrast of those against the shiny black latex hood made her think about her lover and she turned her head to blow him a kiss.

Sam rose from his chair and walked over to Linda, grabbing a handful of her long dark hair in one giant fist, closing his other hand around her delicate white throat and bending forward to kiss her. As she felt her lover’s wet tongue invading her mouth Linda amused herself by lifting the toe of one foot then dropping it back in place for a while before raising the other one. Then something happened that had never happened to her before.

The erotic stimulation from so utterly dominating her oxygen starved husband joined with the helpless feeling of being completely in the power of another man, a powerful alpha male, made her cum. She knew she was excited but she had no idea! As it washed over her in a huge wave of intense pleasure, she actually saw stars, her body convulsed and she moaned helplessly into her lover’s mouth.

Sam held her while she recovered but he was clearly impatient for relief himself.

‘Lie down beside him, knickers off!’ he ordered Linda.

‘Wait just a second baby,’ she begged her lover. ‘I just need to get something ready.’

Sam started stripping off his clothes as Linda spoke to her husband. ‘Would you like me to unscrew the nasty spikes and take off the mask now pipsqueak? You would? OK, well you have to promise to be a good gurl and good gurls should be seen and not heard. So,’ she explained as she released the strap holding pipsqueak’s head, deflated his gag and reached around to unzip the hood. ‘I’m going to replace your inflatable gag with this ball gag.’

Knowing better than to resist, pipsqueak just took advantage of the cool fresh air on his face, drawing lungfuls in through his nose as his Mistress pushed a rubber ball between his teeth securing it with a buckle behind his head. Then, sliding down to straddle his thighs she pulled apart the zip over his groin and extracted the metal chastity tube to begin unscrewing the spikes with the special key.

Pipsqueak felt ridiculously grateful, not only to be breathing freely but to be without the painful bite of those damned spikes. Of course, that gratitude was tinged with the realisation of how far his beautiful wife had pushed him down the road of submission. While most men would consider sex, be it intercourse, a blow job or whatever, as their right, he was so pussy whipped that he was grateful just to be able to enjoy a tiny partial erection inside his chastity tube without it being punished into retreat by stabbing pains.

‘Take me like this darling,’ Linda suggested to Sam after rezipping the bondage sack, pulling down her knickers, throwing them across the room and straddling pipsqueak’s latex encased body. As she rested on hands and knees looking down at her helpless hubby, Sam climbed up behind her, huge cock in one hand, wanking it fully hard and ready to penetrate his bitch. To pipsqueak’s alarm, his other hand held a clear plastic bag which he passed to Linda.

‘Oh fuck!’ Linda moaned as she was mounted. Then, lifting her hands from the bed she pulled the bag over her husband’s sweating face pulling the open ends of the plastic bag tight around his neck. As pipsqueak breathed in, she lowered her head to lick his face through the plastic as it pulled tight against his face.

As he once more fought futilely for air, pipsqueak could not help being simultaneously hurt and hugely excited by two things his wife had said. Firstly, she had called another man baby and then darling! Secondly and just as shocking, she had sworn. She never swore. Not even when she was really angry. He’d never heard her swear, certainly not during sex. It had taken the monster cock of a huge black bull to make her break her lifetime taboo.

As her lover began to fuck her from behind, slapping her ass with his huge hands, one firm buttock and then the other, leaving big red handprints, Linda released her grip on the plastic bag and lifted up the front edge. As pipsqueak gasped for air, she spat on the rubber ball showing between his teeth. Then twice more into his left eye then his right, making him try to blink to see through the gobs of her saliva.

‘Fuck me baby,’ Linda yelled to her lover, ‘Fuck your bitch!’

Then, with her poor cuckold reeling from her out of character language, Linda spit twice more, this time over one of his nostrils then the other. Mouth blocked by the ball gag, pipsqueak had to breathe in through his nose and Linda laughed as her saliva was sucked up into his nostrils.

‘Close that fucking bag,’ Linda heard Sam yell from behind her and she laughed as she obeyed.

In a world of erotic submission, the subject of such clearly demonstrated contempt and cruelty by the woman he loved and worshiped, helplessly bound in skin-tight latex and going light headed from a lack of air as his wife enjoyed the cock of another man, pipsqueak felt himself cumming. Not an orgasm. The damned chastity tube saw to that. Not an explosion of the senses. Not even a blessed relief. Just a repressed flow of warm wetness leaking from the end of the metal tube to run down over his sensitive blue balls and between his legs.

Through a mental haze pipsqueak was dimly aware of Sam ordering Linda, ‘On your back bitch, move.’

The plastic bag was released as she clambered to obey, lying down beside her captive spouse but opening her arms and legs to her lover. Sam was quickly inside her, grasping her ankles and lifting them to rest on his hugely muscled shoulders as he ploughed her unfaithful pussy.

As pipsqueak turned his head to try to see his wife’s face through the mist on the inside of the plastic bag, she turned to him and smiled. Then one of her hands came up to pull closed the plastic bag as the other reached up to caress her lover’s face.

‘Fuck me baby! Fuck me! I want… you… I want… Oh fuck! I want you to c… c… cum inside me while I suff… ocate my s… s… sissy husband!’

Realising that his wife was not going to release her grip on the bag sucking against his face and denying him the tiniest amount of life-giving oxygen, pipsqueak used the last of his stale air to squeal around his gag. Thinking that his wife must have heard him he was hugely relieved when the neck of the bag suddenly went slack and he was able to heave in cool fresh air.

He was wrong though. Linda was completely unaware that she had released her grip because, in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced, she had passed out cold. As soon as he started to get his breath back, pipsqueak became aware of the sudden lack of sound and movement from his wife and realised what had happened. Sam had realised too but the helpless state of the woman beneath him, her unconscious floppy state, only served to further fuel his lust.

‘Fucking bitch!’ he yelled as he pounded her like a rag doll, bellowing out his lust as he rutted pipsqueak’s helpless, gentle and demure wife like a wild animal. His cry when he finally unloaded the contents of his huge swinging balls into his helpless conquest terrified pipsqueak but also brought Linda round just in time to feel the walls of her soaking wet unfaithful pussy being hosed with thick white ropes of potent alpha sperm.

Now it was Sam’s turn to flop lifelessly down on top of Linda, pinning her to the mattress under the weight of his huge, sweat soaked body. Pangs of jealousy and cuckold angst gripped pipsqueak’s innards as he watched through the misted-up bag as the woman he loved more than anything in the world stroked her lover’s back with her perfectly manicured nails while she spoke into his ear, deliberately loud enough for her husband to hear, ‘Thank you baby, thank you. I love how you fuck me and make me yours, you’re amazing!’


Chapter 8: Milking The Cuckold

‘I'm going to milk you, because you've been a good gurl,’ Linda whispered in her husband’s ear as he stood at the kitchen sink dressed in a black and white satin sissy maid’s dress, stockings and heels. His pink rubber gloved hands paused in their washing of dishes as he felt his long-deprived cock immediately responding to his wife’s closeness, the smell of her perfume and the thought of being allowed to cum, by straining against the walls of its metal prison.

Pipsqueak actually let out a girly gasp as Linda slipped her hand under his skirt to grasp his aching blue balls and lead him upstairs into the bathroom.

‘I'm so horny," she said, "I've just been chatting to Sam on my phone,’ she explained. ‘He described how he would like to fuck me in front of his friends. He’s taking me out tonight, for a drink somewhere to show me off to his pals. I told him they will think I’m a proper cougar, being almost old enough to be his mother. But he said I don’t look anywhere near my age and all they will be thinking is what a lucky bastard he is. That was nice of him, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ pipsqueak answered, as he scurried along in his heels trying to keep up.

‘You don’t mind if I go out with my boyfriend tonight, do you?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak blurted, not daring to say anything else when was so close to the possibility of an orgasm.

‘He asked me how long you’ve been chaste. What is it, six weeks now?’

‘Nine weeks and three days Mistress,’ pipsqueak answered.

‘Are you correcting me sissy?’ Linda snapped as she suddenly came to a halt at the bathroom door.

‘No, no Mistress, of course not!’

‘Mmmm, thin ice gurl, thin ice! Unlike you I have better things to think about than how long it’s been since my last orgasm.’

‘That’s because you get to cum whenever you feel like it, which is usually several times a fucking day, while I can only hope for a few times a fucking year!’ he wanted to scream at her, but he didn’t. Fuck knew how long she would make him wait for the opportunity to cum if he did!

‘Anyway,’ Linda went on, seemingly oblivious to her sissy husband’s desperate plight, ‘He must have been in a good mood because he said that I should take pity on you and let you have a little dribble. He suggested I toss you off into the toilet because your sperm is worthless,’ she smiled as she pushed open the door and dragged the nervous maid inside.

‘So,’ she said, with a glint in her eye, ‘I'm going to unlock your cage and quickly tug your little cock until you cum into the bowl... then I'm going to flush it away where it belongs, in the sewer. Drop your panties girl, here’s the key. Quickly now, I don’t have all night to waste on this!’

With shaking hands pipsqueak hurried to obey his wife. Linda pushed him forward to lean over the toilet, hands pressed against the wall then she pulled on a pair of latex surgical gloves. Standing behind her maid, she began to ever so lightly run her latex covered fingers around and along his bobbing cock, barely touching it at all.

‘You're still my baby, aren’t you?’ she whispered in his ear.

‘Yes,’ gasped in reply.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good gurl. But your little cock is not good enough for me, is it?’

‘No.’ I say.

‘No what?’

‘No Mistress.’

‘If I have to remind you again it’s over!’

‘Sorry, Mistress, it’s just, it feels so good!’

‘I have to wear gloves to touch it though, don’t I? It's not like a black man's cock... not like Sam’s cock,’ she said suddenly, aggressively tugging at his penis.

‘No, Mistress,’ pipsqueak admitted.

‘I'm a bad wife...’ Linda said. ‘I'm sorry.’

‘No, you’re a perfect wife,’ pipsqueak replied. ‘The best wife in the world!’

‘Aagh, that’s nice sweety,’ Linda smiled.

‘Will you hold me? Please Linda! I mean Mistress. Please hold me when I cum for you!’

‘No,’ she says. ‘I'm sorry... that’s not going to happen. ‘

‘Please Mistress,’ pipsqueak begged, ‘Please let me see your stockings.’

‘My stockings are for my lover sweetheart, you know that.’

‘At least let me kiss you, Mistress! Please, just once, I miss kissing and holding you so much!’

‘Enough talking,’ Linda snapped coldly. ‘If this is how you are going to behave when I take pity on you, then I won’t bother in future.’

‘I’m sorry Mistress,’ pipsqueak moaned in defeat.

‘As you've been a naughty maid, you're going to have to finish yourself off. You don’t deserve the feeling of my sexy hand, do you?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak moaned.

‘You don’t deserve to cum at all, actually. I’m not sure why I’m being so soft on you. It’s not as if you even appreciate it, is it?’

‘I do Mistress, I really appreciate it! I love you, you’re the best wife and the best Mistress in the world!’

‘And you’re a pathetic wimp who would say anything for the chance to have a sissy dribble, aren’t you?’

‘No, please Mistress, I mean it, really!’

‘Make sure your cum lands in the toilet bowl where it belongs. I want to see it.’

In no position to argue, pipsqueak did as he was told, taking himself in hand.

‘You’re driving me insane Mistress!’ he gasped.

‘I know,’ Linda smiled as she stood to one side, arms folded, watching her desperate husband demean himself.

"I love you Linda...."

‘Do you?’

‘You know I do! I love you so much! I’d do anything for you, anything!’

‘Please... this is getting boring,’ she answered curtly. ‘Hurry up because I need to finish getting ready. And its Mistress Linda to you.’

‘Where are you going Mistress?’

‘I told you, out with Sam and his friends.’ she says sharply.

‘Will you be coming home tonight, Mistress?’

‘No, we’re staying over at one of their homes. Jake, I think he’s called. He’s Sam’s best mate. Very handsome from the look of the picture Sam showed me. Who knows, maybe I’ll be having my first threesome while you slave away at your housework,’ Linda teased.

‘Would you really do that, Mistress?’

‘I might do. It's none of your business to be honest.’

‘Please Mistress!’

‘Well, if you must know, yes, I would, if Sam asked me to. We’re a couple now so I have to look after my lover’s needs and if that’s what he wants then fine. I'll get on my knees and suck his cock while he watches his best friend fuck me from behind. Clear enough for you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘After they’ve both cum inside me I might turn around and suck Jake while Sam fucks my used pussy.’

‘Please Mistress, may I cum?’ pipsqueak gasped.

Linda reached round to cup his swollen little balls with her latex-gloved hand, grabbing his hair with her other hand to pull his head back and look him in the eyes, ‘Ruin it for me pipsqueak!’

‘I love you!’ he moaned as he left go of his cock and the pent-up spunk boiled out to drip and splash into the toilet bowl as they both stood there watching.

‘Good gurl... there it goes...’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ pipsqueak answered as a tear rolled down his cheek, ‘There it goes.’

Pipsqueak watched as Linda’s hand pushed the lever to flush the system. He imagined the same beautiful delicate hand gently cupping her lover’s balls as she rolled her mouth over his cock - eyes shut - in ecstasy – pleasing her man as his friend used her pussy.

‘Right, quickly, cage back on. We don’t want that silly little thing free for any longer than necessary. Then I want my boots polished. You wouldn’t want your wife going out in dirty boots, would you?

The boots in question were of the finest Italian soft leather, a previous wedding anniversary present from pipsqueak to his wife; he loved to see her in boots. They didn’t need cleaning but he was glad to do it anyway. Being able to touch and smell the sexy footwear that would soon be encasing his wife’s sexy little stockinged feet was a real treat for him.

As Linda sat at her dressing table wearing a leather skirt that matched the boots and a white silk blouse perfecting her makeup, he knelt at her side polishing the stunning boots and catching occasional glimpses of his wife’s stocking tops as she fine-tuned her makeup. As usual Linda knew exactly how to push his buttons.

‘We’ve come a long way, haven’t we?’ she began. ‘When the highlight of your day, your week even, is being allowed to clean your wife’s boots. You are such a pathetic excuse for a man now, aren’t you? I bet, if I’d given you the choice, you’d rather clean my boots than cum, wouldn’t you?’

‘I’m not sure Mistress, I…’

‘Well, there’s your answer. What do you think Sam would say if I offered him the same choice; fuck me or clean my boots?’

‘He’d fuck you Mistress.’

‘And why is that I wonder?’

‘Because he’s a real man Mistress.’

‘Yes, he is which is why I’ve been thinking about my wedding rings. Now that Sam and I are romantically involved as well as sexually, I mean we go out together, we socialise, he’s even talking about taking me away on holiday to Jamaica to meet his Mum! Don’t worry, I haven’t decided whether or not to go yet, although the idea does really turn me on! Anyway, with all that in mind, I don’t think I should continue to wear my wedding and engagement rings. It’s not really fair on Sam. He hasn’t said anything but I’m sure he would see it as a show of devotion from me and also of respect from you if I took them off. What do you think pipsqueak?’

‘I love you Mistress. The thought of you taking off your rings hurts more than I can put into words. But it also drives me crazy with love and lust and jealousy and a million other things! I was the one who started this. I had no idea you would take to it the way you have, but it doesn’t make any sense at all for me to complain. Everything you’ve done since we started this has been mind-blowing. Some of it has terrified me to begin with but somehow the sheer erotic power of it always wins and just trumps everything else. What I’m trying to say is I love you, more every day. More every time you launch us further into whatever this is. I love you and I want you to do whatever you think is best for us.’

‘Thank you, baby,’ Linda smiled as she leaned over to kiss her husband chastely on his forehead. ‘I’ll put them in my jewellery box so they’re safe. You can take them out and look at them any time you like. But I won’t be putting them back on, not while I’m with Sam. Now get those boots polished, or don’t you think your wife should look sexy for her lover?’


Chapter 9: Wearing Her Lover’s Ring

‘Where are you pipsqueak?’ Linda called out from the hallway. It was around lunch time Sunday morning and she was just returning home from a night spent with her lover, Sam.

Her husband Chris, or pipsqueak as she had named him after her lover called him by the shameful name to humiliate him, was upstairs making sure his Mistress wife’s bedroom and ensuite were in perfect order for her return.

‘Here Mistress,’ he called as he rushed to greet his Mistress, having to take the stairs very carefully in the four-inch heels that were part of the maid’s uniform he now wore full time except when he was at work.

‘Hurry up sissy,’ Linda encouraged him as she pulled up her leather skirt and peeled down her panties. ‘I’ve been trying to keep this for you but there’s so much! I could feel it leaking out of me all the way home. On your knees now, quickly gurl!’

Being addressed as a girl by his beautiful sexy wife never failed to fan pipsqueak’s submissive fires and, as he hurried to obey, he was grateful she had not insisted, as she normally did, that the sharp spikes inside his chastity tube be fully extended before he was allowed to service her.

‘I don’t have time to mess about with your chastity cage, I need cleaning,’ Linda explained coldly as she grabbed the back of her maid’s head to pull his face into her sopping wet unfaithful pussy. ‘Consider it a special treat but don’t expect it to become the norm. Now lick me you little slut, lick!’

Despite the night and morning of energetic and rewarding sex that Linda had enjoyed, the sight of her submissive husband in his maid’s uniform, on his knees and eagerly trying to please her by licking another man’s cum from her pussy, was just too much; she needed to cum… again… now!

‘Get on the floor, on your back, move!’ she ordered. ‘Now lick me harder, get your stupid sissy tongue right up inside me! This is all you’re good for now! Just a rag to clean Sam’s cum out of my pussy! Lick me you worthless sissy excuse for a husband, lick! Aagggggggghhhhhhh! Fuuuuucccckkkk!’

Linda’s legs were still weak and shaky as she made her way upstairs. Having sent her maid ahead to run her bath, she smiled to herself. What a wonderful life she had now. What woman would not envy her. Never having to lift a finger in the house, waited on hand and foot by a totally devoted slave every minute he was not out at work and orgasms on demand. Not only from the devoted tongue of her sissy maid but, better still, from the huge and constantly erect penis of her handsome young lover!

Linda was lying luxuriating in the wonderfully hot water when a gentle knock at the door told her that her maid had returned with a refreshing cup of tea for her.

‘Come in,’ she answered. ‘Kneel at the side of the bath, I want to talk to you. Sam asked me to tell you he was very pleased to see I was not wearing my rings. His friends were very impressed when he showed them the white marks on my finger and explained what used to be there. They were even more impressed when I told them it was your idea for me to remove them. You don’t mind me saying that do you?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak replied. What else could he say?

‘You’ll be pleased to hear, or maybe you won’t because you’re a naughty little pervert, that I didn’t have sex with Sam’s friend. At least not this time. I told Sam I’d teased you about it. He said he might well enjoy giving me away in future but, for now, he wants me all to himself. He’s so romantic. Don’t you think?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak answered, wondering how saying he might well be giving his woman to his friends in the future could be thought of as romantic, but not about to question his wife’s logic.

‘Oh, and guess what! Sam wants to take me shopping next weekend. We’re going to pick out an engagement ring! He knows we can’t really get engaged; I’m already married. But it will still be very romantic as well as appropriate, don’t you think?’

‘Yes Mistress,’

‘So, I’ll need your credit card. You can’t expect Sam to pay for it. You’re supposed to be the provider after all. Which reminds me, you know that story you showed me once, about the couple who decided as part of their female led relationship for him to sign over all finances to her? She had his bank account, his savings, his wages, even his pension which left him penniless and entirely dependent on her. I was thinking we could do the same. Not right this minute, but soon. Maybe when you take your early retirement.’

Pipsqueak had mixed feelings if he was honest – the ones in his head and the ones in his futilely straining penis.

‘I’m sure neither of us could possibly have imagined when we decided to embark on our little adventure, that I would one day be wearing another man’s ring, could we sweety?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled, unable to meet his wife’s eyes.

‘You don’t look very happy pipsqueak,’ she teased him, ‘What’s wrong? Don’t you want your wife to be able to show her commitment to her lover?’

‘Yes Mistress, I just…’

‘You just what? You just can’t handle the jealousy, the humiliation, the fear of losing me? Well let me put your mind at rest sweetheart. I enjoy your impotent jealousy. I bask in your humiliation. And I will never leave you. Why would I? My life is perfect, I have everything I want. How many women can say that?’

‘I’m sorry Mistress, it’s just that… I mean… I love you so much! What we are doing is incredibly exciting but sometimes it just really hurts and I wonder… ’

‘Good, I’m glad to hear it. If it didn’t hurt what would be the point of us doing this? Now cheer up, Sam and I were talking and we had the most amazing idea. A way to help you feel more secure and closer to me whilst at the same time show your understanding and acceptance of my right to seek sexual fulfilment with a real man. You know we’ve been restricting your orgasms? As my sex life has expanded yours has shrunk a little, hasn’t it?’

‘A little?!’ pipsqueak nearly blurted out.

‘Which is very exciting and sexy for both of us.’ Linda continued apparently oblivious to her husband’s anxiety. ‘Well, I was pondering what the ultimate goal of that, the end product if you like, might be and I’ve decided that I want to continue to reduce your opportunities for relief. I can’t tell you how much I love it when I ruin your orgasm or make you ruin it yourself, so needless to say, that should be the norm from now on. Also though, I think we should continue to reduce the frequency of your opportunities for relief.’

‘Please Mistress…’

‘Don’t be so rude pipsqueak! How dare you interrupt me? You see, that’s why I’m suggesting what I am. You’ve come a long way and I’m very proud of you… up to a point. But there is clearly some way to go in terms of completely eradicating the last of your silly selfish male pride. If you are really serious about becoming my full-time maid when you take your early retirement next year then you need to stop thinking about what you want or what you need. If I am to be your Mistress then I will decide those things, not you and I will tolerate nothing less than absolute selfless obedience and devotion. Or have I misunderstood your desires from the outset?’

‘No Mistress, I’m sorry, I should not have interrupted you.’

‘No, you should not. We’ll discuss it further later today when you are across my knee and I have one of my nice heavy-soled Ugg slippers in my hand. Now, where was I before I was rudely interrupted by a servant?’

‘You were talking about reducing my orgasms Mistress.’

‘Oh yes, so I was. I want you to start working on coming to terms with the fact that the frequency of your orgasms will gradually decrease. How much and how quickly will depend on your behaviour and you have not made a very good start have you?’

‘No Mistress, sorry Mistress.’

‘You should know that my ultimate goal is to make you completely celibate. I find the idea of permanently denying you sexual relief of any kind extremely appealing, not to mention hugely arousing. As I’ve explained, it won’t be an overnight thing, but I’m sure it will add an extra spice to your increasingly rare and consequently increasingly precious releases, if you face each one in the knowledge, firstly that however desperate you were this time, after waiting longer still next time you will be even more desperate. And secondly that you will have moved a step closer to permanent abstinence.’

‘But Mistress, I love you! I don’t think I can face they idea of never making love to you again!’

‘What a silly gurl you are! That boat sailed some time ago. You will never make love to me or any other woman for the rest of your life. You need to accept that. It’s a natural consequence of our little adventure.’

‘But, never having another orgasm! How… I mean no man could accept that!’

‘We’re not talking about a man sweety, we’re talking about you! Even so, I’m well aware of how terrified you must be. That’s why this is so exciting! Now, getting back to my wedding rings and what Sam and I came up with last night. We think, when the time comes to lock your little embarrassment away for the last time, as additional security and also as a wonderfully apt and hugely erotic addition, we should arrange for you to have a couple of piercings so that my wedding rings can be used to fix your permanent chastity cage in place.’

‘Piercings? But I…’

‘I had a look online and I believe they are called a frenum and a Prince Albert. We’ll fix my wedding ring through the frenum one on the underside of your little penis, fixing it through the wall of the metal tube. My engagement ring will be fastened through the head of your little thing and fixed through the end of the tube. You’ll be peeing on it every time you go to the toilet. Sam loved that bit, he said it was totally appropriate because it would remind you of how you’ve pissed away your marriage.’

‘But… ‘

‘I know, I know, he can be so heartless and nasty to you sometimes but you’ll just have to get used to that, he’s not going to change and he’s not going anywhere. Now the piercings won’t be a problem; I’ve seen several pictures of men who have had it done. Of course, they are with metal rings that can be removed or locks that can be opened. Yours will be much more meaningful and personal as well as permanent. Now isn’t that something to look forward to?’

‘Please Mistress,’ pipsqueak sobbed, clearly in distress at not just the cruelty but the permanence of his wife’s plans.

‘Now, now pipsqueak, no crying. It won’t be for a while yet. You’ll have plenty of time to come to terms with it. Now fetch my towel, you can have the honour of drying my beautiful sexy body. Then I’m going to have a lie down while you kneel in the corner facing the wall with your hands on your head. You can think about what a wonderful wife you have but I don’t want to hear a sound. I need my beauty sleep. As you can imagine, I got precious little last night. When I awake, I’ll inspect the housework you did last night, then you can go across my knee while we discuss your earlier bad-mannered behaviour. There’ll be plenty of opportunity for you to shed some tears then.’

Oh, I almost forgot,’ Linda began as she sat on her dressing table stool with her sissy maid husband draped across her knee awaiting a spanking with her slipper for interrupting her earlier, before her nap. ‘I’ve ordered you a really special present, you’re going to love it! It’s called a Stomping Stage. It’s basically a wooden tray that fits over your groin as you lie flat on the floor. It has leather wrist cuffs on each vertical support sides and a hole through the flat top to allow your little cocklet to poke through. I was reading about them and apparently ladies in female led relationships like ours use them to give their husbands relief by standing on their naughty cocks and rubbing with the sole of their shoe until the inevitable happens. Doesn’t that sound amazing? It means that all your future orgasms, as well as dwindling in frequency, will be under my foot. How’s that for domination my little pipsqueak?’

‘I’m not sure Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled, dreading the thought. He’d already lost the prospect of ever being inside his gorgeous wife again, now she was suggesting never using her beautiful hands on him either. It was humiliating, degrading, frustrating and cruel. Which was, of course, why she was so excited about doing it.

‘Well, I am, I’m very sure. A few rubs of the sole of one of my shoes while I stand looking down at your desperate, pleading little face then you’ll be ready and I’ll be deciding whether to lift my foot and ruin your orgasm or stamp down harder and block it. I think it’s marvellous, I can’t wait to try it! Sadly though, because you are such a useless maid who can’t do a little bit of housework properly or avoid shouting her mouth off when her Mistress is talking, it’s going to be some time before I have the opportunity, isn’t it pipsqueak?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘Now, what did I say? A dozen for interrupting me and another dozen for not getting the ironing perfect on the folds of my pleated skirt. So, twenty-four to come. Are you ready pipsqueak?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak replied as he screwed his eyes shut and tensed for the first swat of his wife’s heavy Ugg slipper.

‘Ooops,’ Linda paused. ‘I forgot about the hairgrip I found on the floor. You didn’t remind me about that did you?’

‘No,’ pipsqueak thought. ‘Because it wasn’t on the fucking floor until you deliberately dropped it there!’ But all that came out was, ‘Sorry Mistress, I forgot.’

‘Right, well that’s another dozen for the hairgrip and twelve more for not reminding me. It looks like you are going to be going to bed in your little cupboard tonight with a very sore bottom. You’d better count them out loud dear, and don’t forget to thank me sincerely for each one, otherwise you’ll earn even more punishment and we’ll be here all night.’

‘Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.’ CRACK! ‘Aagghh! One Mistress, thank you Mistress!’

‘Good gurl,’ Linda smiled, warming to her task. She did so love spanking her maid.


Chapter 10: Mistress Bondage

It was when pipsqueak arrived home from work one day to find his wife naked and tied face down on her bed that he realised that his wife’s sexual adventures with her lover might have begun to include an element of bondage. She had a ball gag in her mouth and fresh cum was steadily leaking from between her tight smooth buttocks. When he rushed to untie her, she started trying to yell something through her gag. Eventually he realised from her nods that he was to read a note that had been left for him on his wife’s dressing table.

‘Hello pipsqueak,’ it read, ‘Before you untie your wife make sure you lick her ass nice and clean. Her pussy too – I used that before I tied her down. See if you can make her cum in the process. Then look after her until I decide to use her again.’

The next time it happened Linda was tied bent forward over the dining table and this time her ass cheeks and the backs of her thighs showed angry pink stripes from a recent whipping.

‘Your little slut of a wife needed to be reminded of her place today pipsqueak,’ the note said this time. ‘I was happy to oblige. She loved it by the way. Ask her which she enjoys the most, her dominating you or me dominating her.’

Pipsqueak did ask her, as soon as he’d done his clean up duties and brought his bound and beaten wife to yet another orgasm, one of a great many she’d had that day as she later informed him.

‘I like both if you must know,’ Linda answered her husband’s concerned enquiry. ‘Why should I restrict myself to one or the other. I’m free to explore my sexuality as I please, so that’s what I’m doing.’

‘But why?’ pipsqueak asked as he gently applied a soothing cream to his wife’s welts after her bath.

‘Pardon?’ Linda demanded as she took the glass of wine from the tray her now properly uniformed sissy maid offered her.

‘Sorry, Mistress? Why do you let him do that, tying you down and beating you?’

‘For a start sweetheart, I don’t ‘let’ him do anything. I know it’s hard for a sissy like you to grasp but men like Sam don’t wait to be asked. If they want something from their woman, they take it. That’s what makes that kind of man incredibly attractive. Secondly, I enjoy it. I love being a cruel heartless Mistress for you but sometimes I just want to be dominated myself. It excites me to be bound and made helpless, beaten for my lover’s amusement then royally fucked. You have no idea how liberating it is!’

‘But you’ve never been interested in anything like that. At least you never said anything to me. If you had then I could have done it for you. We could have switched depending on our moods.’

‘No baby, we couldn’t. I could never have accepted you doing the things to me that Sam does, never. You’ve always been gentle and respectful to me and I love you for that. But I could never accept you as my superior, especially not now. You’re just going to have to accept that my relationship with my lover is going to include some BDSM sometimes.’

‘But he could really hurt you. I’m not here to protect you!’

‘Don’t worry about it sweety. Think of it as a perfect opportunity for you to provide a contrast, to look after me, to serve me and help me recover so that I can be ready the next time he wants me. Whether that be to wine and dine me and show me off to his friends or to tie down, make me helpless, take his belt to my ass and use me for his own selfish satisfaction. It really makes me cum you know, I mean really hard when he takes me like that. I love it when he makes tender love to me, but I also love it when he just uses me with no regard for my wants, needs or feelings. There is something deeply primal in being taken like that!’

‘I would still feel better if I could be present,’ pipsqueak answered with a belated ‘Mistress.’

‘We’ll see, maybe one day. I’ll ask Sam about it. It might even add to his enjoyment, treating me like that right in front of you. It would definitely add to mine. You might need to be restrained though, tied to a chair or something, just in case you got any silly ideas about trying to protect me. I’m sure Sam would kick your ass anyway if you tried to interfere, but I wouldn’t want you to get hurt. Not like that anyway. I suppose once you’re retired and here working full time as my maid you will be seeing a lot more of Sam and I together, doing all kinds of things. Although you’ll probably be working on your ironing or locked in your little closet maid’s bedroom a lot of the time, won’t you?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak curtsied, surprised and a little ashamed that the idea of watching his wife be bound, beaten and fucked while he was tied to a chair to witness it turned him on so much.

‘Are you looking forward to retiring? You’re really very lucky to have done so well financially that you can give up working at forty-five years old. I’m very proud of you for what you’ve achieved for us both. Now it’s my turn to make sure we both enjoy your retirement. I bet everyone who knows you expects that you’ll be spending all your new-found spare time on the golf course. Little do they know we’ll be getting rid of those silly golf clubs along with all of your male clothes and you will be spending every waking moment in service to your gorgeous wife. No hobbies for you my little pipsqueak. No outside interests. No meeting up with friends. You won’t have time and sissy maids don’t do those things; it wouldn’t be appropriate would it?’

‘No Mistress,’ another slightly less enthusiastic curtsy as the realisation of what his retirement was actually going to look like began to sink in.

‘Your retirement should benefit both of us and it will. I will have the chance to live a life of leisure and pleasure and you will have the chance to live the life you’ve always dreamed of, as my sissy maid. You do still want to be my sissy maid, don’t you?’

‘Erm, yes. Yes, of course Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.’

‘You know, when you go full-time, we’ll have to introduce lots of additional rules. Like for example, I think, as well as only speaking when spoken to by a superior – which for your information is everyone – you should curtsy both before and after you speak and also when you enter or leave a room where either I or my lover are already present. And guess what else!’

‘I don’t know Mistress,’ pipsqueak curtsied, wondering if he should have curtsied before speaking too. It wouldn’t hurt to impress his wife with his attitude, not with it being so long since his last orgasm, ruined as usual under the sole of her shoe while she looked down at him from her lofty position standing on the platform of his Stomping Stage, laughing at his heartfelt entreaties to please, please, please, just this once, allow him to have a full orgasm.

‘Well, you know how you love my shoes and boots? I’m thinking about making it a rule that you have to curtsy to them too if you happen upon them. I might have come in the front door and kicked them off or I might have left several pairs lying on my bedroom floor as I was choosing a pair to wear for Sam. So, if you walk into the room to tidy up you have to give them a respectful curtsy. How would you like that?’

‘I’m not sure Mistress,’ pipsqueak dared.

‘Well, you’d better get sure pipsqueak because one of the main changes is going to be a severe tightening of your discipline. I intend to up the ante there big time. When you no longer have a job to go to and have nothing else to think about, except your duties, I will be expecting… no I will be demanding, extremely high standards. Much higher than you get away with now. And to achieve those standards will require a much more hard-line approach to your discipline. Punishments will be increased in both frequency and severity, much the opposite of your opportunities for release actually,’ Linda laughed.

‘You won’t need to punish me Mistress,’ pipsqueak promised, ‘I won’t misbehave. I’ll work really hard to please you, I promise!’

‘Oh, you are silly! What on earth makes you think I will be punishing you only when you misbehave, pipsqueak? I will be punishing you whenever I feel like it, whenever I’m in the mood, whenever it amuses me. Half the pleasure, for you as well as for me, of my power over you comes from the knowledge that I can and will abuse that power at will. I don’t need a valid reason or even an excuse, real or made up. I own you my little pipsqueak and if you are expecting fairness to play any kind of role in your life as my maid then I’m afraid you are going to be very disappointed. My house, my maid, my rules, end of!’

‘Yes Mistress,’ poor pipsqueak curtsied, totally in awe of the dominant deva his wife was becoming, knowing he would be lying awake tonight in his tiny closet room, pondering his future with a mixture of excitement and dread, longing and concern.

‘Please Mistress, may I speak?’

‘Not normally pipsqueak, no,’ Linda answered, inwardly pleased that he had felt it necessary to ask. Clearly, she was getting through to him. ‘But I’ll make an exception provided what you are about to say is extremely respectful.’

‘Yes Mistress. I just wanted to say how incredible you are, the way you’ve developed our relationship, the plans you have. It’s breath-taking, far more than I ever dreamed of. I love you so much! I worship you! I always will! Please may I kiss your feet Mistress?’

‘That was quite a speech wimp,’ Linda smiled. ‘No, you may not. Now fuck off out of my sight!’


Chapter 11: The Joys Of Early Retirement

The use of new and colourful language was just one of many developments in his wife’s behaviour that pipsqueak had to come to terms with in the run up to his retirement. He left his job as quietly as possible but a leaving party was inevitable. Linda encouraged him to go and enjoy his ‘last taste of freedom’. She promised to go with him but in the event turned up late, having come directly from her lover’s bed. He could smell Sam on her as she gave him a quick peck on the cheek before nipping off to the ladies, ‘I need a sanitary pad,’ she whispered to him. ‘I can feel Sam’s cum soaking my panties.’

When they arrived home that night Chris, or pipsqueak as he would now be called pretty much full time, was in pensive mood. Linda noticed and asked him if he was OK.

‘Yea, it’s just that retirement is a big step for anyone I guess,’ he replied as they entered the house.

‘Get me a glass of wine and come sit by me in the lounge,’ Linda suggested.

‘No sweety,’ she said when he returned with her wine and made to sit beside her on the leather couch. ‘Kneel at my feet like a good maid. You don’t want to start your new life by backsliding, now do you?’

‘No Mistress,’ he responded.

‘Now, as you said, it’s a big day for you today and not just because you are retiring from work. I hope you’re not having second thoughts about our new life together. It’s a big step I know, but keep in mind the positives. For a start you can confidently say that you have a beautiful wife who is happily married and fully sexually satisfied. How many of the men at your party do you think could confidently make that claim? Of course, that does not mean you will be sexually satisfied. You will never, ever get to have sex with me or anyone else, no blowjobs or pleasurable hand jobs either. If you are a very good gurl your little dribbles will be under the sole of my shoe, if you’re not then you’ll do without. You will always be sexually frustrated because that enhances my sexual pleasure. Your sexual releases will be few and increasingly further between until we eventually lock your pointless little thing away for good.’

‘It’s not that I’m having second thoughts Mistress,’ pipsqueak said, ‘It’s just that I miss you, being close to you, being your husband. I get so jealous sometimes! I even wonder if we’ve done the right thing.’

‘Silly gurl, you’ll always be my husband and feeling jealous is fine. My lover is younger than you, bigger in all the right places, stronger, more handsome. Of course, you’re jealous, if you weren’t what would be the point? But remember sweetheart, unlike most wives who discover they are way out of their husbands’ league sexually, I will never ever cheat on you. Why would I need to sneak around behind your back when I can flaunt your cuckolding in front of you and take pleasure in teasing you prior to and after the cuckolding takes place.’

‘I suppose, I mean you do make an incredibly sexy Mistress… Mistress.’

‘Thank you, sweetheart. As for wondering if we’ve done the right thing; I’m happier now than I’ve ever been in my life and that’s all down to you. If you hadn’t suggested this lifestyle in the first place then pestered me about it until I gave in and tried it, I’d be facing an increasingly boring marriage and a dead sex life. I love you for what you’ve done, for trying so hard and giving up so much to make me happy. I want to repay you by being the cold-hearted teasing bitch you’ve always dreamed of me being. I want to take every one of your fantasies and make then real in ways you never imagined. Will you let me do that?’

‘You know I will. I love it when you deny and humiliate and tease me Mistress. But I hate it too. You’ve become so good at it now. The idea that my sex life with you is going to end terrifies me!’

‘Your sex life with me is far from over sweety. On the contrary you are going to play a very important part in my sex life, more important than ever before. Yes, you’ll be locked in chastity and sexually desperate but that just enhances the pleasure for both of us. You will be spending many hours between the legs of your beautiful wife as we enjoy more sexual togetherness that ever before. Of course, most of the time you will be licking up my lovers cum while you do but, if you do a good job, I may reward you by peeing in your face and into your mouth. If that’s not being close then I don’t know what is. I don’t go around peeing in just anyone’s mouth you know.’

‘You looked beautiful at the party tonight. You dress so sexily now with stockings, leather skirts, sexy shoes and boots, Mistress! You rarely used to do that but now it’s all the time!’

‘That’s partly because I have a much younger more demanding lover now. I have to work hard to keep his interest. But it’s also to tease you, to remind you of what you’ve lost, what you’re missing, what you’ll never have again. I’ve become addicted to the pitifully jealous look in your eyes when you see the way I dress for Sam. I can’t help it. Apart from that, being in control has given me so much confidence. I’m an attractive sexually mature woman, why shouldn’t I look my best. You should be proud of the way I look.’

‘I am Mistress, of course, it just drives me crazy! Seeing the way you look as you walk out the door means that I spend the night aching for your return, trying desperately to distract myself with the list of housework you left me. But then I get a message from you telling me what a great time you are having or that you are just getting into Sam’s bed or that you are recovering from your third orgasm of the night or something. It drives me to tears sometimes!’

‘Tell me something pipsqueak,’ Linda smiles coldly. ‘When you’re shedding these tears, how hard is your little cock pushing against the walls of your chastity cage?’

‘Very hard Mistress.’

‘That’s what I thought. I’m not the only one who has become addicted am I?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak admitted unable to look his gorgeous wife in the eye.

‘Good, then we’re agreed. A happily married couple like us should agree on the important things. Now what else should we talk about? Blowjobs?’

‘Blowjobs Mistress?’

‘Yes pipsqueak, blowjobs. I never gave you one in twenty years of marriage but I sucked Sam’s huge cock on our second date. You will never experience what he feels with my eager lips and wet tongue caressing his rock-hard cock. So, there’s something else for you to be jealous about. You’ll never receive a blowjob from anyone. You will give them though, won’t you? It’s exciting and very liberating for a woman to watch her husband suck her lover’s cock clean after he just used it to make love to her you know. Very empowering for the lover too, I imagine and very humiliating for the husband, especially if he has to do it dressed as a sissy maid like you do.’

‘I do it for you Mistress,’ pipsqueak insisted, in an attempt to preserve some small fragment of male ego.

‘I’m sure that’s true sweety,’ Linda smiled. ‘But there is no denying you’re a natural at it, even Sam said so. I’m not sure you could be as good at it as you are unless you enjoyed it. Oh, I know it’s not exactly a manly thing to do but you’re not a man any more, are you? You’re a sissy. You’re my sissy and my sissy will suck cock whenever I or my lover require him to. You can please yourself whether you admit enjoying it or not; I don’t really care. Just so long as you do it well.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled.

‘Don’t mumble dear,’ Linda admonished him. ‘Speak clearly and respectfully when you address me. Smile too. You have a lovely smile so I expect to see it whenever you speak to me.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak smiled.

‘That’s better,’ Linda affirmed. ‘Now with a big smile, tell me you love sucking real men’s cocks and thank me for introducing you to my lover’s huge cock.’

‘Please Mistress, I… I love s… sucking c… cock, I mean real men’s c… cocks. Thank you for allowing me to suck Mr Sam’s huge cock,’ pipsqueak said, finding it really hard to smile as he did.

‘There now, that wasn’t so difficult, was it? If you’re a good gurl I’ll see if I can persuade Sam to let you suck his cock more often. What better way to affirm everyone’s place in the household? Which reminds me, we need to get rid of the last of your male clothes tomorrow. Since I’m in charge of the finances now, I’m going to order lots of new sissy outfits for you. I want my maid looking her sissy best at all times. A maid’s appearance reflects on her Mistress, so we’ll be having regular uniform inspections too. And I can assure you, you will not want to fail one of those!’

‘But only you and Sam, I mean Mr Sam will see me, Mistress,’ pipsqueak stated, though it was actually more of a question. His wife had made it sound as if she had plans to let someone else see him. Just the thought of that made him feel sick.

‘Who will see you is none of your business pipsqueak,’ Linda snapped without further explanation. ‘Now I think its past your bedtime. Go and take off those ridiculous male clothes. I’ve left one of my old nighties on your bed in the cloakroom stroke maid’s room. Put it on and get to sleep. You have a busy day ahead of you tomorrow. Just think of all the wonderful nights we have ahead of us. Me enjoying mutually rewarding passionate and intimate sex in my marital bed with my handsome young lover, while you lie on your little cot in the cupboard cuddling my slippers or a pair of my worn panties. If I’m feeling kind and want to include you, I might make a little cocktail of mine and Sam’s pee and bring it to you. You can drink it up while I tell you how wonderful my sex life is.’


Chapter 12: Daily Life For The Maid

Linda’s lover seemed to be coming to the house a lot more often after pipsqueak retired to become his wife’s full-time maid. It was hard enough getting used to doing all of the household chores including vacuuming, dusting, polishing, cleaning, laundry, ironing, cooking, washing dishes and constantly clearing up after his wife who had previously always been so tidy but now seemed to delight in just dropping things when she was finished with them. Clothes were the worst. Why did she have to try on half a dozen different outfits before choosing the one she wanted? And why did the outfits she discarded have to be thrown across the room or just dumped on the bedroom or bathroom floor, meaning they had to be ironed again before he could put them away?

It was soul destroying to see a blouse or a skirt he’d taken such care to iron perfectly, carelessly dumped. It was deliberate of course. Linda would stand over him criticising and berating his ironing then dump the perfectly ironed item on the floor before yelling at him and calling him a lazy little bitch because there were items of her clothing all over the floor. It was totally unfair but he could not deny the perverse pleasure he got from being so badly treated by the woman he loved. It was a part of himself he could not begin to understand, but his wife did.

When Sam was there it was worse. How was he supposed to concentrate on doing housework, keeping every room to his wife’s immaculate standards when all he could hear was his wife screaming out her orgasms? It wasn’t as if they kept to the bedroom either. Pipsqueak would often enter the lounge or the dining room or even the kitchen, cleaning utensils in hand, only to be greeted by the sight of his wife and her lover rutting away like animals; on the couch, on the dining table, on a worktop in the kitchen, on top of the washing machine in the laundry. They were insatiable! Poor pipsqueak had to curtsy respectfully and carry on as best he could. He had no doubt they found it easier to ignore him than he did to ignore them. It was supremely humiliating to stand washing dishes or dusting furniture while they just carried on as if he was no more significant than the TV or the vacuum cleaner. Even if they did acknowledge his presence, it was only to laugh at him and warn him, he’d better be doing a good job.

‘If you cleaned as well as Sam fucks,’ Linda had said when pipsqueak once asked if he could please leave the room and do something else until they finished, ‘This house would be spotless! So no, you may not leave. You will stay and carry on. You might even learn something. Not that it would be of any use to you now.’

Then there were the inspections. Every day, no matter how hard or for how long pipsqueak toiled, Linda would find something wrong. A spec of dirt, something slightly out of place or not where she randomly decided it should be. On top of that came the uniform inspections. Despite having to work like a slave, often on his knees, pipsqueak was required to keep his uniform immaculate at all times. Linda gave him a rubber pinny to wear which helped him to keep his uniform clean but he was not allowed to wear it when serving her. If she rang the little bell that she kept with her he had to quickly remove the pinny then check his appearance in the mirror before shuffling off as quickly as his heels allowed to see what she required.

He'd always loved to see his wife in stockings and his favourites were the old-fashioned type with a sexy seam running up the back. Linda always complained that he didn’t appreciate what a pain it was to keep the seams straight. Well, he certainly appreciated it now since Linda had made them a part of his daily uniform. He was required to keep the seams arrow straight, which was pretty much impossible while constantly racing to get through the endless lists of chores he was given every day. Every time his wife rang the damned bell, he had to race to the full length mirror in the hallway to try his best to check and adjust the delicate stockings before mincing off in his heels to see what she required.

‘Are you stupid pipsqueak or have you just lost all respect for me?’ Linda would demand.

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak would simper.

‘Then perhaps you can explain why one of your seams is not straight.’

‘Sorry, Mistress, I was… ‘

‘I don’t fucking care what you were just… you lazy little slut! Fetch my crop this instant! And make sure your seams are perfect before you get back here!’

Punishments for failures of either type of inspection were unreasonably harsh, totally unfair and thoroughly dreaded by pipsqueak. An extra week of chastity, a cancelled opportunity for relief, six strokes of Sam’s belt to the backs of his thighs or twelve of the best to his sissy backside with Linda’s riding crop. It was pretty much impossible to get through a full day of service without earning yet more sexual frustration and a bottom too sore to sit on.

‘I’m afraid this is your life now sweety,’ Linda responded when pipsqueak, after an especially difficult day, pleaded with her to be reasonable. ‘There is nothing reasonable about a grown man prancing around in a sissy maid outfit. Nor in him agreeing to be locked in chastity while his wife sleeps with another man. I’m afraid you gave up any prospect of fair or reasonable treatment the first time you put on that ridiculous uniform. You confirmed your position when, without complaint you licked my lover’s cum from my pussy. Then you gave clear and final confirmation when you dropped to your knees and sucked my lover’s cock. To be fair and reasonable to you I would need to respect you. Do you think you deserve my respect?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak curtsied, having no grounds he could think of to argue… except, ‘I love you.’

‘I should hope so,’ Linda smiled. ‘Now off you go and earn your keep.’

Actually, Linda had a great deal of respect for her now completely sissified and emasculated husband, though she would never tell him so for fear of spoiling the experience for him. The things she had done to him and the things she’d made him do, many of which were way out of his comfort zone, were sometimes for his benefit because she well knew how being pushed into doing things he hated appealed greatly to his submissive nature and had the result of rendering him utterly in awe of her, which was exactly how he wanted to feel. Other times though, they were for her, simply because she got a hugely erotic thrill from being able to treat him so badly without risking the loss of even a tiny part of the love and adoration he felt for her.

On the contrary in fact, he had made it very clear that the worse she treated him the more he loved and worshipped her. Either way she was well aware of the strength and commitment it took for him to continue playing the role of sissy maid husband. It had been and, she hoped, would continue to be, an often difficult but always hugely rewarding journey for them both. A journey she was determined to continue with complete devotion.

Pipsqueak had to bite his tongue as he curtsied once more and humbly shuffled off back to his never-ending housework. He had retired with a substantial pension which he had signed over to his Mistress wife. All household bills were more than covered and the generous amount remaining was Linda’s to spend as she chose. He never saw a penny of it. Some was clearly spent on purchasing ever more uncomfortable, restrictive and humiliating outfits for him. But he had to thank his grinning wife for those, being sure to show genuine gratitude or face more punishments. Even his diet was restricted now, mainly to his wife’s leftovers, in order that he not be a financial burden to her.

‘We need to keep you on a strict diet sweety,’ Linda had decided. ‘If you’re going to develop a nice gurly figure to showcase the lovely outfits I’m so kind as to buy for you, then we have to watch what you eat. I’m sure Sam would appreciate his blowjobs even more if the sissy maid giving them had a nice girly figure.’

The blowjobs Linda referred to were a constant source of humiliation for pipsqueak. He was, by now, accustomed to being required to use his mouth to clean up both his wife and her lover after one of their lengthy sex sessions. Although he still hated having to lick up another man’s cum, his deprived state of mind meant he could still get some enjoyment from serving his wife in this way, especially if he could make her cum. Though, even when that happened, she would usually be lying in the arms of her lover, sucking on his tongue and groaning her pleasure into his mouth. Sucking and licking clean her lover’s huge cock was different though, being at once the most appallingly disgusting and humiliating thing he could imagine yet also, as she often pointed out, the most effective way to show his utter devotion to the will of his Mistress.

An idea came to Linda of how she might further abuse the power she had over her maid when her lover, Sam, complained about her absence one day. He worked in construction and had taken to calling on random occasions during his lunch hour to slake his lust inside his ever-willing married girlfriend’s mouth or pussy. When, one day, he called and Linda had gone out to lunch with friends he was far from happy.

‘I’m sorry baby,’ Linda explained when he called her. ‘But I never know when you are going to call. You never give me any notice. I understand you often don’t know until the last minute if you will be free, but you have to understand that I can’t be a prisoner in my own home on the off chance you might arrive.’

That’s when it occurred to Linda; she might not be a prisoner in her own home but she knew someone who was.

‘If I’m in when you call then that’s fine,’ she later explained to her lover. ‘But if I’m not then why don’t you make use of the maid to scratch your itch?’

‘I’m not fucking gay!’ he replied.

‘Of course you’re not baby,’ Linda laughed. ‘I think that’s a given! But men who make use of a sissy’s mouth to relieve their pent-up sexual tension are not doing anything gay. It’s not even sex, not really! I mean, if you are working on a building site where there is no toilet and you need a pee, you just do it behind a bush or something, don’t you? Well, this is the same. You have a need; your normal sexy outlet, which is me by the way, isn’t available, so you improvise, you make do.’

Pipsqueak was a little harder to convince, ‘Please Mistress, don’t ask me to do that. When I do it in front of you, I’m doing it for you. If you’re not even there…’

‘But I will be there sweety, in spirit. Sam will tell me he called and that he used you and that will give me such a rush, don’t you see! I’ll be dominating you so powerfully without even being present! I might even have to cut short my outing and rush home to use your devoted tongue while it’s still coated in Sam’s cum!’

So, it was decided; if Linda was going to be out over lunch time, the last thing she did before leaving was to secure her maid on her knees in the garage. Her wrists and ankles were tied and a fake latex pussy mask was fastened over her face. It was a rather bizarre sight but had been supplied by Sam who found it easier that way. He was fucking a fake pussy rather than getting oral sex from a sissy faggot.

There was nothing easy about it for poor pipsqueak though who suffered a long anxious wait to see if his wife’s lover turned up. If he didn’t, he felt unbearably pathetic to have wasted so much time kneeling there pointlessly. It was as if his time didn’t matter because he was so insignificant. But, if he did, there was the ignominy of being used like some sort of masturbation toy followed by a further period of waiting for his wife’s return, unable to wash the taste of Sam’s thick and potent spunk from his mouth.

If pipsqueak thought things could not get any more humiliating, he was proved wrong twice. The first time was when his wife’s lover, having finished relieving his sexual tension through the fake pussy and into the sissy’s mouth, decided he needed a piss and decided to make the kneeling maid his target for that too. Linda was late back that day, so pipsqueak had lots of time to absorb the taste of cum and the smell of piss as it dried in his hair and on his uniform. When she did return and saw the state of her maid, she immediately called for a uniform inspection which, of course, pipsqueak failed.

‘I spend a great deal of my money providing you with beautiful sissy uniforms pipsqueak. Have you any idea how heart-breaking it is for me when you can’t even make an effort to look after them and keep them clean?’

‘Please Mistress, I couldn’t help it, it was Mr Sam, he… ‘

‘Don’t you dare make this worse by trying to blame someone else! If you weren’t such a little slut, mincing around and shaking your sexy little sissy booty at my boyfriend every time he’s here, then he wouldn’t be coming round here to use you to relieve the tensions you’ve created, would he?’

‘No, Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled, appalled at his wife’s totally unfair accusations but knowing better than to argue with her.

‘You’re supposed to be my full-time maid but, out of the goodness of my heart, I allow you time off to laze around in the garage while I’m out, thinking you might appreciate my kindness and maybe at least make sure you are presentable for my return. But you can’t be bothered, can you?’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ pipsqueak was cry now.

‘Oh, here we go with the water works,’ Linda exclaimed, trying to cover her growing arousal with an appearance of anger. ‘Save your tears for the hiding I’m going to give you! Now go and fetch my crop and bring my vibrator too. I’ll show you what happens to ungrateful, dirty little slut maids in my house!’

The penalty for his slovenly behaviour was three dozen strokes of her riding crop, the first to his bottom and the backs of his thighs, the second to the front of his thighs and the final third batch to the palms of his hands. After that he had to write Sam a letter, sitting on a terribly stinging bottom and trying to write with swollen hands, thanking him for his kind visit, while he listened to his wife using her vibrator behind him.

The second time was something Sam, unknown to pipsqueak, had arranged with Linda. When he turned up with a friend pipsqueak thought he would die of shame. Unable to run or hide he could only cry quietly as the two men roughly used his fake pussy covered face, taking turns to choke him with their rock-hard pre-cum-dribbling cocks until they each fired their thick cum into the back of his throat before patting each other on the back and leaving without a word to the sobbing sissy maid.

Linda was a little worried she might have gone too far this time but knew that, for it to work, she had to be strong. So, when pipsqueak told her what had happened, she just laughed, ‘Boys will be boys I’m afraid sweetheart. Men like to share their hobbies with other men. You should be proud that Sam thinks you are worthy of being used by his friend. I’m looking forward to the day he shares me with a friend! Now what’s that on the front of your dress? Is that spunk you dirty little slut? I think we need to have another uniform inspection, don’t we? You really are your own worst enemy gurl!’’


Chapter 13: Cuckold Rewards

Rewards for hard work and selfless devotion were rare but all the more precious to pipsqueak because of that. Sometimes it was just a casual comment from his Mistress, ‘Good gurl pipsqueak,’ that would reduce him to tears of gratitude and relief. Other times, like today, it could be something bigger and infinitely more exciting. Sam was upstairs with pipsqueak’s wife who had informed him that morning that her lover had agreed to allow him to watch them enjoying a session of BDSM together. Concentrating on anything after that had been impossible and Linda had laughed at him as he rushed around with renewed enthusiasm doing his housework and serving his wife’s needs, obviously especially eager to please her and terrified of doing anything to change either his wife’s mind or her lover’s.

‘Come on up here pipsqueak!’ Sam called from the bedroom.

Pipsqueak tripped running up the stairs and almost fell flat on her face. She tried to calm her breathing as she quietly knocked on the door, entered when bid and curtsied respectfully. Looking up from the floor she took in the sight of her Mistress, naked except for black hold-up stockings and patent black leather stilettoes, lying on her back crossways across the king-size bed. Her ankles were secured together with a zip tie as where her wrists. A leather belt encircled her upper body, securing her elbows against her body. Her zip tied wrists were fixed to the belt in front of her. He could not see her face as her head was hanging off the side of the bed.

Linda’s huge black lover was naked too, his overlarge cock and balls swinging between his muscled thighs as he walked over to a chair that had been placed in the corner of the room.

‘Over here sissy,’ Sam ordered and pipsqueak jumped to obey, sitting down on the seat and staring over at his wife’s now visible upside-down face. She was smiling at him as her lover quickly and with practiced ease secured pipsqueaks ankles to the chair legs then his wrists behind him to the back of the chair.

‘Shall I gag her?’ Sam asked Linda and pipsqueak cringed. It never failed to humiliate him deeply when his wife’s lover referred to him as ‘her’.

‘Yes, please babe,’ Linda answered. ‘She knows she has to sit quietly but I’m not sure if she’ll be able to control herself. Use my panties, they’re on the floor over there. Wrap a pair of my tights around her head to stop her spitting them out.’

‘There you go pipsqueak,’ Sam said as he finished. ‘Be a good gurl now while I show you how a real man handles a little bondage slut like your wife.’

Pipsqueak watched wide-eyed as Sam strolled over to the bed, bending to pick up his discarded trousers and slip the leather belt from them on the way then flipped Linda onto her front. Standing over her he parted his legs and stepped forward to lock her head between his thighs. After a look over his shoulder to give pipsqueak a superior smile and a wink, he brought the belt down across Linda’s firm white buttocks. Linda cried out at the shock of pain and pipsqueak moaned involuntarily through his panty gag. Despite the natural desire to protect her, seeing his beautiful dominant wife at the mercy of another man was incredibly erotic. Knowing that she wanted this, to be treated this way by her lover and for her husband to witness it made it even more so.

After six swats of the leather belt Linda’s ass cheeks were hot and red. Her cries became louder with each one but she never asked her lover to stop. The heat from her bottom was spreading to her pussy, as it always did when her lover spanked or belted her. It was that delicate dance of pain and pleasure, each one cancelling out the other, driving her crazy with longing and lust and the need to be taken, used, fucked, that she wanted to show her husband. Pipsqueak could feel the spikes digging painfully into his imprisoned manhood. The appalling cruelty and unfairness of his wife’s rule that the spikes must now always be fully extended whenever her lover visited was never more strongly highlighted than now as he watched the woman he loved clearly lusting for the man who was hurting her.

The erotic nature of the situation was clearly affecting Sam too as he threw down the belt, turned Linda onto her back once more so her head hung down over the edge and with a groan of lust took his huge cock in hand to begin wiping it over his captive’s face. Linda had been crying, whether from pain or lust pipsqueak could not say and probably neither could she. All Sam knew was that her tears were serving as a lubricant as he shoved the head of his thick-veined, throbbing manhood against her eyes, her nostrils and across her heavily lip-sticked lips. When she opened her mouth, her lover wasted no time in sliding his leaking cock inside, over her tongue and down her throat. Pipsqueak saw her face go red as her neck bulged, struggling to accommodate the invader. Then, as her lover withdrew, she coughed and saliva mixed with precum dribbled from her nose. After a pause to rub his heavy balls over Linda’s face, her lover once more drove his manhood down her delicate throat, this time going further until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. There he held it, his sweating balls covering her nose and eyes until Linda began to squirm, struggling in her bonds, desperate for air, choked and suffocated by cock.

Pipsqueak pulled futilely at his bonds and cried out through his gag for the huge black bull suffocating his wife to let her breathe. Sam looked over his shoulder at him and just said, ‘Watch you prim and proper, butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, little wife, sissy.’ As he slowly withdrew his cock more saliva and precum flowed from her nose and from the corners of her mouth, running down her upside-down face and into her hair; the hair she had, with pipsqueak’s help, so carefully prepared for her lover’s arrival. Sam held her head in his hands looking down at her until she finished coughing. ‘Tell your sissy husband how much you like this.’

‘I do,’ Linda responded. ‘I love it!’

‘Tell him what you need!’

‘I need cock, a real man’s cock, in my mouth, my pussy, my ass, anywhere, I just need cock!’

‘Ask me to choke you with it bitch.’

‘Please give me it! I need it! Choke me with your cock baby! I want to drown in your cum! Do it! Do it in front of my husband, I want him to see!’

Needing no further encouragement Sam ended Linda’s begging by plugging her mouth then her throat once more with his huge black cock. Pipsqueak clearly saw her eyes bulge as her throat expanded then contracted in time with her lover’s thrusting buttocks.

‘I’m watching my wife get throat fucked by a huge black cock!’ was all poor pipsqueak could think as he winced from the pain of the damned spikes impaling his attempted erection. As he cried into his wife’s panties, trying to tell her how much he loved her, Linda wished desperately, between short gasps for air as her lover’s cock withdrew from her throat only to quickly plunge back in, that she had a hand free to rub at her soaking wet pussy. Meanwhile Sam amused himself by stroking his erection through the skin of Linda’s throat, laughing and revelling in his selfish enjoyment. Now this was a proper face fucking!

Then, suddenly the cock was fully withdrawn. Sam took himself in hand for just three strokes before he was erupting, launching huge thick ropey gobs of cum into Linda’s face. Her lips, her eyes, her cheeks were covered in it. It began to run down into her hair and drip onto the carpet as Sam slid the head of his slightly softer cock back into the warmth of his bitch’s mouth for her to eagerly lick it clean. Then pulling it free he playfully used it to scoop strings of his ejaculate from her blinking eyes, smearing her mascara as he did, then feeding it to her hungry mouth.

‘Man, I’ve known some hot women but your wife takes the fucking biscuit! She is one cock hungry whore!’ Sam informed pipsqueak as he rose to stand on shaking legs.

‘Yes, I am,’ Linda laughed. ‘And I need one now, but not in my mouth!’

‘See what I mean,’ laughed Sam as he picked her bound form up from the bed as if she weighed nothing.

Pipsqueak watched in awe as his wife’s huge black lover plonked her down on her feet in front of him. She was unsteady on her still bound ankles and Sam had to hold her with one hand gripping the belt around her upper body while he bent her forward toward her chair-bound husband. Seeing his wife’s beautiful spunk drenched face up close was shockingly erotic and deeply emotional for him. Staring into her gorgeous eyes as her lover penetrated her married pussy with his already hard again cock was too much and he began to cry.

‘What you crying for faggot?’ Sam sneered as he started thrusting into the hot wetness of his submissive woman, grabbing a handful of her long beautiful hair and using it to pull her head up and back. ‘I thought you wanted to watch.’

‘Don’t cry baby,’ Linda moaned. ‘I want this, I need it. You need it too. Say you need it sweetheart! Say you like watching me being used and abused by a real man.’

‘You know I do,’ pipsqueak mumbled.

‘Tell him baby,’ Linda moaned. ‘Tell Sam to fuck me, beg him to fuck your wife, beg him baby!’

‘Fuck her!’ pipsqueak addressed the black stallion thrusting at his wife, slapping his muscled thighs roughly against her tender buttocks. ‘Fuck my wife, please. Fuck her Mr Sam Sir, fuck my wife, she needs it. I need it. Please Sir, please fuck her, cum inside her, fill her with your cum. Fuck your bitch Sir, fuck your whore!’

Pipsqueak knew he would never forget the sight of his wife’s gorgeous brown eyes rolling back in her head as she groaned her lust for the cock filling her unfaithful cunt.

‘Ohhhhhhh yesssssss! Fuuuuuckkkkk yesssssssss!’ Linda moaned as her legs gave way and she orgasmed on her lover’s giant cock. Only his grip on her hair and the leather belt around her body kept her upright as, with a huge bellow and head thrown back, he unloaded, emptying his huge swinging balls into the now largely unconscious Linda.

Stepping back, he left go and his bound fuck doll slumped to the bedroom floor at her husband’s feet.

‘I need a fucking beer,’ Sam groaned. ‘I guess since the maid’s tied up right now, I’ll have to get it myself. Don’t go away you two, I’m not fucking finished with you yet!’

When Linda’s lover came back with a cold bottle of beer and released Linda, she stretched to get the blood flowing again then visited the bathroom to shower and prepare for round three. Sam was lying on the bed, propped up by pillows and savouring his beer when she walked back into the room, ran over to the bed and climbed on top of her lover. They kissed slowly and passionately, caressing each other’s bodies as poor pipsqueak remained tied to the chair in the corner, gagged and ignored.

Eventually Sam stood his empty beer bottle on the bedside table, folded his arms behind his head and closed his eyes, a big smile spreading across his face as Linda slid down his muscled torso to transfer her attentions to his soft but still impressive manhood. She giggled as her teasing kisses and licks began to have their effect and her lover’s cock slowly hardened, growing to its full impressive dimensions, shaming Linda’s securely bound husband. She giggled again when she looked over at him, seeing how jealous and humbled he was by her young bull’s stamina.

Satisfied with his readiness, Linda sat up, positioned herself directly over her lover’s once more raging erection and turned to look at her panty gagged sissy husband. He looked so submissive and effeminate in his sissy maid uniform, so helpless in his bondage. She smiled at him and then, with a deep sigh, impaled herself on her lover’s cock. Sam just lay still, arms still behind his head but eyes now open and staring into those of his married bitch as she rode him with slutty enthusiasm her tits bouncing freely. The loud squelching noises of copulation inflamed pipsqueak’s feelings of jealousy and inadequacy as he remembered how the short sessions of lovemaking he’d had with his wife in the past had often needed to be preceded with him giving her lots of oral sex or applying a lubricant. It was painfully obvious that no such measures were required when Linda was with her lover, even though his cock was probably three times the size of pipsqueak’s.

Before meeting Sam, Linda had never managed to cum from the penetration of her husband’s cock. Normally Chris would lick her to orgasm, use a vibrator on her clitoris or a combination of both to ensure his wife obtained her satisfaction. Only then would he enter her and thrust for a few minutes until he exploded inside her. Linda reassured her husband that the issue lay with her rather than him.

‘I guess I’m just one of those women who can’t cum from penetration,’ she’d told him.

She was still a virgin when she met Chris and so had nothing with which to compare his efforts. Sex with her lover, the way her body responded to his greater size and skills, had been and continued to be a revelation to both her and her husband.

The next time Linda turned to look at her husband he was shocked and dismayed to see that she was crying. Pulling at his bonds and trying to yell through his gag, his show of concern was answered as Linda smiled through her tears. ‘Its OK sweety, I’m crying because I’m happy. I know it’s stupid but I can’t help it. I love my life so much. I have the best lover in the world and I have the best husband in the world. My obedient submissive little pipsqueak.’

‘On your back,’ Sam interrupted as he managed to move Linda onto her back without withdrawing his cock from her warm wet pussy.

It was pipsqueaks turn for tears as he watched the woman he loved hold her arms and her sexy stockinged legs open for her lover to fall into her embrace. When her hands reached around and her delicate fingers caressed her lover’s buttocks, digging her perfectly manicured nails into them as they clenched with each thrust of his penis into her married pussy, when her lover began to bite the side of her neck and she sighed with sexual longing, pipsqueak knew without doubt that he was watching a couple make love. Earlier they had fucked. This was different. This was making love. This was a couple in love and the realisation brought tears to his eyes. They were tears of longing, of regret, of jealousy, of frustration, but mostly of love for the incredible woman he had been married to all these years.

When Linda managed to focus her thoughts and turn to give her husband a teasing look, the sight of his tears made her cum so hard! Wrapping her stocking covered legs tightly around her bull, she kept looking at her husband but whispered in her lover’s ear, deliberately loud enough for pipsqueak to hear, ‘I’m cumming for you baby, I love you! I’m cumming! Aaaarrrrgggghhhh!’

Pipsqueak wondered if she was talking to her lover or to him. After all, she had told him several times in no uncertain terms that her orgasms with her lover were greatly enhanced by her cruel dominance toward him, her sissy maid husband. It was a strange thought, complicated on so many levels but pipsqueak was more than happy to take solace from it. He was still a part of his wife’s love life. A sad pathetic part, a frustrated humiliated part, a helpless and impotent part, but still a part. He’d take that! He’d definitely take that! One of the weird things about this whole thing was that, as his own sex life continued to contract at the whim of his Mistress, the importance of her sex life was replacing the importance of his own, not just to her but to him too, perhaps to him most of all!

Pipsqueak was roused from his thoughts by the sight of his wife’s lover hooking his elbows under Linda’s stunning sexy stockinged legs, forcing her knees back against her breasts then taking her delicate ankles in his huge hands to press one leg onto the mattress either side of her head. The effect was to lift her ass off the bed offering her sopping pussy to the rampant thickly veined and pulsing cock that he proceeded to drill into her.

‘Oh yes, baby, yes!’ Linda encouraged her lover as she reached up to take his face between her palms. ‘Screw me baby, cum inside me, fill up my naughty married pussy! Show my husband how a real man fucks his woman. Show him why he’ll never be allowed to put his tiny dick inside your bitch ever again. Show him why I belong to you. Show him baby!’

That was all the encouragement Sam needed to fire an enormously heavy load of cum along the length of his cock to hose the walls of his girlfriend’s womb.

‘Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh! Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh! Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh! Aaaaarrrrgggghhhh! Aaaaarrrrrrrrgggghhhh!’ he screamed, three, four, five times until he thought he might turn himself inside out inside this bitch! Even then, still not finished, not until another five or six slightly less violent spurts, then finally three or four weaker blasts of cum emptied his huge balls more comprehensively than ever before in his life.

‘You see sweety,’ pipsqueak’s wife was saying to him as she lay squashed into the mattress under her lover’s collapsed sweating body as he gasped for air. ‘You see how we are together. That’s why I need him, why I’m so happy, why I love you so much for persuading me to try this lifestyle. Thank you, sweetheart. I hope you enjoyed watching us. You must know now you could never compete and I could never go back to just lying there staring up at the ceiling waiting for you to finish to keep you happy. This is so much better!’ she smiled as she stroked her lover’s hair.

‘Mmmffff!’ pipsqueak tried to answer through his wife’s sopping panties. She was right, he could never ask her to give this up. He loved her, more now than ever before. That’s why he would work even harder to please her, to free her from the need to ever lift a finger around their home. Free her to explore her incredible sexuality. Free her to enjoy her lover, to amuse and arouse herself by mistreating and abusing her husband. Any price was worth paying for her happiness. His manhood, his self-respect, his sex life such as it was, he’d gladly sacrifice it all and more besides just for the chance to make her happy, to remain a part of her life, whatever she wanted that life to be. It was up to her now.


Chapter 14: The Cuckold’s Sister-In-Law

Linda had a sister, Lorraine. At thirty-five she was five years younger than Linda, the headmistress of a secondary school, divorced with no children. Chris had always had a secret crush on her and had even fantasised about being dominated by her but he never actually liked her, mainly because she had not made a secret of the fact that she didn’t think he was good enough for her sister. When Linda announced one morning that Lorraine would be coming to visit, he assumed that he would be donning the only item of male clothing he had left, a tracksuit he wore to wash the windows outside, do some work in the garden or occasionally clean his wife’s or her lover’s car, then going out somewhere for the day. But then Linda went on to make it clear that Lorraine would be staying for a few days.

‘So shall I book a hotel or something and you can say I’m away somewhere?’ he asked.

‘Don’t be silly sweety,’ Linda smiled. ‘Why would we do that?’

‘I suppose I could just wear the tracksuit in the house,’ he suggested.

‘Certainly not,’ his wife declared. ‘You will wear your uniform as normal.’

‘But we can’t, I’ll look ridiculous, what will she think?’

‘I beg your pardon!’ Linda snapped staring coldly at her sissy maid husband.

‘Sorry Mistress,’ he backtracked with a submissive curtsy. ‘I meant, what will she think of me, Mistress?’

‘She will think that she was right about you all along. That you are not man enough for me. But she will also see that we’ve now done something about that.’

‘Please Mistress, please don’t do this!’

‘It’s too late in the day for you to get cold feet I’m afraid. I happen to be proud of what we’ve made you into and I want my sister to see how happy I am. I’ve never had secrets from her so I’m not about to start now. Think of this as an opportunity for you to show Lorraine what an important part of my life you are now and how hard you work to please me. And don’t pretend you’ve never fantasised about being dominated by her; I know you too well you little pervert! Now get yourself over my knee so I can attend to your earlier lapse of respect. A burning hot bottom might take your mind off your coming embarrassment for a little while. I wonder if my sister would like to spank you while she’s here?’

So it was that pipsqueak found himself in the kitchen, holding a silver serving tray on which sat two China cups and saucers and a pot of tea. On the instructions of his wife, he had taken extra pains with the new sissy maid uniform she had bought him for the occasion. His makeup was perfect, the lines up the back of his stockings dead straight and his now quite long hair tied with a pretty silk ribbon. The black patent leather shoes were new too and were already hurting his feet.

‘It’s time we moved you on to higher heels pipsqueak,’ Linda had told him when she presented the shoes to him the previous week. ‘You’ve had it easy with those four-inch heels for long enough. These are six inch and will accentuate your sexy gurly calves. I doubt if you’ll find them particularly comfortable but that’s hardly my main consideration. A servant like you needs to be constantly reminded of her sissy status. No man would or could walk in these but that shouldn’t be an issue for you should it, pipsqueak.’

‘No Mistress, thank you Mistress,’ pipsqueak said as he took the ridiculously high but extremely sexy shoes from his wife with a curtsy.

‘You’ll need to practice wearing them. I want you perfect for Lorraine’s visit. Keep your steps short, place one foot directly in front of the other, sway those girly hips and you’ll be fine.’

He didn’t feel fine as he stood holding the tea tray, listening to the voices of his wife and her sister coming from the lounge. He felt sick. How could he do this? The embarrassment! The humiliation! But what choice did he have? Maybe he could somehow brazen it out, walk in there with his head held high. If he didn’t hurry up there was a danger Linda would come looking for him and bring Lorraine with her. Their finding him cowering in here would be even worse! So, placing one foot carefully in front of the other, swaying his hips just like he’d practiced, he set off for the lounge.

The last thing pipsqueak expected as he entered the lounge, paused in the doorway to curtsy then sashayed over to place the tea tray on the coffee table and begin, with shaking hands to pour the tea, was to be ignored. The two attractive ladies did not even pause in their conversation or glance over at him. Even when pipsqueak, with a lump in his throat realised that he did not know if Lorraine took sugar and had to curtsy in front of her and wait for her to acknowledge him before he could speak, Lorraine simply ignored him.

‘I think the maid wants to ask you something Lor,’ Linda eventually prompted her sister.

‘Yes, what is it?’ Lorraine demanded curtly giving a look of contempt as pipsqueak, painfully conscious of how red his face was under his makeup and how hard his cock was pressing against the unyielding steel walls of its prison, curtsied once more.

‘Please Miss Lorraine, would you like sugar?’

‘No,’ was her only response before returning to the conversation with her sister.

After another humiliating curtsy pipsqueak stepped back and turned to leave, deeply grateful to his wife who, it seemed, had clearly saved him at least some embarrassment by briefing her sister before her first encounter with the maid.

‘Where do you think you are you going, pipsqueak?’ Linda demanded, before taking a sip of her tea. ‘Did either of us dismiss you?’

‘No Mistress,’ pipsqueak mumbled, his hopes of getting back to the safety of the kitchen dashed. ‘Sorry Mistress, I thought…’

‘I know what you thought pipsqueak,’ Linda said as she glared at her sissy maid. ‘You thought you’d leave without introducing yourself to my sister. Come here and present yourself this instant!’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak shuffled over, acutely conscious of how ridiculous he must look to his wife’s beautiful sexy sister.

‘Good morning, Miss Lorraine,’ another damn curtsy. ‘My name is pipsqueak. I am Miss Linda’s maid.’

‘Well,’ Lorraine smiled coldly as she looked up at the hapless husband. ‘I’m happy to see that Linda finally realised what you are and found a more suitable position for you. Are you a good maid?’

‘I… I try to be Miss Lorraine.’

‘Well, I suppose you can’t possibly be a worse maid than you were a husband, could you?’

‘No Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak responded wishing the ground would open up and swallow him whole.

‘And as for trying, I suggest you try harder. Now that my sister has found herself a real man you need to earn your keep.’ So, Linda had told her sister about cuckolding him too.

‘Tell me… pipsqueak was it? Tell me pipsqueak, do you approve of your wife’s choice of lover?’

‘Please Miss Lorraine, it’s not for me to say.’

‘Mmmm, good answer. Perhaps we can make a maid of you yet. Though from what Linda has told me there is some way to go yet. You’ll be glad to hear I’ve decided to help. The thought of knocking a pathetic wimp like you into shape appeals to me. What do you think?’

‘Thank you, Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak curtsied, hands clasped in front of him over the skirt of his uniform, desperately hoping neither of his gorgeous tormentors would notice his chastity caged cock twitching and bobbing under there with excitement.

‘We’ll see if you’re still thanking me when your Mistress gets back from holiday.’

‘He doesn’t know yet Lor,’ Linda laughed at pipsqueak’s shocked expression.

‘Oops, sorry sis,’ Lorraine smiled.

‘Sam has asked me to go on holiday with him,’ Linda addressed her maid. ‘We’re going to Jamaica for a couple of weeks. I’m going to meet his family, isn’t that nice? I’ve asked Lorraine to come and stay here to keep an eye on you.’

‘Don’t look so worried pipsqueak,’ Lorraine laughed. ‘We’re going to have a wonderful time. Not as wonderful as my sister and her lover, but very enjoyable all the same. At least for me. How much you enjoy it will depend on how quickly you learn and how respectful and obedient you are. Make no bones about it, when Linda gets back, I intend to present her with the most humble, obedient and perfectly behaved maid she could possibly wish for. Isn’t that what you want to be?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine. Thank you, Miss Lorraine.’

‘Good, now lift the front of your skirt and show me what you’re hiding under there.’

It was a definite high point of emasculation for pipsqueak, standing in front of his sister-in-law holding up the skirt of his sissy maid uniform while she tormented and teased him without mercy.

‘Is that it? Why is it locked away?’ asked Lorraine. Of course, having discussed the poor maid’s chastity at length with her sister, she knew exactly why, but that was no reason to pass up the chance of having some fun at the wimp’s expense.

‘Answer my sister pipsqueak,’ Linda demanded.

‘Because Mistress Linda has no use for it, Miss.’

‘Hardly surprising going by the size of it,’ Lorraine smirked. ‘I bet if it wasn’t locked away, you’d be playing with it at every opportunity like the sad little pervert I always told my sister you were?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine, I mean no Miss Lorraine.’

‘Well, which is it? You would or you wouldn’t?’

‘I… I don’t know, Miss Lorraine,’ the confused sissy curtsied in apology.

‘So why is it so small? I’ve never seen one that small except on a baby boy.’

‘I don’t know Miss Lorraine.’

‘Did you not see this before you married the wimp sis?’ she asked pipsqueak’s wife who was laughing so hard tears were rolling down her face. ‘I can’t believe you would have married it if you’d known it had a clitoris instead of a cock!’

That had them both in fits of laughter.

‘Put your skirt down pipsqueak,’ Linda eventually managed to say. ‘Take Lorraine’s case upstairs and unpack for her. We’re going out for lunch.’

It was an enormous relief for pipsqueak to get away from his wife and her evil sister and hear the front door slam as they left, but hugely frustrating to have to unpack her case. Her clothes looked expensive and felt amazing. It was the smell though that truly drove him insane. Rubbing a pair of her silk panties against his cheek he held one of her sexy high heeled stilettoes over his mouth and nose, breathing in her scent before sticking out his tongue to lick the insole of the shoe where he knew her tiny delicate foot had been.

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Lorraine screamed from the doorway making pipsqueak jump and drop her shoe. ‘Linda, come here quickly!’

‘What’s wrong?’ Linda asked.

‘It seems your supposedly eager to please maid is just a sad little pervert after all. I just caught her manhandling and drooling over my shoes and underwear.’

‘How could you?’ Linda demanded of the cowering pipsqueak.

‘I’m sorry Mistress, it… I just…’

‘I don’t want to hear it!’ Linda screamed at him. ‘You’ve embarrassed me in front of my own sister!’

‘It’s your fault!’ he wanted to scream back at her. ‘You keep me locked in this damned cage for weeks on end, teasing and frustrating me until I’m insane with pent up lust! Then you put me in a situation where I have to handle your sister’s underwear! What did you expect?’

In reality though, he didn’t say any of that. He just stood, head down staring at the floor.

‘Apologise to my sister right now you fucking pervert!’ Linda demanded.

‘I’m really very sorry Miss Lorraine. It won’t happen again, I swear!’

‘You got that right!’ Linda yelled before walking over to him. ‘Get your head up!’ she shouted and spat in his face. ‘Lorraine, come here. It’s only fair you get to show this worthless creature what you think of her.’

With a contemptuous look of superiority and triumph Lorraine sidled over and spat, not once, not twice, but three times in the cringing pipsqueak’s face.

‘Now go to your room maid, you can stay there until we get back. And don’t think this is over, it’s not!’

Having not dared to wipe his face, the spit was dripping from it and landing on the front of pipsqueak’s uniform as he knelt in punishment position hands on head inside the little cloakroom cupboard that served as the maid’s quarters. When the door opened and he saw his beautiful wife glaring in at him he couldn’t help himself, he began to sob.

‘You can save the tears for when we get back from lunch you little slut! You are going to beg Lorraine to put you across her knee and teach you a lesson. And when she’s finished, I’m going to take my slipper to you for messing up the front of your new uniform.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak sobbed. ‘I didn’t mean to be a pervert, honestly. I thought you’d gone and I… ‘

‘Oh, so you’re not sorry for what you did, just that we caught you!’ Linda could hear Lorraine giggling behind her out of sight of pipsqueak. The whole thing had, of course been planned, but no need to tell her sissy husband that.

‘No, no Mistress, I didn’t mean that. I just meant I’m sorry. I’ll do anything to make it up to you and to Lorraine, anything I swear!’

‘Miss Lorraine!’ Linda reminded him.

‘Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak blurted. ‘Please Mistress, please let me make it up to both of you!’

‘Why should I? After all I’ve done for you, you can’t even manage to show a little respect for my sister. Instead you have to embarrass me by behaving like a sexy starved pervert!’

‘I’m sorry, honestly, I really am Mistress! I do respect your sister, I swear! If you could just give me one more chance to prove it.’

‘If I give you that chance, you’d damn well better make sure you don’t let me down again pipsqueak!’

‘I won’t honestly Mistress, I… ‘

‘Shut up! Shut your stupid slut mouth! From now on you treat my sister and I like we are goddesses. You do everything you possibly can to please us regardless of the cost to you. You give yourself body and soul to us. You obey every instruction like your life depends on it. The more unpleasant, the more frustrating, the more humiliating and the more painful it is for you the more grateful you are and the more you smile and thank us from the bottom of your heart! Have I made myself clear?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he blurted forcing his expression into a smile as the two women’s spit continued to drip from his face.

‘Clear enough for even a pathetic little faggot who loves dressing in sissy outfits but can’t satisfy his wife like you to understand?’ Linda joined in, appearing from behind her sister.

‘Yes Miss Lorraine.’

‘Say it!’

‘Clear enough for a pathetic little faggot who loves dressing in sissy outfits but can’t satisfy his wife like me to understand Miss Lorraine. Thank you, Miss Lorraine!’

‘Clear enough for a sad, sex-starved little pervert who gets off on sniffing and licking ladies’ shoes to understand?’ demanded Linda.

With tears of shame mixing with the spit running down his face, Pipsqueak repeated and confirmed his agreement with his irate wife’s accusation.

‘Do not move from that position until we get back!’ Linda advised her husband coldly before slamming closed the closet door.

As he heard the front door open and close and the happy sounds of his wife and sister in law’s chatter faded, pipsqueak began to wonder what he’d got himself into. No… what he’d allowed those two dominant beautiful bitches to manipulate him into.

‘I love telling him he’s going to be punished and then leaving him to fret over it,’ Linda told her sister as they climbed into the car that used to belong to her husband but was now, like everything else, in her name. ‘It gives me such a warm glow!’

‘I think I can guess where the warm glow is, you cruel bitch!’ Lorraine laughed.

‘I’m not cruel,’ Linda pouted. ‘I’m just a beautiful, sexy, high maintenance wife!’

‘Can I really spank him when we get back?’ Lorraine asked excitedly. ‘I’ve never spanked a man before!’

‘Of course, you can sis,’ Linda smiled. ‘You can do whatever you like to her. My sissy maid is your sissy maid. In fact, she’s long overdue for relief, how would you like to ruin her orgasm for her?’

‘Hell yes!’ Lorraine cheered as she clapped her hands.

‘But one thing Lor… she’s is no man. I don’t think of her as one anymore and neither should you.’

They both laughed as they drove away.

On their return, giggling and a happy from the expensive chilled champagne they’d had with lunch, the two beautiful sadistic ladies took great delight in subjecting their helpless prey to several painful spankings, taking turns to see who could make her squeal and beg the loudest. When they paused to recover from their exertions, more wine was respectfully served by pipsqueak while his wife regaled her sister with tales of her black lover’s prowess in the bedroom. In between serving wine the hapless maid was employed either to lick the feet and suck the toes of one or other of the gorgeous inebriated ladies, lie on the floor, open mouth acting as a target for the spit they took turns firing from their sexy lip sticked mouths, or else being mercilessly questioned by his sister-in-law about his failures as a husband and a man.

When the ladies finally tired of their game, pipsqueak was sent to fetch the stomping stage. The idea of being teased and abused by his wife under the soles of her shoes while her sister watched was deeply humiliating but incredibly exciting at the same time and the reality did not disappoint.

Linda was wearing a very sexy pair of black velvet mule slippers that really brought out the contrast of her dainty naked red-painted toes. Having her sister as an audience really brought out the bitch in Linda as she tormented poor pipsqueak with the soles of them.The underside of his rock-hard bobbing penis being rubbed up and down until he was sure his giggling wife would let him cum only to have her switch to kicking and stomping while he begged and pleaded for mercy had poor pipsqueak delirious with pent-up frustration. The icing on the cake came though when Linda invited her sister to join her.

There was barely enough room for them both on the wooden platform and they had to hold onto each other’s waists to avoid falling off. Lorraine was wearing mule slippers too but hers were red and she was wearing nylon stockings with reinforced toes through which pipsqueak could just make out the darker red of her painted toe nails.

Having two beautiful women tormenting and teasing his bruised and battered but still rock-hard cock was almost more than the poor sissy husband could take.

‘How do you know when to stop rubbing?’ Lorraine asked her sister as she toyed with pipsqueak’s penis with the tip of her slipper.

‘Just watch her face,’ Linda laughed, ‘it’s a dead giveaway!’

‘You’d better warn me anyway,’ Lorraine giggled, ‘I don’t want to let the little bitch cum by accident.’

‘Don’t worry Lor,’ Linda assured her sister. ‘If you go too far and it starts to cum just stomp down on it, the little slut hates that, don’t you slut?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak moaned. ‘Please Mistress, please may I cum, please!’

‘Nope,’ Linda casually replied.

‘Can’t you make him… I mean her, warn you when she’s getting close?’ Lorraine asked. ‘You know, sort of force her to be complicit in her own torment!’

‘What a great idea,’ Linda laughed. ‘Pipsqueak, you heard my sister. You will warn us if you get close to having an accident. If you don’t you will regret it, I mean it!'

'Yes Mistress,' pipsqueak moaned. 'Please Mistress, I'm close now!'

The girls immediately stopped their teasing and stood smiling down at their hapless victim as he panted and begged, ‘Please Mistress, please!’

‘What a fucking pathetic spectacle you are pipsqueak!’ Lorraine taunted him. ‘Some husband are you? What the hell my sister ever saw in you I have no idea.’

‘Oh, poor pipsqueak!’ Linda laughed. ‘Is my nasty sister being cruel to you again? Never mind, I’m sure she likes you really.’

‘Yea, of course I do,’ Lorraine smiled. ‘I have nothing but respect for a man who dresses as a woman 24/7 and runs around doing endless housework hoping to please his sexy wife. A wife who sleeps around with another man right in front of him and even makes him suck the guy’s cock! What’s not to respect?’

Linda nearly fell off the stomping stage as she laughed.

When she managed to get back on she started rubbing the sole of her slipper up and down pipsqueak’s penis again. ‘Time to tease you again, sorry baby, I know you must be going crazy down there looking up at our sexy legs. Which one of us do you think has the best legs? And which one has the sexiest feet?’

‘Please Mistress, you’re both beautiful, both the best, please Mistress, I can’t stand it, please!’

‘Poor baby, you must be so desperate! Would you like me to keep going just a little bit longer, so you can have a nice cummies? So you can show my sister what it looks like when a sissy cums for her Mistress.’

‘Yes! Oh, yes! Yes please! Please Mistress! I love you so much!’

‘What does that have to do with it?’ Lorraine demanded as she lifted one slippered foot from the platform and pressed it against his face. ‘Is she supposed to take pity on you and let you have your pathetic little dribble just because you love her?’

‘Please Mistress Lorraine!’

‘Please Mistress Lorraine!’ Lorraine mocked him in a high-pitched voice. ‘Please what faggot?’

‘Please may I cum Mistress Lorraine?’

‘If it was up to me, you’d never cum again,’ Lorraine spat. ‘My sister is far too lenient with you. You take advantage of her you disgusting little sissy!’

‘What?’ pipsqueak’s mind screamed, ‘I take advantage of her? You must be fucking joking!’ But he didn’t dare say it out loud, he was getting close again! ‘Please Mistress, I’m close, please don’t stop! I’m begging you! Please!’

But stop she did and as her sister stepped down to retrieve her glass of wine, Linda squatted down, still on the wooden platform.

‘How do you like being stomped by two ladies instead of one honey?’ she smiled down at her husband.

‘Please Mistress, I can’t take it anymore! Please let me cum. Let me cum properly just this once, so I can show you how much I love you, please!’

‘Hey sis,’ Linda called out. ‘My maid says she can’t take any more. What shall we do?’

‘Well,’ Lorraine smirked as she sidled back over, the condensation running down the outside of her glass of chilled wine. ‘We could always snuff the little bitch and put it out of its misery, I suppose.’

‘Great idea,’ Linda declared as she dismounted the stage, positioned herself over her husband’s face and plonked herself down shutting out the light.

Lorraine meanwhile, stepped onto the stage and began to manipulate the sissy’s penis with the sole of one sexy slipper causing pipsqueak to moan desperately into his wife’s pantied crotch. Linda lifted slightly and sat on her sissy maid’s chest, looking down into his eyes.

‘Please Mistress, I love, I can’t stand it! I need to cum so badly, it’s been so long! I’ll be good I promise, I’ll do anything you say, I swear!’ he whispered as his eyes filled with tears.

‘I know sweetheart, I know.’

‘Please can I cum Mistress, please!’

‘Sorry honey, that’s not up to me. Little sis is in charge today and, just between you and me, I think she’s a bit of a bitch.’

‘Please Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak begged, in tears, ‘Please may I cum, I’ll do anything you say but please, I can’t take any more!’

‘You can cum pipsqueak, ’Lorraine said. ‘But you do it when I tell you, not before and not after, got it?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine, thank you, thank you, thank you!’

‘Tell me when you’re right on the edge sissy,’ Lorraine said. ‘I’ll give you a count of five after you say you’re there. If you cum right on five I’ll keep rubbing and you can come properly. If you let go early I’ll stomp on it and block it. If you don’t cum on five I’ll stop and it’s over. Understand?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine, thank you Miss Lorraine.’

‘That’s my good gurl,’ Linda soothed her husband, stroking his cheek lovingly. ‘I have a special treat for you too,’ she smiled as she pulled off her slippers and plonked her bare feet onto his face. ‘Lick them.’

That was all it took to start the pent-up spunk bursting from pipsqueak’s painful blue balls. ‘Please Miss Lorraine, I’m there!’

‘Good gurl,’ Lorraine smiled. ‘Five, four, three… ‘

‘Just two seconds! Fuck, two seconds, come on! Don’t fucking cum yet!’ pipsqueak’s mind screamed.

‘Two and a half, two, one and a half, one, a half… now! Cum now faggot!’ Lorraine screamed.

‘Aaaaaaarggggghhhhh!’ pipsqueak squealed as he kissed and licked the bottoms of his wife’s feet, unable to do anything to help himself.

‘NooooooooaaaargggghhhNOOOOOOPLEEEEASE!’

Lorraine laughed as she pressed down her sexy slipped foot pinning pipsqueak’s erection to the wooden platform.

‘You promised!’ pipsqueak gasped in horror as his wife’s heartless sister lifted her foot and, hands on hips, watched the backed-up spunk flow from the end of the crying sissy’s now soft penis.

‘Promises to sissy maid husbands don’t count loser!’ Lorraine laughed.

Pipsqueak looked into his beautiful wife’s smiling face desperately seeking moral support for the outrage done to him. ‘She promised,’ he mumbled.

‘Sorry baby,’ Linda laughed. ‘Like I told you, my sister’s a bitch, what can I say? It runs in the family.’


Chapter 15: Holiday Fun

Pipsqueak was allowed to drive his wife and her lover to the airport for their trip to Jamaica, dressed of course in the cheap pink nylon tracksuit that was his only male item of clothing. Being somewhere that people were often searched, caused additional worries for him as he followed the happy excited couple across the concourse pulling their wheeled suitcases behind him like a bell boy. At least he wouldn’t have to go through a metal detector and have to explain his chastity cage. Underneath the tracksuit he was wearing his now normal underwear of corset, slip and white stockings. He kept looking down at his thighs watching the outline of his garters appear with each step as the thin nylon tracksuit trousers stretched over his thighs. He didn’t dare look around in case someone else had spotted them.

‘I think it would be nice if you took us to the airport,’ Linda had explained. ‘The contrast between my excitement at going on holiday with my boyfriend and your mood of jealousy, humiliation and dread at the prospect of household drudgery under the authority of my sister will be a very special experience for us both. It’s a big step for us and we should do it together.’

Linda looked gorgeous as usual in short skirt, cropped t-shirt showing off her flat belly and sexy wedge sandals and pipsqueak had to admit to himself that Sam and her made a stunning couple.

‘You can go now pipsqueak,’ Sam said as he towered over pipsqueak who glanced at his wife for confirmation.

‘Don’t look at me pipsqueak,’ Linda smiled condescendingly at her husband. ‘You know you obey Sam as you do me.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ pipsqueak tried to answer quietly so as not to be heard by the other holiday makers making for the check in desks.

‘Have a nice time,’ he offered lamely, feeling a moment’s panic at the thought of his wife jetting off with the man she had chosen as her lover.

‘Oh, we will, don’t worry about that,’ she laughed before lifting her face to accept a wet kiss from the black giant holding her hand.

‘Make sure you’re a good gurl for Lorraine like you promised, you know I’ll make you regret it if you aren’t.’

‘Yes Mistress, I will,’ pipsqueak smiled weakly, hating to be reminded of the two weeks in store for him being lorded over by his bitch of a sister-in-law.

Feeling a sudden impulse, he went to kiss his wife’s lips desperate to reaffirm their bond but she pulled away.

‘What on earth are you doing pipsqueak?’ Linda asked, smiling with fake indignation.

‘I was just… ‘

‘Kiss my feet,’ she ordered coldly.

‘But, what about all these people?’ pipsqueak pleaded.

‘None of these people should matter to you pipsqueak, only me. Unless you’re ashamed of me?’

‘Of course not Mistress,’ he assured his sweetly smiling wife before dropping to his knees in the middle of the airport concourse and planting soft kisses on the red painted toes of each of his wife’s cute little feet where they poked out from her wedge sandals.

‘That’s better. Now I’m sure Lorraine will be keeping you very busy but, when you eventually get to your sad little bed in the closet every night, don’t forget to think about me making love with my boyfriend every night and waking up in his arms every morning. Bye pipsqueak.’

Still on his knees, pipsqueak watched her walk away, her lover’s hand protectively placed on her gorgeous ass, then, remembering where he was, quickly stood and, red faced, trying not to think about all the amused faces around him, hurried for the exit, his underused cock straining against the walls of its tubular prison.

After more than a week of working his sissy socks off trying to satisfy the constantly growing demands of his heartless sister-in-law, cleaning, washing, scrubbing and polishing; only to be told it wasn’t good enough and having to do it again nursing a stinging bottom or aching swollen palms from a bamboo cane she had found in the garden, pipsqueak was exhausted. He’d tried, he really had. He genuinely wanted to please his unfaithful wife with the report she would get from her sister when she returned from her holiday with her boyfriend, to prove to her how much he appreciated how hard she was working to make their new relationship work, but it was impossible. Linda was demanding and unfair but her sister took it to different level.

‘Unlike my dear sister, pipsqueak, I don’t have any history with you, I wasn’t misguided enough to marry your sissy arse. All I feel for you is contempt so, if its mercy or pity you’re looking for, you’d better look somewhere else because I have none for you. I will do whatever it takes to break you and once I’ve broken you, I’ll continue to make your life hell just for my own amusement and to show my poor sister what a worthless waste of space she married.’

So, rising at 5am he worked through lists of housework, served as Lorraine’s slave maid, tried his best to memorise various sissy dance routines she made him learn then sat at the dining table under her watchful eye writing lines like, ‘I am a worthless sissy slut who does not deserve such a wonderful wife’, four or five hundred times, or composing essays on subjects like, ‘Why my wonderful beautiful wife needs a lover’, ‘Why I admire my wife’s handsome boyfriend’ or ‘Why I am in awe of Miss Lorraine’s beauty and so indebted to her for taking the time to make me a better maid’.

Bedtime came after midnight once he had reported to Miss Lorraine in her bedroom. ‘What do you think your wife is doing right now pipsqueak?’ she would tease him. Or, ‘How many times do you think Linda and Sam have made love today, wimp?’ Or, ‘Do you think you’ll even recognise Linda when she gets back after two weeks in Jamaica with a real man?’ The variety of torments was never ending.

‘Put your head under the covers and suck my toes while I text your wife. You know I think she’s in love with Sam. You must have expected that surely. How could she not be? Don’t worry though, I’m sure she’ll still keep you around, even if it’s just so that she doesn’t have to go back to doing housework.’

So, filled with impotent jealousy and helpless humiliation, pipsqueak sucked her delicate painted toes until she went to sleep and then went back downstairs to tidy up the awful mess that she deliberately generated to dishearten him. On the advice of her sister, Lorraine made a point of complaining, criticising and ridiculing regardless of how hard pipsqueak tried to please her. No word of praise or gratitude crossed her lips; an experience she found quite refreshing.

‘I don’t want her ever to have the opportunity to feel satisfaction with her performance Lor,’ Linda had said. ‘She should always feel inferior, useless, worthless even, that no matter what she does she will never please me, that I barely notice her except to be disappointed by her pathetic efforts to show how much she loves me and wants to make me happy.’

‘If that’s what you want Sis,’ Lorraine responded, feeling an unexpected rush of excitement at the prospect.

‘Not just what I want,’ Linda smiled. ‘It’s hard to understand sometimes I know, but it’s actually what he, sorry she, wants too. Although she doesn’t always realise it right away. She needs this, it’s always been her fantasy and now I have the chance to make it real for her. So please don’t think you need to take pity on her, feel sorry for her or worry about upsetting her; mistreatment from a beautiful woman is what she lives for.’

‘And in the meantime, you don’t do too badly out of it, sis,’ Lorraine grinned.

‘I don’t do I?’ Linda laughed. ‘It was hard at first, it took a long time for me to get my head around it. But now I have and I’m really glad I gave in and tried it. I so happy now and, in his own strange way, so is Chris… sorry pipsqueak.’

‘I think I’m beginning to understand that now and I’m really looking forward to two weeks of just pipsqueak and me. I want to explore this whole domination thing. If he gets off on the way you treat him, he’s going to just love his little sister-in-law!’

When, one morning, Lorraine told pipsqueak to go and stand inside the garage to wait for her, although nervous about what the devilish bitch might have in mind, he was actually glad of the chance to rest. Then she walked in with a length of washing line, some zip ties and a pair of scissors in her hands.

‘Hands behind you slut!’ she ordered coldly, her heels clicking across the concrete floor.

Pipsqueak felt her tying his thumbs together with a zip tie then fastening a pink leather dog collar around his neck. More zip ties were used to connect his tied thumbs to the collar. The sound of the ties being tightened accompanied the uncomfortable sensation of his hands being pulled up his back until his elbows stuck out either side like little chicken wings.

Next one end of the washing line was thrown over the wooden beam directly above pipsqueak’s head before being pulled it down and tied to the back of the pink leather collar.

What the fuck? pipsqueak’s mind raced, was she going to hang him? ‘Please Miss Lorraine… ‘

‘Quiet pipsqueak,’ she interrupted his worried protest. ‘Learn to suffer in silence when your betters decide to amuse themselves with your suffering! You do think of me as your superior, don’t you pipsqueak?’

‘Yes, yes of course, Miss Lorrayyyyyy!’ Lorraine laughed as her hapless victim’s words were cut off by the pull of the collar on his neck as she hauled at the other dangling end of the washing line before tying it off to a convenient eyelet on the wall. Finally, she bent in front of pipsqueak to tie a length of line to each of his… her, she must get used to not just calling the sissy a her, but actually thinking of it as one.

‘The idea sis, is that by, not just calling pipsqueak a her, but really thinking of her as a her, it makes it surprisingly difficult for her to think of herself as anything else. It certainly insults any vestige of manhood she might be hanging on to.’ Linda had explained to her.

Back with the washing line… each ankle was wrapped with a length of line then she stood up facing the sissy maid and had her remove her stiletto heels. The reduction in height had the effect of pulling uncomfortably on the collar around pipsqueak’s neck. After ordering the maid to move one stockinged foot towards the garage wall she secured the other end of line to a leg of the heavy shelving that lined both walls of the garage. When she repeated the process with the other ankle, making pipsqueak spread her legs wider, so reducing her height even further, the collar around her neck felt like a noose choking her.

‘Oh, dear pipsqueak,’ Lorraine said with mock sympathy as she stood to admire her work, ‘You seem to be struggling a little there. Are you alright?’

‘Ppp… ppplease, its choke… choking… ‘

‘Oh dear,’ Lorraine smiled. Would you like me to help you pipsqueak?’

She burst out laughing as the pathetic wimp tried to nod her head.

‘My advice would be to stand on tiptoe directly under the beam sissy. That way the line might not be so tight around your neck.’

Taking in her words, pipsqueak looked up at the beam, shuffling his feet to try to get a better position. It worked, but only slightly. At least he could breathe now, kind of, but how long could he stay on tiptoe? His calves were aching already.

That’s when Lorraine appeared in front of him again, this time swishing a thin plastic rod about eighteen inches long.

‘You don’t like me, do you sissy?’ she smiled.

What could he say? ‘You… you never seemed to think I was good enough for Linda,’ he croaked out cautiously.

‘And I was right, wasn’t I?’ She replied, as she scratched her nails up his quivering thighs, ‘I mean look at you; you wear a sissy maid’s outfit 24/7, spend your whole life doing housework and serving your betters as no more than a skivvy and support your wife cuckolding you with another man? And that’s without mentioning how you like to suck cock? Yes, Linda told me. She says you do it to show you love her but I think you do it because you’re a cock sucking little slut. You’ve always been a pathetic sissy cock sucker; you’ve just never had the opportunity to put it into practice until now. Until my poor, long-suffering sister couldn’t take it anymore and finally found herself a real man to fuck her! Tell me what you’ve always been faggot!’

‘A cocksucker, Miss Lorraine.’ Pipsqueak mumbled.

‘Louder, tell me what you are, what you’ve always wanted to do. Wait, I want to video it on my phone to send your pretty little wife. Let’s hope she can find time between long hot sessions of deeply satisfying sex, to look at it. Right, go ahead.’

‘Please Miss Lorraine,’ he begged.

‘Fucking say it!’ she screamed in his face as she reached up under his skirt to grab and twist his blue balls.

‘I’m a cocksucker Miss Lorraine! I’ve always wanted to suck cocks!’

‘Now say thank you to your poor wife for giving you the opportunity to suck her boyfriend’s huge cock.’

‘Thank you for letting me suck your boyfriend’s cock, Mistress,’ pipsqueak sagged in resignation.

‘Perfect!’ Lorraine beamed. ‘There, all sent. Now, would you like me to take your mind off your discomfort?’ she asked in mock concern but tapping the thin plastic rod menacingly against pipsqueak’s cheek.

He shook his head no but she walked behind him anyway and began to flick the rod against his hands, his arms, his back. Not powerful blows, just painful nips repeated over and over, taking away his breathe as the pain built and built. He tried to move away but that just tightened the line around his neck making him choke again.

‘Silly gurl,’ Lorraine laughed. ‘You’re choking yourself, I thought you didn’t like that.’

When the rod was switched from his arms to the backs of his legs it was a relief – for a few seconds – then the agony was renewed.

‘Ooops there you go again, strangling yourself. I’m beginning to think you might have a hanging fetish pipsqueak.’

Pipsqueak was crying now. From the pain of the rod, the choking, the unfairness and because he missed his darling wife. He hadn’t even done anything wrong! He worked his ass off, humiliated himself, done everything Lorraine demanded, he’d really tried to please her, to show her how devoted he was to her sister by serving her. Still, it wasn’t enough. The bitch had not even made a pretence that this was deserved, she was doing it just for her own enjoyment!

‘Oh, what’s wrong pipsqueak, don’t you like spending quality time with your sister-in-law?’ Lorraine asked him as she stopped her whipping to come around in front of him. ‘I’m almost offended. I’m having a lovely time. I could do this for hours! In fact, I think I will. Oh dear, more tears? Come on now cheer up. I’m giving you a nice rest, aren’t I? Let me see your sexy smile, come on flutter those baby blues for me. Show me what my gorgeous sister saw in a worthless wimp like you.’

His desperate try at a smile would have broken the heart of a lesser Mistress but Lorraine was determined to give her sister’s sissy husband an experience to remember for the rest of his life. A reason to fear her, to dread her visits, to do anything to; not please her because that wasn’t possible, she was showing him that; but at least to attempt to avoid the worst of her cruelty.

‘You love this don’t you slut? You love being at the mercy of a dominant woman, being tortured and punished for being a failure as a man by a gorgeous woman who feels nothing but contempt for you. Tell me! Tell me you love it!’

‘I love it Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak croaked, in no mood to argue with this woman who could break him so easily, so completely and at will.

‘Look at me, tell me how grateful you are for being treated like this!’

As she spoke Lorraine lifted the hem of pipsqueak’s uniform skirt and began tapping her perfectly manicured finger nails on the metal chastity tube encased by his sissy panties.

‘Thank you, thank you Miss, thank you.’

Dropping to her haunches in front of the poor sissy Lorraine yanked the panties aside to pull the tube free whereupon she began simulating giving him a blow job.

‘Is this where a woman belongs pipsqueak?’ she teased. ‘Maybe it is, for a real man. I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s exactly what your wife is doing with her boyfriend right now. She never did it for you though did she?’

Pipsqueak shook his head as much as the nylon noose allowed.

‘Would you like me to do it? I have the key. I could slip off that nasty cage, open up my sexy lips and suck your hard little cock inside my warm wet mouth. Would you like that? Would that make it all better? Would you like me then?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine, oh please, I’d do anything, anything you say, I swear!’

‘But you’ll do anything I say anyway won’t you? Because you’re terrified of me and even more terrified of upsetting your sweet little wife. So, I have nothing to gain really, do I?’

‘No Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak hung his head. Why had he let himself hope she might be serious? He was so stupid!

‘I’m sure she’ll be interested to hear how you tried to persuade me to give you a blowjob though, won’t she? Imagine how upset she’ll be that you took advantage of her absence to try to seduce her poor innocent little sister! You can’t exactly blame Linda for not wanting that disgusting little excuse for a cock anywhere near her mouth, can you?’ she snarled as she gripped his swollen blue balls and twisted as she stood. ‘What woman would?’

‘Aaaggghhhh!’ Pipsqueak squealed, trying desperately to shuffle one way then the other and succeeding only in choking himself more effectively.

‘You’ve been a terrible disappointment as a husband and as a man pipsqueak. But don’t worry, we’re going to make sure you make up for all the years my sister wasted on you.’

‘Aaaggghhh! Please Miss Lorraine!’

‘Shhhhh, calm down sissy,’ Lorraine soothed. ‘If you end up hanging yourself Linda will be mad with me for… mmm… maybe ten minutes or so!’

Pipsqueak was crying again with pent up emotion, frustration and helpless fear of the woman with his balls in her hand.

‘Might as well twist these off for what use they are, right pipsqueak? Oh, you’re crying again. You look so pretty when you cry.’ She leaned forward and spat in his face. ‘I’m going to ride that pretty face until you pass out tonight pipsqueak. But not until I’m done having my fun here eradicated from you the last atom of remaining male ego and reduced you to the pathetic, simpering little sissy faggot I always knew you were.’

Pipsqueak closed his eyes in utter defeat as Lorraine began on the fronts of his thighs with her rod of pain. Little taps that nipped, annoyed, angered and then broke him so comprehensively he was no longer sure who he was. All he knew was that he would do anything this woman demanded, anything to avoid angering this her, anything to escape her amused torture of him. And when his beautiful, gorgeous, stunning, wonderful, wife returned he would do whatever it took to show her how much he loved, worshipped and appreciated her. That is, if he could just survive her sister.

‘Open your eyes pipsqueak,’ Lorraine said, as she sidled up close to him, her face almost touching his. She looked so calm, so cool and beautiful. ‘Now open your mouth,’ she whispered in his ear. ‘That’s it, wider, wide as you can, good gurl, now keep it like that.’ Pipsqueak could not help closing his eyes when she spat straight into his gaping mouth. ‘Keep those eyes open sissy, I want you to see the contempt on my face.’ She spat again into his mouth. ‘Linda told me you like it when she spits in your face, especially in your mouth. Do you like it when I do it too?’

Pipsqueak could only nod with his mouth wide open.

‘Does my spit taste different to Linda’s? Go ahead, swallow it. That’s a good gurl, now open up again, I’m not finished. I suppose hers tastes mostly of her boyfriend’s cock, does it? How do you deal with the fact that your wife’s mouth as well as her pussy tastes of another man’s cum? Does it make you jealous? Or does it just turn you on? I’m sorry pipsqueak if my spit doesn’t taste as good as your wife’s. Maybe I can make up for that by giving you more of it. Would you like me to spit in your mouth again? Nod your head if you would.’

Given the choice between the deeply humiliating act of swallowing Lorraine’s spit and the alternative of returning to the agonising pain of the plastic rod, it was a no brainer.

‘OK, hold still now, let me see if I can fill up that sissy mouth.’

Trying not to retch in disgust whilst being slowly strangled was a very scary experience for pipsqueak and he was immensely relieved when Lorraine finally tired of her cruel game and told him he could shut his mouth. Sadly his relief was short-lived as she walked behind him and returned to whipping him with the plastic rod, backs of legs, arms, hands, backside then back to the fronts of his thighs.

After more than two hours of impossible discomfort, unbearable pain and merciless humiliation at the hands of his beautiful but cold-hearted sister-in-law, pipsqueak was completely exhausted and struggling to support his weight on his red-striped and bruised violently shaking legs and cramping toes He’d tried moving some of the strain on his awkwardly splayed legs to his neck and the line suspending him from the garage roof beam but found it just as painful. And now he had another problem.

It was several hours since he’d been able to relieve his bladder and he was getting desperate. The idea of pissing himself in front of his heartless sister-in-law was too appalling to think about, he had to hang on somehow.

‘You know we really should spend more time together doing things like this, pipsqueak,’ Lorraine smiled as she put down the glass of wine she’d been sipping and picked up the damned plastic rod once more. ‘For my sister’s sake I think we should get to know each other better, don’t you?’

Pipsqueak’s throat was too sore to make much of a response now but he tried anyway. He had to explain to her he needed the toilet.

‘I can’t understand you pipsqueak,’ Lorraine said as she walked toward him, tapping the clear plastic rod against her palm.

When the quick short blows started yet again on the fronts of pipsqueak’s thighs, he managed to squeal out clearly enough,’ Pleashhhh!  Toiletsh!’

‘Did you say you need the toilet pipsqueak?’ Lorraine asked as she came around in front.

‘Pleashhhh!’ he begged.

‘Wait!’ Lorraine snapped before hurrying over to her handbag to retrieve her phone.

‘We should capture this for posterity… or at least to give my big sister a laugh. Right pipsqueak,’ she began after pointing her phone at her helpless crying victim and pressing the button to begin videoing him. ‘When I give you the command, you may piss yourself. On the count of ten. Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, oh shit! You filthy little slut! Look sis, your worthless maid seems to be incontinent now! Don’t be surprised if she’s wearing a diaper when you see her next.’


Chapter 16: Objectified Amenity

Linda’s return from her Jamaican holiday with her lover was a very emotional moment for pipsqueak. Lorraine collected her and Sam from the airport, dropped Sam off at his place and came home with her sister. Pipsqueak desperately wanted to hear all about her holiday and hoped Lorraine would be leaving soon. Most of all though, he needed to throw himself at his wife’s feet, tell her how much he had missed her and swear his love and devotion to her.

First though he had to run the gauntlet of his sister in law’s damning report. Then he had to perform the humiliating welcome home song and dance she had been making him practice for the last couple of days. Finally, Linda insisted he make a big show of thanking her sister for giving so generously of her time to take charge of his training while she was away with her boyfriend.

‘Thank you, Miss Lorraine, for being so kind to me and for trying so hard to help me to become a better maid for my Mistress. I’m really sorry I was such a badly behaved little slut most of the time. Please will you come back again soon to give me more of your wonderful training?’

‘Are you going to be a good gurl next time, if I do?’ asked Lorraine with a cruel knowing smile.

‘Yes Miss Lorraine,’ pipsqueak had to respond with a deep curtsy.

‘On your knees now pipsqueak,’ Linda ordered. ‘Show my sister how sincere you are. Her boots won’t kiss themselves, will they?’

When Lorraine finally left and pipsqueak got the chance, he could hardly speak he was so emotional. Linda laughed and led him upstairs to her bedroom where she allowed him to show rather than tell her how he felt. His jaw ached and his tongue was sore by the time Linda eventually drifted off to sleep. As a special treat she allowed her maid to remain at the bottom of her bed, kissing and licking her feet as she dosed off with a satisfied smile on her face. She had been worried that going away on holiday with her boyfriend might have been a leap too far in their relationship but pipsqueak’s humble and loving demeanour on her return had reassured her greatly and given her the assurance she needed to push on with her plans.

Once settled back in her home Linda went about taking their relationship to the next level. After reading online about the power-rush that another dominant wife gained from preparing her ornament maid for a few hours of objectified amenity, she had decided to objectify her own sissy maid husband. Having successfully removed his identity as a man, she wanted to go further and remove his identity as a human being. In essence Linda had decided that, with its sex organ deemed redundant and locked away in a tiny tube, her maid should be as genderless as a fruit bowl.

‘My refrigerator has no gender, neither does my vacuum cleaner, so why should my maid?’ was how she explained it to her husband.

Poor pipsqueak found himself subjected to much greater levels and frequency of bondage. Wrists and ankles varied from having limited freedom to allow housework to having no freedom at all when long periods of immobility were required. A wide posture collar and tighter corset took care of its posture and, with diaper in place with plastic pants over, there was no reason to allow it a break from work or tedium. If work was required of the maid Linda had a selection of uncomfortable gags with which to torment her victim and render it mute. For immobile tedium serving as a table, a lampstand or candelabra, a tray carrying drinks or sex toys, or merely an ornament, a full sensory deprivation hood ensured the object was rendered deaf and blind into the bargain.

To her delight, Linda soon found a way to make even hours of bound tedium worse still for her sissy husband by introducing a measure of anxiety. The postures pipsqueak was forced to adopt and often bound into were invariably uncomfortable after only a short period. Informing it that it would be remaining in that position for several hours or confusing it with misinformation about time elapsed as well as remaining had the power to reduce it to quiet tears of impotent despair that had Linda making very frequent and prolonged use of her vibrator.  

Even worse though for poor pipsqueak was to be told that it’s Mistress would be amusing herself with various instruments of corporal punishment for the duration of its confinement. It was hard to say which was worse; the shock of the sudden red-hot sting of a cane, whip or leather strap to an exposed area of skin, or the interminable anxious wait for the next cruel application.

The most unbearable of all, and paradoxically for both Mistress and slave, the most sexually exciting, was the humiliation. Stripped of any human value, no skills, talents or abilities displayed, no communications to or from; useless apart from as an inanimate object, pipsqueak was used with no more consideration or respect than would be shown an old floor mop or a toilet brush.

For her part, when using the maid as an object, Linda went about her day or evening, profoundly relaxed and content. Occasionally she enjoyed a warm and arousing rush of power, but only when she happened to look in its direction for a moment. The helpless thing she owned. The object she had long tortured with humiliation and sexual frustration, and now subjected to tedium and anxiety. This thing had once been her husband and had begged her to cuckold him and make him her sissy maid.

Perhaps the most arousing thing for them both was that pipsqueak’s ever-growing suffering was so disproportionally dreadful for the occasional brief moments of pleasure Linda enjoyed, often while in the throes of passionate lovemaking with her boyfriend. It was this disproportionality that was the main source of arousal for them both and which would continue to drive their incredible relationship down this long and winding road.
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